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RICHARD    TIGHE,    Efq. 


SIR 

DEDICATIONS  are  the  only  fafhions  in  the  world 
['  that  are  more  diiliked  for  being  univerfal  ;  and  the 
teafon  is,  that  they  very  feldom  fit  the  perfons  they  were 
made  for :  but  I  hope  to  avoid  the  common  obloquy  in  this 
addrefs,  by  laying  afide  the  poet  in  every  thing  but  the 
dramatic  decorum  of  fuiting  my  character  to  the  perfon. 

From  the  part  of  Mirabel  in  this  play,  and  another 
chara*5ter  in  one  of  my  former,  people  are  willing  to  com 
pliment  my  performance  in  drawing  a  gay,  fplendid,  ge 
nerous,  eafy,  fine  young  gentleman.  My  genius,  I  muft 
confefs,  ha*  a  bent  to  that  kind  of  defcription  ;  and  my 
veneration  for  you,  Sir,  may  pafs  for  unqueftionable* 
fince  in  all  thefe  happy  accomplifhments  you  come  fo 
near  to  my  darling  character,  abating  his  iaconftancy. 

What  an  unfpeakable  bleffing  is  jouth  and  fortune, 
when  a  happy  underflanding  conies  in,  to  moderate  the 
defires  of  the  firft,  and  to  refine  upon  the  advantages  of 
the  latter  ;  when  a  gentleman  is  mailer  of  ail  pleafures, 
but  a  (lave  to  none ;  who  has  travelled,  not  for  the  curl- 
ofityof  the  fight,  but  for  the  improvement  of  the  mind's 
eye  ;  and  who  returns  full  of  every  thing  but  himfelf  ? 
An  author  might  fay  a  great  deal  more,  but  a  friend,  Sir, 
nay,  an  enemy  muft  allow  you  this. 

I  {hall  here,  Sir,  meet  with  two  obftacles,  your  modefly 
and  your  fenfe  ;  the  firft,  as  a  cenfor  upon  the  fubje£tv 
the  fecond,  as  a  critic  upon  the  ftile  :  but  I  am  obftinate 
in  my  purpofe,  and  will  maintain  what  I  fay  to  the  lafl 
drop  ot  my  pen ;  which  I  may  the  more  boldly  under 
take,  having  all  the  world  on  my  fide  ;  nay,  I  have  your 
very  felragainft  you  ;  for  by  declining  to  hear  your  own 
merit,  your  friends  are  authorized  the  more  to  proclaim 
it. 

A  a  Tour 


[  *  ] 

Your  gene rofity  and  eafinefs  of  temper  is  not  rnly  ob 
vious  in  your  common  affairs  and  converfation,  but  more 
plainly  evident  in  your  darling  amufement,  that  opener 
and  dilater  of  the  mind,  murk: — from  your  affection  for 
this  delightful  ftudy,  we  may  deduce  the  pleafing  harmo 
ny  tba<  is  apparent  in  all  your  aftions  ;  and  be  ruTured, 
Sir,  that  a  peHbn  muft  be  pofleiled  of  a-  very  divine  fouJ, 
who  is  fo  much  in  love  with  the  entertainment  of  angels. 

From  your  encouragement  of  mafic,  if  there  be  any 
poetry  here,  it  has  a  claim,  by  the  right  of  kindred,  to 
your  favour  and  affe&ion.  You  were  pleaied  to  honour 
the  reprefentation  of  this  play  with  your  appearance  at 
feveral  times,  which  fl-mer'd  my  hopes  that  there  might 
be  fomethingin  it  which  your  good-nature  might  excufe. 
Wiih  the  honour  I  here  intend  for  myfelf,  I  likewife  con- 
fu't  the  intereft  of  my  nation,  by  (hewing  a  perfon  that  is 
fo  much  a  reputation  and  credit  to  my  country.  Befidcs 
all  th;s,  I  was  willing  to  make  a  handibme  compliment  to 
the  place  of  my  pupilage  ;  by  informing  the  world  fh*t 
fo  fine  a^gentleman  bad  the  feeds  of  his  education  in  th« 
fame  univerliry,  and  at  the  fame  time  with, 

S  I  R, 

Your  moft  faithful,  and 
Moft  humble  Servant, 

G.    F  A  R  Q_U  H  A  R, 


PRE- 


E  f  I 


P     RE    F     ACE. 


TO  give  you  the  hiftory  of  this  play, ' would  but 
caufe  the  reader  and  the  writer  a  trouble  to  no 
purpofe  ;  I  fhall  only  lay,  that  I  took  the  hint  from 
Fletcher's  WildGooie  Chafe;  and  to  thofe  Who  fay 'that 
I  have  fpoiled  the  original,  I  wifli  no  other  injury  but 
that  they  would  fay  it  again. 

As  to  the  fuccefs  of  it,  I  think  it  but  a  kind  of  Cremona 
bufmefs,  I  have  neitrrsr  loft  nor  won.  I  puihed  fairly, 
but  the  French  wer6  prepofiefled,  and  the  charms  of 
Gallic  heels  were  too  hard  for  an  Englifh  brain;  but  I  am 
proud  to  own,  that  I  have  laid  my  head  at  the  ladies  feet* 
The  favour  was  unavoidable,  for  we  are  a  nation  fo  very 
fond  of  improving  our  underitanding,  that  the  inftruc- 
tion  of  a  play  does  no  good,  when  it  comes  in  compe^ 
tition  with  the  moral  of  a  minuet.  Pliny  tells  us,  in  his 
Natural  Hiftory,  of  elephants  that  were  taught  to  dance 
on  the  ropes; 'if  this  could  be  made  practicable  now, 
what  a  number  of  fubfcriptions  might  be  had  to  bring  the 
Great  Mogul  out  of  Fleet-ftreet,  and  make  him  dance 
between  the  acts !' 

.  I  remember,  that  about  two  years  ago,  I  had  a 'gentle 
man  from  France*  that  brought  the  play-houfe  Tomer 
jfcfty  audiences  in  five  months;  then  why  fhould  I  be 
furpriled  to  find  a  French  lady  do  as  much  ?  It  is  the 
prettieft  way  in  the  w*.. rid  of  deipifing  the  French  king,. 
to  let  him  lee  that  we  can  aitjrd  money  to  bribe  away  his 
Cancers,  when  he,  poor  man,  has  exhaufted  all  his  flock,, 
in  buying  feme  pitiful  rowns  and  principalities  :  cum  myl- 
tis  aliis.  What  can  be  a  greater  compliment  to  our  ge,ne- 
j»u?  nation,  than  to.  have  the  lady  upon  her  re-tour  to  Pa- 
A  3,  ris^ 


*  Conftaot  CoupJe.. 
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ris,  boaft  of  her  fplendid  entertainment  in  England,  o( 
the  complaifance,  liberty,  and  good- nature  of  a  people, 
that  thronged  her  houfe  fo  full,  that  (he  had  not  room  to 
flick  a  pin  ;  and  left  a  poor  fellow,  that  had  the  misfor 
tune  of  being  one  of  themfeives,  without  one  farthing 
for  half  a  year's  pains  that  he  had  taken  for  their  enter 
tainment. 

There  were  fome  gentlemen  in  the  pit  the  firil  night, 
that  took  the  hint  from  the  prologue  to  damn  the  play  ; 
but  they  made  fuch  a  noife  in.  the  execution,  that  the 
people  took  the  outcry  for  a  reprieve  ;  fo  that  the  dar 
ling  mifchief  was  over-laid  by  their  over-fondnefs  of  the 
changeling  t  'tis  fomewhat  hard,  that  gentlemen-  fhould 
debafe  themfelves  into  a  fadion  of  a  dozen,  to  itab  a  tin 
gle  perfon,  who  never  had  the  refolution  to  face  two  men 
at  a  time ;  if  he  has  had  the  misfortune  of  any  mifun- 
derftanding  with  a  particular  perfoa,  he  has  had  a  parti 
cular  perfon  to  anfwer  it :  but  thefe  fparks  would  be  re 
markable  in  their  refentment ;  and  if  any  body  fall  un 
der  their  difpleafure,  they  fcorn  to  call  him  to  a  particu 
lar  account,  but  will  very  honourably  burn  his  houfe,  or 
pick  his  pocket. 

The  new- houfe  has  pesfe&ly  made  me  a  convert  by 
their  civility  on  my  fixth  night :  for  to  be  friends,  and 
revenged  at  the  fame  time,  I  muft  give  them  a  play,  that 

is, when  I  write  another.     For  faction  runs  fo  high, 

that  I  could  wify  the  fenate  would  fupprefs  the  houfes, 
or  put  in  force  the  a&  againft  bribing  elections ;  that 
houfe  which  has  the  moft  favours  to  beftow,  will  certain 
ly  carry  it,  fpight  of  all  poetical  juflice  that  would  fup- 
port  t'other. 

I  have  heard  fome  people  fo  extravagantly  angry  at 
this  play,  that  one  would  think  they  had  no  reafon  to  be 
difpleafed  at  all ;  whilft  fome  (otherwife  men  of  good 
fenfe),  had  commended  it  fo  much,  that  I  was  afraid  they 
ridiculed  me  ;  fo  that  between  both,  I  am  abfolutely  at  a 
lofs  what  to  think  on't ;  for  tho'  the  caufe  has  come  on 
fix  days  fucceffively,  yet  the  trial,  I  fancy,  is  not  deter 
mined.  When  our  devotion  to  Lent,  and  our  Lady,  is 
over,  the  bufmefs  will  be  brought  on  again,  and  then  we 
ihall  have  fair  play  for  our  money. 

^  There 
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There  is  a  gentleman  of  the  firft  underftanding,  and  a 
rery  good  critic,  who  faid  of  Mr.  Wilks,  that  in  this  part 
he  out-a&ed  himfelf,  and  all  men  that  he  ever  faw.  I 
would  not  rob  Mr.  Wilks,  by  a  worfe  expreffion  of  mine, 
of  a  compliment  that  he  fo  much  deferves. 

I  had  almoft  forgot  to  tell  you,  that  the  turn  of  plot  ia 
the  laft  ad,  is  an  adventure  of  Chevalier  de  Chaftillon  at 
Paris,  and  matter  of  fa<5t ;  but  the  thing  is  fo  univerfally 
known,  that  I  think  this  advice  might  have  been  fpared, 
as  well  as  the  reft  of  the  preface,  for  any  good  it  will  d<> 
either  to  me  or  the  play. 
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PROLOGUE. 

T  IKR  hungry  guefts,  a  Jit  t  tag  audience  looks  ; 
<*Tf£  Plops  are  like  flipper  3 :  poets  are  the  cooks. 
The  founder  s  you  ;  the  table  is  t  his  place  : 
ffhe  carvers  we  :  the  prologue  is  the  grace. 
Each  atf,  a  courfe ;  eachfcene  a  different  dlJJ?  : 
Tho*  we're  in  Lent,  I  doubt  you're  ft  ill  for  Jlejb. 
Satire' s  the fauce,  high-fe<ifon*d,Jharp  and  rough  ; 
Kind  majks  and  beaux,  I  hope  you*  re  pepper -proof * 
lilt  is  the  wine  ;  but  *tisfo  fcarce  the  true, 
Poets,  like  vintners,  balder Jajh  and  brew. 
Yourfurlyfcenes,  where  rant  and  bloodjhcd  join t 
Are  butcher's  meat,  a  battle's  ajlrloin : 
Your  fcenes  of  love,  fofto^vjing,foft 
J?re  water-gruel,  withoutfalt  or  tafte* 
Mawdysfat  venlfon,  which,  thai*  ftale^  can  pleafc  «• 
¥cur  rakes  love  haut-gouts,  likey our  damn* d French  she ej& 
Tour  rarity  for  the  fair  gueft  to  gape  o»t 
liyour  n'icejqucakcr,  or  Italian  capon  ; 
Or  your  French  virgin-pullet,  garnijh^d  round, 
And  drefs'd  with  fauce  of  fame— four  hundred  pound* 
An  opera,  like  an  oglio,  nicks  the  age  ; 
farce  is  the  hafty-pudding  of  theftage. 
fcrwhenyou're  treated  with  indifferent  cheer, 
Ton  can  difpenfe  with  Jlender  ftagc-coach  fare* 
A  pajloraFs  whipt  cream  ;  ft  age-whims,  mere  trafy  ; 
And  tragi-comtdy,  half  fify  andjlejb. 
But  comedy,  that,  that's  the  darling  cheer  \ 
y'bis  night  we  hope  you'll  all  Inconftant  bear  : 
Wildfowl  is  lik'd  Inplay-houfe  all  the  year. 

Tetftnce  each  mind  betrays  a  different  tajle^ 
Aitd  every  dljh  fcarce  pleafes  ev'ry  gueft, 
If  ought  you  rellfh,  do  not  damn  the  reft. 
¥  bis  favour  crav'd,  up  let  the  muficftrlkt: 
Tou'rc  welcome  all     .   now  fall  /<?,  where  you  like 


DRA- 


DRAMATIS    PERSONS 

M  EN. 


Old  Mirabel,  an  aged  gent,  of  an  odd 
compound,  between  the  peevifhnefs 
incident  to  his  years,  and  his  father 
ly  fondnefs-  towards  his  fon, 
Young  Mirabel^  his  fon  - 

Cap,  Durctcte,  an  honeft  good-natured 
fellow,  that  thinks  himfelf  a  greater 
fool  than  he  is,  - 

Dugard)  brother  to  Qrlana^         - 
Petit,  fervantto  Dugard^  afterwards 
to  his  fitter, 

WOMEN. 

Or/ana,  a  lady  contracted  to  Mirabel^ 
who  would  bring  him  to  reafon. 

Sifarre,  a  whimiTcal  lady,  friend  to 
Oriana,  admired  by  Duretete, 

Lamorce,  a  woman  of  contrivance^ 


Mr.  Shuter. 
Mr.  Smith. 


Mr.  Woodward* 

Mr.  Gardner. 

Mr.  Cuihing» 


Mrs.  Leflinghanu 

Mifs  Macklin, 
Mifs  Ogilvie* 


Old  Mirabel, 

Young 

Capt. 


Petit, 
Of'tan 
Jjifa 


Mr.  Yates. 
Mr.  Smith, 
Mr.  King. 
Mr.  Davies. 
Mr.  Weftoiu 
Mifs  Younge. 
Mrs.  Abingtoiu 
Mifs  Flat*., 


Four,  Bravoes,  two  Gentlemen,  and  two  Ladies. 
Soldiers,  Servants,  and  Attendants. 
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INCONSTANT. 


***  Tit*  //»«  marked  ivttb  inverted  commas,  '  /iw*,*  tfrf  emitted  in  tbt 
representation. 


ACT    I. 

SCENE,  Us  Street. 

•^••"i>^  'III*  ^»  "•  -1'-  B-ii  "'' "'-  '  .JT-vr  {:^-:  ^.R  v»^n« 

^«/^r  Dugard  and  bis  Man  Petit,  /«  Riding  Habits* 

DUGARD. 

SIRRAH,  what's  a  clock  ? 
P^/.  Turn'd  of  eleven,  Sir. 

J)«^.  No  more  !  We  have  rid  a  fivinging  pace  from 
Nemours  fince  two  this  morning !  Petit,  run  to  Rouf- 
feau's  and  befpeak  a  dinner  at  a  Lewis  d'Or  a  head,  to 
be  ready  by  one. 

Pet.  How  many  will  there  be  of  you,  Sir? 

Dug.  Let  me  fee Mirabel  one,  Duretete  two,  my« 

felf three 

Pet.  And  I  four. 

Dug.  How  now,  Sir,  at  your  old  travelling  familiarity  ! 
When  abroad,  you  had  fonie  freedom  for  want  of  better 
company  ;  but  among  my  friends  at  Paris,  pray  remem 
ber  your  diftance— Begone,  Sir. — [Exit  Petit.] — This 
fellow's  wit  was  neceffary  abroad,  but  he*s  too  cunning 
for  a  domeftic  ;  I  muft  difpofe  of  him  fome  way  elfe.— 
Who's  here  ?  Old  Mirabel  and  my  filter  !  My  deareft 
fitter! 


i3        THE    INCONSTANT. 

Enter  Old  Mirabel  <m/Oriana. 

Or/.  My  brother  !  Welcome. 

Dug*  Moniieur  Mirabel  !  I'm  heartily  glad  to  fee 
you. 

Old  Mr.  Honeft  Mr." Dugard!  By  the  blood  of  the 
Mirabels,  I'm  your  moil  humble  fervant. 

Dug.  Why,  Sir,  you've  caft  your  fkin  fure  ?  you're 
brilk  and  gay,  lufty  health  about  you,  no  fign  of  age  but 
your  filver  hairs. 

Old  Mir.  Silver  hairs  !  Then  they  are  quick  filver 
hairs,  Sir.  Whiltt  I  have  golden  pockets,  let  my  hairs 
be,filveran  they  will.  Adfbud,  Sir,  I  can  dance,  and 
fing,  and  drink,  and  •  no,  I  can't  wench.  But,  Mr. 
Dugard,  no  news  of  my  fon  Bob  in  all  your  travels  ? 

Dug.  Your  ion's  come  home,  Sir.   , 

Old  Mir.  Come  home  !  Bob  come  home  !  By  the 
*>*lood  of  the  Mirabels,, Mr.  Dugard,  what  fay  ye  ? 

Ori.  Mr.  Mirabel  return 'd,  Sir  ! 

Dug.  He's  certainly  come,  and  you  may  fee  him  with 
in  this  hour  or  two. 

Old  Mir.  Swear  it,  Mr.  Dugard,  prefently  fwear  it. 

Dug.  Sir,  he  came  to  town  with  me  this  morning ;  I 
left  him  at  the  Bagnieurs,  being  a  little  difordered  after 
riding,  and  I  mall  fee  him  again  prefently. 

Old  Mir.  What  !  And  he  was  afhamed  to  afk  a  bleffing 
with  his  boots-  on  ?  A  nice  do.g  !  Well,  and  how  fares 
the  young  rogue,  ha  ? 

Dug.  A  fine  gentleman,  Sir,  He'll  be  his  own  mef- 
fenger.  . 

Old  Mir,  A  fine  gentleman  !  But  is  the  rogue  like  me 
yet  ? 

Dug.  Why,  yes,  Sir  j  he's  very  like  his  mother,  and 
as  like  you  as  moil  modern  fons  are  to  their  fathers. 

Old  Mir.  Why,  Sir,,  don't  you  think  that  I  begat  him  ? 

Dug.  Why  yes,  Sir  ;  you  married  his  mother,  and 
he  inherits  your  eftate.  He's  very  like  you,  upon  my 
word. 

Ori.  And  pray,  brother,  what's  become  of  his  honed 
companion,  Duretete  ? 

Dug.  Who.,  the  Captain  ?  The  very  fame  he  went 
abroad  j  he's  the  only  Frenchman  I  ever  knew  that  could 
not  charge.  Your  fon,  Mr,  Mirabel,  is  more  obliged  to 

nature 
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Nature  foF  that  fellow's  compofirion,  than  for  his  own  : 
for  he's  more  happy  in  Duretete's  folly  than  his  own  wit. 
Jn  fhor*,  they  are  as  inseparable  as  finger  and  thumb  ; 
but  thefirft  inftance  in  the  world,  I  believe,  of  oppofuioiT 
in  rriendflvip. 

Old  Mir.  Very  well ;  will  he  be  home  to  dinner,  think 
ye'?  * 

Dug.  Sir,  he  has  ordered  me  to  hefpeak  a  dinner  for 
us  at  Rouifeau's,  at  a  Louis  d'or  a  head. 

Old  Mir.  A  Louis  dor  a  head  !  Well  faid,  Bob  ;  by 
the  blood  of  the  Mirabels,  Bob's  improved.  But,  Mr. 
Pugard,  was  it  fo  civil  of  Bob  to  vifit  Monllenr  KoulTeau. 
before  hU  own  natural  father,  eh?  Heark'e,  Qri*n-.;, 
what  think  you,  now,  of  a  fellow  that  can  tat  and  drink 
ye  a  whole  Louis  d'or  at  a  fitting  ?  He  muit  be  as  ftroiig 
as  Hercules  ;  life  and  fpirit  in  abundance.  Before  Gad,  I 
don't  WomJer  at  thefe  men  of  quality,  that  iheir  o\\a 
wives  can't  ferve  them.  A  Louis  d'or  a  head  !  'tis  enough 
to  llock  the  whole  nation  with  baftards,  'tis  faith.  Mr. 
Dugard,  I  leave  you  with  your  filler.  [Exit* 

Dug.  Well,  filler,  I  need  not  afk  you  how  you  do, 
your  looks  refolve  me;  fair,  tall,  welUihaped ;  you're 
almoft  grown  out  of  my  remembrance. 

Oru  Why,  truly,  brother,  I  look  pretty  well,  thank 
nature  and  my  toilette;  I  have  'fcaped  the  jaundice, 
green -iicknefs,.  and  the  fmall-pox  ;  I  eat  three  meala  a 
day,  am  very  merry  when  up,  and  fleep  foundly  when 
I'm  down. 

Dug.  But,  fifter,  you  remember  that  upon  my  going 
abroad  you  would  ehufe  this  old  gentleman  for  your  guar 
dian  ;  he's  no  more  related  to  our  family,  than  Prefter 
John,  and  I  h^ve  no  reafon  to  think  you  miflrufled  my 
management  of  your  fortune :  therefore  pray  be  fo  kind  as 
to  tell  me,  without  refervation,  the  true  caufe  of  making 
fuch  a  choice* 

On.  Look'e,  brother,  you  were  going  a  rambling, 
and  'twas  proper,  left  I  mould  go  a  rambling  too,  that 
fomebody  mould  take  care  ot  me.  Old  Monfieur  Mirabel 
is  an  honeft  gentleman,  was  our  father's  friend,  and  has 
a  young  lady  in  his  houfe,  whofe  company  I  like,  and 
who  has  chofen  him  for  her  guardian  ;»s  well  as  I. 

Dtfg.  Who,  Mademoifelle  Bifarre? 

B  On* 
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Or/.  The  fame;  we  live  merrily  together,  without 
fcandal  or  reproach;  we  make  much  of  the  old  gentle 
man  between  us,  and  he  takes  care  of  us  ;  *  we  eat  what 
4  we  like,  go  to  bed  when  we  pleafe,  rife  when  we  will,' 
all  the  week  we  dance  and  fing,  and  upon  Sundays  go 
firft  to  church,  and  then  to  the  play.  -  Now,  brother, 
b*fides  thefe  motives  for  chufing  this  gentleman  for  my 
guardian,  perhaps  I  had  fome  private  reafons. 

Dvg.  Not  fo  private  as  you  imagine,  filter  ;  your  love 
to  young  Mirabel's  no  fecrer,  I  can  afTure  you,  but  fo 
public  that  all  your  friends  are  afhamed  on't. 

Ort.  O*  my  word  then,  my  friends  are  very  bafhfut  ; 
'though  I  am  afraid,  Sir,  that  thofe  people  are  not  afhamed 
enough  at  their  own  crimes,  who  have  fo  many  bluflies 
to  fpare  for  the  faults  of  their  neighbours.  - 
Dug.  Ay,  but  fitter,  the  people  lay  —  .  — 
Ort.  Plhaw  !    hang  the  people,  they'll  talk  treafon,  and 
profane  their  Maker  ;  muft  we  therefore  infer,  that  our 
king  is  a  tyrant,  and  religion  a  cheat?    Look'e,  brother, 
their  court  of  enquiry  is  a  tavern,  and  their  in  former, 
claret  :  they  think  as  they  drink,  and  fwallow  reputations 
like  teches  ;  a  lady's  health  goes  brifkly  round  with  the 
glafs,  but  her  honour  is  loft  in  the  toaft. 

Dug.  Ay,  but  fifter,  there  is  ftill  fornething  - 
Ori.  If  there  be  fomething,  brother,  'tis  none  of  the 
people's  fomething  ;  marriage  is  my  thing,  and  I'll  flick 
to't. 

Dug.  Marriage  !  Young  Mirabel  marry  !  He'll  build 
churches  fooner.  ^  Take  heed,  fifter,  though  your  honour 
Hood  proof  to  his  home-bred  aflauhs  ;  you  muft  keep  a 
•flrifter  guard  for  the  future  :  he  has  now  got  the  foreign 
air,  and  the  Italian  foftnefs  ;  his  wit's  improved  by  con- 
verie,  his  behaviour  fmilhed  by  obfervation,  and  his  af- 
ftirances  confirmed  by  fuccefs.  Sifter,  I  can  a  flu  re  you, 
•he  has  made  his  conquefts;  and  'tis  a  pfegue  upon  your 
fex,  to  be  the  fooneft  deceived  by  thofe  very  men  that 
you  know  have  been  falfe  to  others. 

*  Or/.  Then  why  will  you  tell  me  of  his  conquefts  ? 
1  for,    I  muft  confefs,  there  is  no  title  to  a  woman's  fa- 


vour  f°  eng'»g»ttg  as  the  repute  of  a  handfome  diffimu- 
lation;  there  is  fomething  of  a  pride  to  fee  a  fellow 
lie  at  our  feet,  that  has  triumphed  overfo  many  ;  and 

'  *  then 
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then,  I  don't  know,  we  fancy  he  muft  have  fomethmg 
extraordinary  about  him  to  pleafe  us,  and  that  we  have 
Cometh  ing  engaging  about  us  to  fecure  him  ;  fo  we 
can't  be  quiet  till  we  put  ourfelves  upon  the  lay  of  be 
ing  both  difappwnted. 

*  Dug.'  But  then,  fitter,  he's  as  fickle 

Or/.  For  God's  fake,  brother,  tell  me  no  more  of  his 
faults  ;  for  if  you  do,  I  (hall  run  mad  for  him  ;  fay  no 
more,  Sir  ;  let  me  but  get  him  into  the  bands  of  matri 
mony,  I'll  fpoil  his  wand'ring,  I  warrant  him^  I'll  do  his 
bufinefs  that  way,  never  fear.  r^» , 

Dug.  Well,  lifter,  I  won't  pretend  to  underftand  the 
engagements  between  you  and  your  lover ;  I  expect,  when 
you  have  need  of  my  counfel  or  aifrftance,  you  will  let 
me  know  more  of  your  affairs.  Mirabel  is  a  gentleman, 
and  as  far  as  my  honour  and  intereft  can  reach,  you  may 
command  me  to  the  furtherance  of  your  happinefs  :  in, 
the  mean  time,  fifter,  I  have  a  great  mind  to  make  you 
a  piefent  of  another  humble  iervant  \  a  fellow  that 
I  took  up  at  Lyons,  who  has  ferved  me  honeftly  ever 
fmce. 

Or/.  Then  why  will  you  part  with  him  ? 
Dug*  He  has  gain'd  fo  infufferably  on  my  good  hu 
mour,  that  he's  grown  too  familiar  \  but  the  fellow's  cun 
ning,  and  may  be  Cerviceable  to  you  in  your  affair  with 
Mirabel.    Here  he  comes. 

Enter  Petit,  - 
Well,  Sir,  have  you  been  at  Roufleau's  ? 

Pet,  Yes,  Sir,  and  who  ihould  I  find  there  but  Mr. 
Mirabel  and  the  Captain,  hatching  as  warmly  over  a  tub 

of  ice,  as   two  hen  pheafants  over  a   brood T'hey 

would  not  let  me  befptak  any  thing,  for  they  had  dintii 
before  I  came. 

Dug.  Come,  Sir,  you  (hall  Cerve  my  fifter,  I  (hall  (till 
continue  kind  to  you  ;  and  if  your  lady  recommends  your 
diligence  upon  trial,  I'll  ute  my  interell  to  advance  you  ; 

you  have  Cenlc  enough  to  expect  preferment. Here, 

itrrah,  here's  ten  guineas  tor  thee,  get  thyfelf  a  drugget 

fuit  and  a  puff-wig,  and  Co 1  dub  thee  gentleman 

ufher. — Sifter,  J  muil  put  myfelf  in  repair,  you  may  ex 
pect  me  in  the  evening Wait  on  youi  lady  home,. 

Petit.  [Exit  Dug. 

B  2  Ptt. 


*6*       THE    INCONSTANT. 

Pet,  A  chair,  a  c>air,  a  chair  ! 

Or/.  No,  DO,  I'll  walk  home,  *tts  but  next  door.    [Ex* 

SCENE,  a  Tavern,  difcovering  young  Mirabel  and  Dure- 
tete  rifingfrow  tke  talk. 

Mir.  Welcome  to  Paris  once  more,  my  dear  Captain, 
we  have  eat  heartily,  drank  roundly,  paid  plentifully,  and 
let  it  ^o  for  once.  I  liked  every  thing  but  our  women, 
they  looked  lo  lean  and  tawdry,  poor  creatures  !  *Tis  a 

Cure  n"gn  thesrmyis  not  paid. -Give  me  the  plump 

Venetian,  brifk  and  languine,  that  fmiles  upon  me  like 
ftoe  glowing  fun,  and  meets  my  lips  like  fparkling  wine, 
her  perfon  ihim'ng  as  the  glafs,  and  fpirit  like  the  foaming 
liquor. 

Ditr.  Ah,  Mirabel !  Italy  I  grant  you ;  but  for  our 
women  here  in  France,  they  are  fuch  thin  brawn  fallen 
jades,  a  man  may  as  well  make  a  bcd-feliow  of  a  cane 
chair. 

Mir.  France !  A  light  unfeafoned  country,  nothing 
but  feathers,  foppery,  and  frfhions :  *  we'fe  fine  indeed, 

*  fo  are  eur  coach-horfes ;  men  fay  we're  courtiers,  me* 

*  abufe  us ;  that  we  are  wife  and  politic,  non  crctlofcigneuf: 

*  that  our  women  have  wit ;  parrots,  mere  parrots,  af- 
'  fu ranee'  and  a  good  memory,  fets  them  up  -/—There's 
nothing  on  this  fide  the  Alps  worth -my  humble  fervice 
t'}e — Ha,  Roma  la  fatita !  Italy   for  my  money;  their 
cuftoms,  gardens,  buildings,  paintings,   mufic,  politics, 

wine  and  women!  the  Paradife  of  the  world; not 

peftered  with  a  parcel  of  precife  old  gouty  fellows,  that 
would  debartheir  children  9 very  p;eafu re  that  they  them- 
fclves  are  pad  the  fehfe  oft  commend  me  to  the  Italian 
familiarity  :  here,  ion,  there's  fifty  crowns,  go  pay  your 
whore  her  week's  allowance. 

Dur.  Ay,  thefe  are  your  fathers  for  you,  that  under 
hand  the  neceffities  of  young  men  ;  not  liie  our  mufty 
dads,  who  becaufe  they  cannot  fim  themfelves,  would 
muddy  the  water,  and  fpoil  the  fport  of  them  that  can. 
But  now  you  talk  of  the  plump,  what  d'ye  think  of  a 
Dutch  woman  ? 

Mir.  A  Dutch  woman's  too  compaft ;  nay,  every 
thing  among  them  is  fo  ;  a  Dutch  man  is  thick,  a  Dutch 

woman 
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woman  is  fquab  ;  a  Dutch  horfe  is  round,  a  Dutch  dog  is 
fhort ;  a  Dutch  (hip  is  broad -hot  torn 'd  ;  and,  in  fhorr,  one 
would  fwear  the  whole  product  of  the  country  were  caft 
in  the  fume  mould  with  their  cheefes. 

Dur.  Ay,  but  Mirabel,  you  have  forgot  the  Englifh 
ladies. 

.  Mir.  The  women  of  England  were  excellent,  did  they 
not  take  fuch  unfufFerable  pains  to  ruin  what  nature  htfs 
made  fo  incomparably  well ;  they  would  be  delicate  crea 
tures  indeed,  could  they  but  thoroughly  arrive  at  the 
Fiench  mien,  or  entirely  let  it  alone ;  for  they  only  fpoil 
a  very  good  air  of  their  own,  by  an  aukward  imitation  of 
ours ;  their  parliaments  and  our  taylors  give  laws  to  three 
kingdoms-.  But  come,  Duretete,  let  us  mind  the  bufinefs 
in  handj  miftrefles  wemufthave,  and  muft  take  up  with 
the  manufacture  of  the  place,  and  upon  a  competent  di 
ligence  we  (hall  find  thofe  in  Paris  (hall  match  the  Italians 
from  top  to  toe. 

Dur.  Ay,  Mirabel,  you  will  do  well  enough,-  but 'what 
will  become  of  your  friend ;  you  know  I  am  fo  plaguy 
bafhful,  fo  naturally  an  afs  upon  thefe  occafions,  that — 
.  Mir.  Pfliaw !  you  muft  be  bolder,  man  :  travel  three 
years,  and  bring  home  fuch  a  baby  as  bafhfulnefs !:  A 
great  lufty  fellow!  and  a  foldier  !  fye  upon  it. 

Dur.  Look'e,  Sir,  I  can  vifit,  and  I  can  ogle  a  little, 
—as  thus,  or  thus  now.  Then  I  can  kifs  abundantly, 
and  make  a  fhift  to— — but  if  they  chance  to  give  me  a 
forbidding  look,  as  fome  women,  you  know,  have  a  devi- 
lifli  caft.  with  their  eyes— or  if  they  cry — WJbat  d'ye 
mean  ?  What  d'ye  take  me  for?  Fye,  Sir,  remember  who 

I  am,  Sir A  perfon  of  quality  to  be  ufed  at  this  rate  ! 

'Egad,  I'm  ft  ruck  as  flat  as  a  frying-pan. 

Mir.  Words  of  courfe  !  never  mind  .{hem  :  turn  you 
about  upon  your  heel  with  *jantlew  ;  hum  out  the  end 
of  an  old  fong  ;  cut  a  crofs  caper,  and  at  her  again, 

.    Dur.  [Imitates  him.]  No,  hang  it,  'twill  never  do, . 

Obns,  what  did  my  father  mean  by  ilrcking  me  up.  in  aa 
univerlLty,.  or  to  think  that  I  fhould  gain  any  thing  by 
jny  head,  in  a  nation  whofe  genius  lies  all  in.their  heels ! 

Well,  if  ever  I  come  to  have  children  of  my  own, 

they  fhall  have  the  education  of  the  country,,  they  fhall' 
&  3  learn. 
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learn  to  dance  before  they  can  walk,  and  be  taught  to 
ling  before  they  can  fpeak. 

Mir.  Come,  come,  throw  off  that  childifh  humour, 
put  on  affurance,  there's  no  avoiding  it ;  ftand  all  hazards, 
thou'rt  a  ftout  lufty  fellow,  and  haft  a  good  eftate ;  look 
bluff,  Heftor,  you  have  a  good  iide-box  race,  a  pretty  im 
pudent  face ;  fo  that's  pretty  well. — This  fellow  went 
abroad  like  an  ox,  and  is  returned  like  an  afs.  [Afide. 

Dur.  Let  me  fee  now,  how  I  look.  \Pulh  out  a  fcckct- 
«?/},  and  looks  on't.\  A  fide-box  face,  fay  you  ! — 'Egad, 

don't  like  it,  Mirabel. — Fye,  Sir,  don't  abufe  your 
friends,  I  could  not  wear  fuch  a  face  for  the  beft  coim* 
tefs  inChriftendom. 

Mir.  Why  can't  you,  blockhead,  as  well  as  1  ? 

Dur.  Why,  thou  haft  impudence  to  fet  a  good  face 
vpon  any  thing,  I  would  change  half  my  gold  for  half 
thy  brafs,  with  all  my  heart.  Who  comes  here  ?  CXifc^ 
Mirabel,  your  father. 

EiiterOld  Mirabel. 

Old  Mir.  Where's  Bob?  Dear  Bob! 

Mir.  Your  bleffing,  Sir. 

Old  Mir.  My  bleffing !  Damn  ye,  ye  young  rogue ; 
why  did  not  you  come  to  foe  your  father  firft,  firrah  ? 
My  dear  boy,  I  am  heartily  glad  to  fee  thee,  my  dear 
child,  faith — Captain  Duretete,  by  the  blood  of  the  Mi 
rabels,  I'm  yours.  Well,  my  lads,  ye  look  bravely  faith* 
—Bob,  haft  got  any  money  left  ? 

Mir.  Not  a  farthing,  Sir. 

Old  Mir.  Why,  then  I  won't  give  thee  a  foufe. 

Mir.  I  did  but  jeft,  here's  ten  piftoles. 

Old  Mir.  Why,  then  here's  ten  more ;  I  love  to  be 

charitable  to  thofe  that  don't  want  it Well,  and  how 

4'ye  like  Italy,  ray  boys  ? 

Mir.  Oh,  the  garden  of  the  world,  Sir  j  Rome,  Na 
ples,  Venice,  Milan,  and  a  thoufand  others— all  fine. 

OU Mir.  Ay,  lay  you  fo  !  And  they  fay,  that  Chiari 
is  very  fine  too. 

^  Dur.  Indifferent,  Sir,  very  indifferent ;  a  very  fcurvy 
nir,  the  muft  unwholefome  to  a  French  conftitution  in  the 
World. 

Mir.  Pfluw,  nothing  on't;  thefe  rafcatfy  Gazetteers 
Jteve  mifuifornaed  you, 

Old 
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.  Mifin formed  me!  Oons,  Sir,  were  nat  w& 
beaten  there  ? 

Affr.  Beaten,  Sir  !  the  French  beaten  ! 

Old  Mir.  Why,  how  was  it,  pray,  fweet  Sir  ? 

JW?r.  Si*,  the  Captain  will  tell  you. 

Dur.  No,  Sir,  your  fon  will  tell  you. 

Mir.  Tbe  Captain  was  in  the  a&ion,  Sir. 

Dur.  If  our  fon  faw  more  than  I,  Sir,  for  hfc  was  a 
looker  on. 

Old  Mir.  Confound  you  both  for  a  brace  of  cowards : 
here  are  no  Germans  to  over-hear  you ;  why  don't  ye  tell 
me  how  it  was  ? 

Mir.  Why,  then  yfcu  muft  know,  that  we  marched  up 
a  body  of  the  fineft,  braveft,  well-drefled  fellows  in  the 
univerfe ;  our  commanders  at  the  head  of  us,  all  lace 
and  feather,  like  fo  .many  beaux  at  -a  ball — I  don't  believe 
there  was  a  man  of  them  but  could  dance  a  charmer,  Mor- 
bleau. 

Old  Mir.  Dance !  very  well,  pretty  fellows,  faith  1 

j&f/r.  We  capered  u.p  to  their  very  trenches,  and  there 
faw,  pceoing  over^  a  parcel  of  fcare-crow,  olive-coloured 
gunpowaer  fellows,  as  ugly  as  the  devrl. 

Dur.  'Egad,  I  (hall  never  forget  the  looks  of  them, 
while  I  have  breath  to  fetch. 

Mir.  They  were  fo  -civil,  indeed,  as  to  welcome  ua 
with  their  cannon  ;  but  for  the  reft,  we  found  them  fuch 
unmannerly,  rude,  unsociable  dogs,  that  we  grew  tired 
•f  their  company,  and  fo  we  e'en  danced  back  again. 

Old  Mir.  And  did  ye  all  come  back  ? 

Mir.  No,  two  or  three  thoufand  of  us  flayed  behind* 

Old  Mir.  Why,  Bob,  why? 

Mir.  Pfliaw— becaufe  they  could  not  come  that  night* 
—But  come,  Sir,  we  were  talking  of  fomething  dfe. 
Pray,  how  does  your  lovely  charge,  the  fair  Oriana  ? 

Old  Mir.  Ripe,  Sir,  juft  ripe  ;  you'll  find  it  better  en 
gaging  with  her  than  the  Germans,  kt  me  tell  you.  And 
what  would  you  fay,  my  young  Mars,  if  I  bad  a  Venus 
for  thee  too  ?  Come,  Bob,  your  apartment  is  ready,  and 
pray  let  your  friend  be  my  gueft  too,  you  (hall  command 
the  houfe  between  ye,  and  I'll  be  as  merry  as  the  beft  of 
you. 

*  Mir.  Bravely  faid,  father. 

•  Lee 
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Let  mifers  bend  their  age  with  niggard  cares,    - 
And  ilarvethemfelves  to  pamper  hungry  heirs;  ' 
Who,  living,  flint  their  ions  What  youth  may  crave, 
And  make  them  revel  o'er  a  father's  grave. . 
The  flock  on  which  I  grow  does  ftill  difpenfe 
Its  genial  fap  into  the  blooming  branch  ; 
The  fruit,  he  knows,  from  his  own  root  is  grown, 
And  therefore  fooths  thofe  paffions  once  his  ow»n.' 

END  of  the  FIRST  ACT. 


ACT        II. 

S  C  E  N  E,  Old  Mirabel^  Houje. 
Oriana  and  Bifarre. 

BISARRE. 

AND  you  love  this  young  rake,  d'ye  ? 
Or/.  Yes. 

tiif.  In  fpight  of  all  his  ill  ufagc. 

Or/.  I  can't  help  it. 

Bif.  What's  the  matter  with  ye  ? 
'   On.  Pfliaw! 

Bif.  Um  ! — before  that  any  young,  lying,  {Wearing^, 
flattering,  rakehelly  fellow  fhould  play  luch  tricks  with 
me,  I  would  wear  my  teeth  to  the  flumps  with  lime  and 
€halk. — Oh,  the  devil  take  all  your  Callandras  and  Cleo- 
patras  for  me. — Pr'ythee  mind  your  airs,  modes,  and 
fafliions ;  your  flays,  gowns  and  furbelows.  Harkre,  my 
d«ar,  have  you  got  home  your  furbelowed  fmocks  yet  ? 

Or/.  Pr'ythee  be  quiet,  Bifarre  ;  you  know  I  can  be  as 
mad  as  you,  when  this  Mirabel  is  out  of  my  head. 

Elf,  Pihaw  J  would  he  were  out,  or  in,  orfome.way 
to  make  you  eafy. — I  warrant  now,  you'll  play  the  fool 
fvh^n  he  comes,  and  fay  you  love  him,  eh  ! 

Ort.  Moft  certainly ;— I  can't  diflemble,  Bifarre  :- • 

befides,  'tis  paft  that ;   we're  contracted. 

Bif.  Contracted  !'  alack  a-day,  poor  thing.  What  you 
fcave  changed  rings,  or  broken  an  old  broad-piece  between 
you  !  *  Heark'e,  child,  han*t  you  broke  fomething  elfe 
*  between  ye  ? 

-  *  Ori. 
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On.  No,  no,  I  can  aflure  you.' 

Sif.  *  Then,  what  d'ye  whine  for  ?  Whilft  I  kept  that 
*  in  my  power,'  I  would  make  a  fool  of  any  fellow  in 
France,  Well,  I  mu-ft  confefs,  I  do  love  a  little  coquet* 
ting  with  all  my  heart?  my  bufinefs  (liould  be  to  break 
gold  with  my  lover  one  hour,  and  crack  my  promife  the 
next ;  he  fliould  find  me  one  day  with  a  prayer-book  in 
my  hand,  and  with  a  play -book  another.  He  fhould  have 
my  confent  to  buy  the  wedding-ring,  and  the  next  mo-^ 
ment  would  I  laugh  in  his  face. 

On.  Oh,  my  dear,  were  there  no  greater  tie  upon  my 
heart,  than  there  is  upon  my  confcience,  I  would  foon 
throw  the  contract  out  of  doors;  but  the  mifchief  on't 
is,  I  am  fo  rbnd  of  being  ty'd,  that  I'm  forced  to  be  ju.ft,- 
and  the  urength  of  my  pxfiion  keeps  down  the  inclination 
of  my  lex.  But  here's  the  old  gentleman. 
Ente r  Old  M i  rabel . 

Old  Mr.  Where's  my  wenches !  Where's  my  two  lit- 
tie  girls  ?  Eh  !  Have  a  care,  look  to  yourfelvcs,  faith  ^ 
they're  a  coming,  the  travellers  are  a  coming.  Well  [• 
which  of  you  two  will  be  my  daughter-in-law  now  r~ 
Bifarre,  Bifarre,  what  fay  you,  mad-cap  ?  Mirabel  is  a 
pure  wild  fellow. 

jBif,  I  like  him  the  worfe. 

Old  Mir.  You  lie,  huifey,  you  like  him  the  better,  in* 
deed  you  do :  what  fay  you,  my  t'other  little  filbert  ?  he  ! 

OrL  I  fuppofe  the  gentleman  will  chufe  for  himfel^ 
Sir. 

Old  Mir.  Why,  that's  difcreetly  faid  ;  and  fo  he  fiialU 
Enter  Mirabel  and  Duretete,  tbfyfalutt  the  Ladits, 

Old  Mir.  Bob,  heark'e,  you  mall  marry  one  of  thefo 
^irls,  firrah. 

Mir.  Sir,  I'll  marry  them  both,  if  you  pleafe* 

JBif.  \_Afith '.]  He'll  find  that  one  may  ferve  his  turn. 

Old  Mir.  Both !  Why,  you  young  dog,  d'ye  banter 
me? — 'Come,  Sir,  take  your  choice. — Duretete,  you  flhall 
have  your  choice  too ;  but  Robin  (hall  chufe  firfh  Come, 
Sir,  begin. 

Mir.  Well,  I  an't  the  firft  fon  that  has  made  fci&  fa% 
ther's  dwelling  a  bawdy-houfe — let  me  fee. 

Old  Mir.  Well;   which  d'ye  like  ? 

Mir.  Both. 

Old  J^jf.  But  which  will  you  marry  ? 
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Mir.  Neither. 

Old  Mir.  Neither  !  Don't  make  me  angry  now,  Bob  ; 
pray,  don't  make  me  angry.  Look  ye,  firrah,  if  I  don't 
dance  at  your  wedding  to-morrow,  I  ihall  be  very  glad  to 
cry  at  your  grave. 

Mir.  That's  a  bull,  father. 

Old  Mir.  A  bull  !  Why,  how  now,  ungrateful  Sir? 
Did  I  make  thee  a  man,  that  thou  fhouldit  make  me  a 
beaft? 

Mir.  Your  pardon,  Sir  ;  I  only  meant  your  expreffion. 
,  Old  Mir.  Hark  ye,  Bob ,  learn  better  manners  to  your 
father  before  Grangers.     I  won't  be  angry   this  time  ; 
but,  oons,  if  ever  you  do  it  again,  you  rafcal — Remem 
ber  what  I  fay 

:-.  Mir.  Pihaw  !  what  does  the  old  fellow  mean  by  mew 
ing  me  up  here  with  a  couple  of  green  girls  ?  Co^e, 
Duretete,  will  you  go  ? 
,  Ori.  I  hope,  Mr.  Mirabel,  you  han't  forgot 
,  Mir.  No,  no,  Madam,  I  han't  forgot  j   I  have  brought 
you  a  thoufand  little  Italian  curiofuies.     I'll  aflure  you, 
Madam,  as  far  as  a  hundred  piftoles  would  reach,  I  han't 
Ibrgot  the  lealt  circumftance. 

Ori.  Sir,  you  mhunderftand  me. 

Mir.  Odlo,  the  relics,  Matlam,  from  Rome  !  I  do  re 
member  now,  you  made  a  yow  of  chalVity  before  my  de 
parture  ;  a  vow  of  chaftity,  or  fomething  like  it ;  was  it 
fcjot,  Madam  ? 

Ori.  Oh,  Sir,  I  am  anfwered  at  prefent.  [Exit. 

.  Mr.  She  was  coming  full  mouth  upon  me  with  her 
contract*     Would  I  might  difpatch  t'other ! 

.-.  Dur.  Mirabel that  lady  there,  obferve  her  ;  (he's 

wond'rous  pretty,  faith,  and  feems  to  have  but  few 
words :  I  like  her  mainly.  Speak  to  her,  man  ;  pr'ythee, 
ipeak  to  her. 

Mir.  Madam,  here's  a  gentleman,  who  declares— 

Dur.  Madam,  don't  believe  him  ;  I  declare  nothing— 
"What  the  devil  do  you  mean,  man  ? 

Mir.  He  fays,  Madam,  that  you  are  as  beautiful  as  an 
angel. 

Dur.  He  tells  a  damn'd  lie,  Mada^rn  ;  I  fay  no  fuch 
ttyng.  Are  you  mad, -Mirabel?  Why  fc- 1  (hall  dropdown 
with  ihame. 

Mr, 
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Mir.  Andfo,  Madam,  not  doubting  but  your  Lady fbip 
may  like  him  as  well  as  he  does  you,  I  think  it  proper  to 
leave  you  together.  [Going,  Duretete  holds  kirn. 

Dur.  Hold,  hold — Why,  Mirabel,  friend,  fure  you 
won't  be  fo  barbarous  as  to  leave  me  alone.  Pr'ythee, 
fpeak  to  her  for  yourfelf,  as  it  were.  Lord,  Lord,  that  a 
Frenchman  (hould  want  impudence  ! 

Mir.  You  look  mighty  demure,  Madam — She's  deaf, 
Captain. 

Dur.  I  had  much  rather  have  her  dumb. 

Mir.  The  gravity  of  your  air,  Madam,  promifes  fome 
«xtraordinary  fruits  from  your  ftudy,  which  moves  us 
with  curiolity  to  enquire  the  fubjedt  of  your  Lady  (hip's 
contemplation.  Not  a  word  ! 

Dur.  1  hope  in  the  lord  fhe's  fpeechlefs :  if  fhe  be, 
(lie's  mine  this  moment.  Mirabel,  d'ye  think  a  woman's 
filencecan  be  natural  ? 

JBif.  But  the  forms  that  logicians  introduce,  and  which 
proceed  from  fimple  enumeration,  are  dubitable,  and 
proceed  only  upon  admittance  — 

Mir.  Hoity  toity  !  what  a  plague  have  we  here  ?  Pla 
to  in  petticoats  ? 

Dur.  Ay,  ay,  let  her  go  on,  man  ;  fhe  talks  in  my 
own  mother-tongue. 

Rif.  'Tis.expofed  to  invalidity  from  a  contradictory  in- 
fiance  ;  looks  only  upon  common  operations,  and  is  infi 
nite  in  its  termination. 

Mir.  Rave  pedantry  ! 

Dur.  Axioms,  axioms  !  felf-evident  principles. 

Bif.  Then  the  ideas  wherewith  the  mind  is  pre-occti- 

pare — Oh,  gentlemen,    I  hope  you'll  pardon  my  cogita- 

-  tions  !  I  was  involved  in  a  profound  point  of  philoibphy  ; 

but  I  (hall  difcufs  it  lomewhere  e\fe,   being  fatisfied  that 

the  fubjedt  is   not  agreeable  to  your  fparks  that  profefs 

the  vanity  of  the  times.  [Exit. 

Mir.  Go  thy  way,   good  wife   Bias.      Do  you  hear, 

Duretete  ?   Dell  hear  this  ftarch'd  piece  of  auiterity  ? 

Dur.  She's  mine,  man,,  file's  mine  !  My  own  talent  to 
a  T.  I'll  match  her  in  dialects,  faith.  I  was  ieven  years 
at  the  univerfity,  man,  mirfed  up  with  Barbara,  Celarunt^ 
Daril,  Ferio,  Baralipton.  Did  you  ever  know,  man,  that 
'twas  metaphyiics  made  me  an  afs  ?  It  was,  faith.  Had 

ihe 
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(he  talked  a  word  of  ringing,  dancing,  play*,  fafliions,  or 
ihe  like,  I  had  foundered  at  the  firft  ilep  j  but  as  ihe  is— 
Mirabel,  wiihmcjoy. 

*  Mir.  You  don't  mean  marriage,  I  hope. 
J)ur.  No,  no,  I  am  a  man  of  more  honour. 

Mir.  Bravely  refoiv'd,  Captam.  Now,  for  thy  credit, 
warm  me  this  frozen  fnow-ball ;  'twill  be  a  conqucflt 
above  the  Alps. 

Dur,  But  will  you  promife  to  be  always  near  me  ? 

Mir.  Upon  all  occalions,  never  fear. 

7)*r.  Why^  then,  you  (hall  fee  me  in  two  moments 
make  an  induction  from  my  love  to  her  hand,  from  her 
haod  to  her  mouth,  from  her  month  to  her  heart,  and  ie 
conclude  in  bed,  categorcmaticl* 

Mir.  Now  the  game  begins,  and  my  fool  is  entered-— 
But  here  comes  one  to  fpoii  my  fport.  Now  fliall  I  be 
teized  to  death  with  this  okl  famioned  contract.  I  fhould 
love  her  too,  if  I  might  do  it  my  own  way  ;  but  (he'll  do 
nothing  without  witnefles,  fbrfooth.  I  wonder  womea 
can  be  fo  immodeft. 

Enter  Orison. 
Well,  Madam,  why  d'ye  follow  me  ? 

Ori.  Well,  Sir,  why  do  you  fliun  me  ? 

Mir.  'Tis  my  humour,  Madam  ;  and  I'm  naturally 
fwnyed  by  inclination. 

Ori.  Have  you  forgot  our  contrail,  Sir  ? 

Mir.  All  I  remember  of  that  contract  is,  that  it  was 
made  fome  three  years  ago ;  and  that's  enough  in  con- 
fcience  to  forget  the  reft  on'r. 

Ori.  'Tis  fufticient,  Sir,  to  recollect  the  pafling  of  ir ; 
for  in  (hat  circumilance,  I  prefume, -lies  the  force  of  the 
obligation. 

Mir.  Obligations,  Madam.,  that  are  forced  upon  the 
will,  are  no  tie  upon  the  conference.  I  was  a  Have  to  my 
I'.-.lTion  when  I  pafied  the  imlrument;  but  the  recovery 
oi  my  freedom  makes  the  contract  void. 

*  Ori.  Sir,  you  can't  make  that  a  compulfion  which 
4  was  your  own  choice;  befides,  Sir,  af«b']edion  to  your 

*  own  derives  has  not  the  virtue  of  a  forcible  conflraint : 

*  and  you  will  find,  Sir,  that  to  plead  your  paffion  for  tht 

*  killing  of  a   man,  will  hardly  exempt  you   from  the 

*  juftice  of  the  puniilnnent. 

.  *  Mir,  And  ib,  Madam,  you  make  the  fin  of  murder 
5  «  »ul 
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*  and  the  crime  of  a  contract  the  very  fame,  becaufe 

*  that  hanging  and  matrimony  are  fo  much  alike,' 

On.  Come,  Mr.  Mirabel,  thefe  expreflions  I  expelled 
from  the  raillery  of  your  humour ;  but  I  hope  for  very 
different  fentiments  from  your  honour  and  generolity. 

Mir.  Look  ye,  Madam  ;  as  for  my  generoiity,  'tis  at 
your  fervice,  with  all  my  heart:  I'll  keep  you  a  coach 
and  fix  horfes,  if  you  pleafe,  only  permit  me  to  keep  my 
honour  to  myfelf  j  *  for  I  can  aflure  you,  Madam,  that 
the  thing  called  honour,  is  a  circumfbmce  abfolutely 
unneceflary  in  a  natural  correfpondence  between  male 
and  female ;  and  he's  a  madman  that  lays  it  out,  confi-. 
dering  its  fcarcity,  upon  any  fuch  trivial  occafions. 
There's  honour  required  of  us  by  our  friends,  and  ho 
nour  due  to  our  enemies,  and  they  return  it  to  us  again  ; 
but  I  never  heard  of  a  man  that  left  but  an  inch  of  his 
honour  in  a  woman's  keeping,  that  could  ever  get  the 
leaft  account  on't.'  Confider,  Madam,  you  have  no  fuch 
thing  among  ye ;  and  'tis  a  main  point  of  policy  to  keep 
no  faith  with  reprobates — Thou  art  a  pretty  little  repro 
bate  ;  and  fo  get  thee  about  thy  bufmefs. 

On.  Well,  Sir,  even  all  this  I  will  allow  to  the  gaiety 
of  your  temper  :  your  travels  have  improved  your  talent 
of  talking,  but  they  are  not  of  force,  I  hope,  to  impair 
your  morals. 

Mir.  Morals !  Why,  there  'tis  again,  now.     «  I  tell 

*  thee,  child,  there  is  not  the  leaft  occafion  for  morals  in 
«  any  bufmefs  between  you  and  I.'     Don't  you  know, 
that  of  all  the  commerce  in  the  world,  there  is  no  fuch -co 
zenage  and  deceit  as  in  the  traffic  between  man  and  wo 
man  ?  We  ftudy,  all  our  lives  long,  how  to  put  tricks  upon 
one  another,     •  What  is  your  bufmefs  now  from  the  time 
'you  throw  away  your  artificial  babies,  but  how  to  get 

*  natural  ones  with  the  moli  advantage  ?  No  fowler  lays 

*  abroad  more  .nets  for  his  game,  nor  a  hunter  for  his 
4  prey,  than  you  do  to  catch  poor  innocent  men,'     Why 
do  you  fit  three  or  four  hours  at  your  toilet  in  a  morning  ? 
Only  with  a  villainous  defign  to  make  fome  poor  fellow  a 
fool  before  night.     '  What  are  your  languiihing  looks* 

*  your  ftudied  airs  and  affectations,  but  fo  many  baits  and 
'  devices,  to  delude  men  out  of  their  dear  liberty  and 

*  freedom  :'  What  d'ye  figh  for  ?  What  d'ye  weep  for  ? 

C  What 
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What  d'ye  pray  for?  Why,  for  a  hulband  :  that  is,  you 
mplore  Providence  to  affiir.  you  in  the  juft  and  pious  de- 
ngn  of  making  the  wifeft  of  his  creatures  a  fool,  and  the 
head  of  the  creation  a  Have. 

Ori.  Sir,  I  am  proud  of  my  power,  and  am  refolved  to 
ufe  it. 

Mir.  Hold,  hold,  Madam;  not  fo  faft.  As  you  have 
variety  of  vanities  to  make  coxcombs  of  us,  fo  we  have 
vows,  oaths,  and  proteftarions  of  all  forts  and  fizcs  to  make 
fools  of  you.  *  As  you  are  very  ftrange  and  whim- 

*  fical   creatures,    fo   we  are  allowed  as  unaccountable 

*  ways  of  managing  you.'     And  this,  in  (hort,  my  dear 
creature,  is  our  prefent  condition  :  I  have  fworn  and  lied 
brifkly,  to  gain  my  ends  of  you ;  your  Lady  (hip  has 
patched  and  painted  violently,  to  gain  your  ends  of  me  : 
but  lince  we  are  both  difappointed,  let  us  make  a  drawn 
battle,  and  part  clear  on  both  fide?. 

Ori.  With  all  my  heart,  Sir ;  give  me  up  my  contract 
and  I'll  never  fee  your  face  again. 

Mir.  Indeed  I  won't,  child. 

Or/.  What,  Sir,  neither  do  one  nor  t'other  ? 

Mir.  No,  you  (hall  die  a  maid,  unlefs  you  pleafe  to  be 
other  wife  upon  my  terms. 

Or:.  What  do  you  intend  by  this,  Sir  ? 

Mir.  Why,  to  ftarve  you  into  compliance.  Look  ye, 
you  fhall  never  marry  any  man  ;  and  you'd  as  good  let: 
me  do  you  a  kindnefs  as  a  ftranger. 

Ori.  Sir,  you're  a  • 

Mir.  What  am  I,  miftrefs? 

Ori.  A  villain,  Sir. 

Mir.  I'm  glad  on't.  I  never  knew  an  honed  fellow  in 
my  life,  but  was  a  villain  upon  thefe  occafions.  Ha'n't 
you  drawn  yourfelf  now  into  a  very  pretty  dilemma  ?  Ha, 
ha,  ha !  the  poor  lady  has  made  a  vow  of  virginity,  when 
{he  thought  of  making  a  vow  for  the  contrary.  \Vas  ever 
poor  woman  fo  cheated  into  chaftity  ? 

Or/.  Sir,  my  fortune  is  equal  to  yours,  my  friends  as  po 
werful,  and  both  {hall  be  put  to  the  teft,  to  do  me  juftice. 

Mir.  What,  you'll  force  me  to  marry  you,  will  ye  ? 

Ori.  Sir,  the  law  (hall. 

Mir.  But  the  law  can't  force  me  to  do  any  thing  elfe, 
can  it  ? 

Ori.  Pftiavv  !  I  defpife  thec— monfter. 

3  Mr* 
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.Mir.  Kifsand  be  friends  then.  Don't  ery,  child,  and 
you  (h.alltiave  your  fugar-plumb.  Come,  Madam,  d'ye 
think  I  could  be  fo  unreal"  nable  as  to  make  you  fail  all 
your  life  long?  No,  I  did  but  jeft;  you  (hall  have  your 
liberty.  Here,  take  yourcontraft,  and  give  me  mine. 

Ori.   No,  I  won't.. 

Mir.  Eh  !  What,  is  the  girl  a  fool  ? 

Ori.  No,  Sir,  you  (hall  find  me  cunning  enough  to  do 
myfelf  juft'ce ;  and  fince  I  ;nuft  nor  depend  upon  your 
love,  I'll  be  revcug'd,  and  force  you  to  marry  me  out  of 
fpite. 

Mir.  Then  111  beat  thee  out  of  fpite  ;  and  make  a  moft 
confounded  hufband. 

Ori.  Oh,  Sir,  I  (halt  match  ye  ;  a  good  hufband  makes 
t  good  wife  at  any  time. 

Mir.  I'll  rattle  down  your  china  about  your  ears. 

Ori.  And  I'll  rattle  about  the  city  to  run  you  in  debt 
for  more. 

Mir.  Your  face- mending  toilet  (hall  fly  out  of  the 
window. 

Or!.  And  your  face-mending  periwig  fliall  fly  after  It. 

Mir.  I'll  tear  the  furbelow  off  your  clothes  ;  and  when 
you  fwoon  for  vexation,  you. (han't  have  a  penny  to  buy 
a  bottle  of  hartfhorn. 

On.  And  you,  Sir,  (hall  have  hartfliorn  in  abundance, 

Mir.  I'll  keep  as  many  miftreffes  as  I  have  coach- 
horfes. 

Ori.  And  I'll  keep  as  many  gallants  as  you  have  grooms. 

Mir.  I'll  lie  with  your  woman  before  your  face. 

Ori.  Have  a  care  of  your  valet  behind  your  back. 

Mir.  But,  fweet  Madam,  there  is  fuch  a  thing  as  a 
divorce. 

Ori..  But,  fweet  Sir,  there  is  fuch  a  thing  as  alimony  ; 
fo,  divorce  on,  and  fpare  not.  [Exit. 

Mir.  Ay,  that  feparate  maintenance  is  the  devil 

there's  their  refuge.  O'  my  confcience,  one  would  take 
cuckoldom  for  a  meritorious  a&ion,  becaufe  the  women, 
are  fo  handfomely  rewarded  for  it.  [Exit* 

SCENE  changes  to  a  large  parlour  in  the  fame  boufe. 

Enter  Duretete  and  Petit. 
Dur.  And  (lie  is  mighty  peevifh,  you  fay  ? 

C  z  Pet. 
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Pet.  Oh,  Sir,  fhe  has  a  tongue  as  long  as  n\y  leg,  and 
talks  fo  crabbedly,  you  would  think  fhe  always  fpoke 
Welch! 

Dur.  That's  an  odd  language,  methinks,  for  her  phi- 
lofophy. 

Pet.  But  fometimes  fhe  will  fit  you  half  a  day  without 
fpeaking  a  word,  and  talk  oracles  all  the  while  by  the 
wrinkles  of  her  forehead,  and  the  motions  of  her  eye 
brows. 

Dur.  Nay,  I  frail  match  her  in  philofophical  ogles, 
faith  j  that's  my  talent :  I  can  talk  belt,  you  mufl  know, 
when  I  fay  nothing. 

Pet.  But  d'ye  ever  laugh,  Sir  ? 

Dur.  Laugh  !   Won't  fhe  endure  laughing  ? 

Pet.  Why,  fhe's  a  critic,  Sir  ;  fhe  hates  a  jeft,  for  few 
it  mould  pleafe  her  ;  and  nothing  keeps  her  in  humour, 
but  what  gives  her  the  fpleen.  And  then  for  logic,  an.cl 
all  that,  you  know 

Dur.  Ay,  ay,  I'm  prepared  ;  I  have  been  practifing 
hard  words  and  no  fenfe,  this  hour,  to  entertain  her. 

Pet.  Then  place  yourfelf  behind  this  fcreen,  that  you 
may  have  a  view  of  her  behaviour  before  you  begin. 

Dur.  I  long  to  engage  her, left  I  fhould  forget  my  leffon. 

Pet.  Here  fhe  comes,  Sir ;  I  muft  fly. 

[Exit  Pet.  and  Qur.Jiands  peeping  behind  the  curtain* 
Enter  Bifarre  and  Maid. 

Rif.  [With  a  look.]  Pfhaw,  hang  books  !  they  four  our 
temper,  fpoil  our  eyes,  and  ruin  our  complexions. 

[Throws  aivay  the  book* 

Dur.  Eh  !  The  devil  fuch  a  word  there  is  in  all  Ariftotle* 

Blf.  Come,  wench,  let's  be  free;  call  in  the  fiddle; 
there's  nobody  near  us. 

Enter  Fidlcr. 

Dur.  Would  to  the  lord  there  was  not ! 

Bif.  Here,  friend,  a  minuet — quicker  time,  ha  !— - 
Would  we  had  a  man  or  two, 

Dur.  [Stealing  away.]  You  fhall  have  the  devil  fooner, 
my  dear  dancing  philofopher. 

Bif.  Uds  my  life  !  here's  one. 

[Runs  to  Duretete,  and  hauls  him  lack* 

Dur.  Is  all  my  learned  preparation  come  to  this  ? 

J'rf.  Come,  Sir,  don't  be  afhamed  ;  that's  my  good 
boy.  You're  very  welcome  j  we  wanted  fuch  a  one— 
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Come  ftrike  up — I  know  you  dance  well,  Sir ;  you're 

•finely  fhap'd  for  it Come,  come,  Sir;  quick,  quick, 

you  mifs  the  time  elfe. 

Dur.  But,  Madam,  I  come  to  talk  with  you. 

Bif.  Ay,  ay,  talk  as  you  dance,  talk  as  you  dance :  come. 

Dur.  But  we  were  talking  of  dialectics. 

Bif.  Hang  dialectics  !  mind  the  time — quicker,  fir  rah. 
[To  the  Fidler.']— Come— And  how  d'ye  find  yourfelf 
now,  Sir? 

Dur.  In  a  fine  breathing  fweat,  Doctor. 

Bif.  All  the  better,  patient,  all  the  better.  Come, 
Sir,  iing  now,  fing ;  I  know  you  (ing  well ;  I  fee  you 
hare  a  finging  face  ;  a  heavy,  dull,  fonata  face. 

Dur.  Who,  I  fing  ? 
.     Bif.  Oh,  you're  modeft,  Sir  ! — But  come,  fit  down  ; 

clofer,   clofer.     Here,  a  bottle  of  wine Come,  Sir, 

*  fa,  la,  ley ;'  fing:  Sir. 

Dur.  But,  Madam,  I  came  to  talk  with  you. 

Bif.  Oh,  Sir,  you  (hall  drmk  firft !  Come,  fill  me  a 
bumper — Here,  Sir,  blefs  the  king. 

Dur.  Would  I  were  out  of  his  dominions By  this 

light,  fhe'll  make  me  drunk  too. 

Bif.  Oh,  pardon  me,  Sir,  you  fliall  do  me  right !  fill 

it  higher Now,  Sir,  can  you  drink  a  health  under 

your  leg  ? 

Dur.  Rare  philofophy  that,  faith. 

Bif  Come,  off  with  it  to  the  bottom— —Now,  how 
d'ye  like  me,  Sir  ? 

Dur.  Oh,  mighty  well,  Madam  ! 

Bif.  You  fee  how  a  woman's  fancy  varies  ;  fometimes 
fplenet'c  and  heavy,  then  gay  and  fralicfonie.  And  how 
d'ye  like  the  humour  ? 

Dnr.  Good  Madam,  let  me  fit  down  to  anfwer  you  j 
for  I  am  heartily  tired. 

Bif.  Fie  upon't  !  a  young  man,  and  tired  !  Up,  for 
fllame,  and  walk  about :  action  becomes  us — a  little  falter, 
Sir — What  d'ye  think  now  of  my  Lady  La  Pale,  and 
Lady  Coquette,  the  Duke's  fair  daughter,  ha  ?  Are  they 
nor  bi  .Ik  lafles  ?  Then  there  is  black  Mrs.  Bellakr,  and 
brown  Mrs.  Beilface.. 

Ditr.  They  are  all  itrangers  to  me,  Madam. 

Bif*  But  let  me  tell  you,  Sir,  that  brown  is  not  always 
C  3  defpicablc. 
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defpicable.     Oh,  lard,  Sir,  if  young  Mrs.  Bagatelle  had 
.kept  herfelffingle  till  this  time  o' day,  what  a  beauty 
there  had  been  !  And  then,  you  know  the  charming  Mrs. 
Monkeylove,  the  fair  gem  of  St.  Germain's. 
.     Dur.  Upon  my  foul,  I  don't. 

Bif.  And  then  you  mult  have  heard  of  the  Englifh 
beau,  Spleenamore  ;  how  unlike  a  gentleman 

Dur.  Hey—not  a  fyllable  on't,  as  I  hope  to  be  faved, 
Madam. 

Eif.  No  !   Why,  then,  play  me  a  jig.     Come,  Sir. 

Dur.  By  this  light,  I  cannot  j  faith,  Madam,  I  have 
fprained  my  leg. 

Bif.  Then  fit  you  down,  Sir  ;  and  now  tell  me  what  s 
your  bufmefs  with  me  ?  What's  your  errand  ?  Quick, 
quick,  difpatch — Odfo,  maybe  you  are  fome  gentleman's 
fcrvant,  that  has  brought  me  a  letter,  or  a  haunch  of 
venifon. 

Dur.  'Sdeath,  Madam  !  do  I  look  like  a  carrier .? 

Bif.  Oh,  cry  you  mercy  !  I  faw  you  juft  now  ;  I  mif- 
took  you,  upon  my  word  :  you  are  one  of  the  travelling 
gentlemen.  And,  pray,  Sir,  how  do  all  our  impudent 
friends  in  Italy  ? 

Dur.  Madam,  I  came  to  wait  upon  you  with  a  more  fe- 
rious  intention  than  your  entertainment  has  anfwered. 

Bif.  Sir,  your  intention  of  waiting  on  me  was  the 
greate ft  affront  imaginable,  however  your  expreffions  may 
turn  it  to  a  compliment.  Your  vifit,  Sir,  was  intended  as 
a  prologue  to  a  very  fcurvy  play,  of  which  Mr.  Mirabel 
and  you  fo  handfomely  laid  the  plot.  Marry !  No,  no,  I'm 
a  man  of  more  honour.  Where's  your  honour  ?  Where's 
your  courage  now  ?  Ads  my  life,  Sir,  I  have  a  great 
mind  to  kick  you.  Go,  go  to  your  fellow-rake  now  ; 
rail  at  my  fex,  and  get  drunk  for  vexation,  and  write  a 
lampoon.  But  I  muft  have  you  to  know,  Sir,  that  my 
reputation  is  above  the  fcandal  of  a  libel ;  my  virtue  is 
fufficiently  approved  to  thofe  whofe  opinion  is  my  inte- 
reft  :  and  for  the  reft,  let  them  talk  what  they  will ;  for, 
when  I  pleafe,  I'll  be  what  I  pleafe,  in  fpite  of  you,  and 
all  mankind  ;  and  fo,  my  dear  man  of  honour,  it  you  be 
tired,  con  over  this  leflbn,  and  fit  there  till  I  come  to  you. 

[Runs  of. 

Dur,  Turn  ti  dum,   [Sings.]  Ha,  ha,  ha !    Ads  my 

life, 
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fife,  I  have  a  great  mind  to  kick  you — Oons  and  confu- 
fion  !  [Starts  #/>.]  Was  ever  man  fo  abufed  ? — Ay,  Mi 
rabel  fet  me  on. 

Enter  Petit. 

Pett  Well,  Sir,  how  d'ye  find  you rfelf? 
Dur.  You  fon  of  a  nine- eyed  whore,  d'ye  come  to 
abufe  me  I  I'll  kick  you  with  a  vengeance,  you  dog. 

[Petit  runs  ejft  and  Dur.  after  him, 

END  of  the  SECOND  ACT. 
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SCENE  continues. 

Enter  Old  and  Toung  Mirabel.. 

OLD  MIRABEL.. 

BOB,  come  hither,  Bob. 
Mir.  Your  pleafure,  Sir  ? 

Old  Mir.  Are  not  you  a  great  rogue,  firrah  ? 

Mir.  That's  a  little  out  of  my  comprehenfion,  Sir; 
for  I've  heard  fay,  that  I  refemble  my  father. 

Old  Mir.  Your  father  is  your  very  humble  flave.  I 
tell  thee  what,  child,  thou  art  a  very  pretty  fellow,  and 
I  love  thee  heartily ;  and  a  very  great  villain,  and  I  hate 
thee  mortally. 

Mir.  Villain,  Sir  !  thenl.muft  be  a  very  impudent 
one ;  for  I  can't  recoiled  any  paflage  of  my  life  that  I'm 
afliamed  of. 

Old  Mir.  Come  hither,  my  dear  friend  ;  doft  fee  this 
picture  ?  [Shews  him  a  little  piflure. 

Mir.  Oriana's!  Plhaw ! 

Old  Mir.  What,  Sir,  won't  you  look  upon  it  ? — Bob, 
dear  Bob,  pr'ythee,  come  hither,  now.  Doft  want  any 
money,,  child,? 

Mir.  No,  Sir. 

Old  Mir.  Why,  then,  here's  fome  for  thee.  Come  here 
now.  How  canft  thou  be  fo  hard-hearted  an  unnatural, 
immannerty  rafcal;  (don't  miftake  me  child  ;  I  an't 
angry)  as  to  abufe  this  tender,  lovely,  good-natur*d,  dear 
rogue  ?  Why,  fhe  iig;hs  for  thee,  and  cries  for  thee,  pouts 
for  thee,  and  fnwbs  lor  thee,  the  poor  littU  heart  of  it  is 

like 
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like  to  burfl.  Come,  my  dear  boy,  be  good-natured,  like 
your  own  father,  be  now — and  then  fee  here,  read  this— - 
the  effigies  of  the  lovely  Oriana,  with  ten  thoufand  pounds 
to  her  portion  ;  ten  thoufand  pounds,  you  dog  ;  ten 
thoufand  pounds,  you  rogue  :  how  dare  you  refufe  a  lady 
with  ten  thoufand  pounds,  you  impudent  rafcal  ? 

Mir.  Will  you  hear  me  fpeak,  Sir  ? 

Old  Mir.  Hear  you  fpeak,  Sir  !  If  you  had  ten  thou 
fand  tongues,  you  could  not  out  -  talk  ten  thoufand 
pounds,  Sir. 

Mir.  Nay,  Sir,  if  you  won't  hear  me,  I'll  begone,  Sir  ; 
I'll  take  poft  for  Italy  this  moment. 

Q'.dMir.  Ah,  the  fellow  knows  I  won't  part  with 
him  !  \Afide^\  Well,  Sir,  what  have  you  to  fay  ? 

Mir.  The  univerfal  reception,  Sir,  that  marriage  has 
had  in  the  world,  is  enough  to  fix  it  for  a  public  good, 
and  to  draw  every  body  into  the  common  caufe  ;  but  there 
are  fome  conltitutions  like  fome  inftruments,  fo  pecu 
liarly  fingular,  that  they  make  tolerable  mufic  by  thera- 
felves,  but  never  do  well  in  a  confort. 

Old  Mir.  Why,  this  is  reafon,  I  muft  confefs,  but  yet 
it  is  nonfenfe  too ;  for  tho'  you  fhould  reafon  like  aa 
angel,  if  you  argue  yourfelf  out  of  a  good  eftate,  you 
talk  like  a  fool. 

^  Mir.  But,  Sir,  if  you  bribe  me  into  bondage  with  the 
riches  of  Croefus,  you  leave  me  but  a  beggar  for  want  of 
my  liberty. 

Old  Mir.  Was  ever  fuch  a  perverfe  fool  heard?— 
'Sdeath,  Sir,  'why  did  I  give  you  education  ?  Was  it  to 
difpute  me  out  of  my  fenfes  ?  Of  what  colour,  now,  is 
the  head  of  this  cane  ?  You'll  fay  'tis  white,  and,  ten  to 
one,  make  me  believe  it  too.  I  thought  that  young  fel 
lows  ftudied  to  get  money. 

Mir.  No,  Sir,  I  have  ftudied  to  defpife  it:  my  reading 
tfas  not  to  make  me  rich,  but  happy,  Sir. 

Old  Mir.  There  he  has  me  again  now.  But,  Sir,  did 
not  I  marry  to  oblige  you  ? 

Mir.  To  oblige  me,  Sir  !  in  what  refpeft,  pray  ? 
Old  Mir.  Why,  to  bring  you  into  the  world,   Sir; 
Wa  n  t  that  an  obligation  ? 

Mir.  And  becaufe  I  would  have  it  ilill  an  obligation, 
I  avo*d  marriage. 

Old 


THE    INCONSTANT.          ^ 

.    Old  Mir.  How  is  that,  Sir  ? 

Mir.  Becaufe  I  would  not  curfe  the  hour  I  was  born.  — 

Old  Mir.  Look  ye,  friend,  you  may  perfuade  me  out  of 
my  defigns,  but  I'll  command  you  out  of  yours  ;  and  tho* 
you  may  convince  my  reafon  that  you  are  in  the  right, 
yet  there  is  an  old  attendant  of  fixty-three,  called  po- 
fitivenefs,  which  you  nor  all  the  wits  in  Italy  fhall  ever  be 
able  to  lhake..  So,  Sir,  you're  a  wit,  and  I'm  a  father ; 
you  may  talk ;  but  I'll  be  obeyed. 

Mir.  This  it  is  to  have  the  fon  a  finer  gentleman  than 
the  father;  they  firfl  give  us  breeding  that  they  don't 
underftand,  then  they  turn  us  out  of  doors  becaufe  we  are 
vvifer  than  themfelves.  But  I'm  a  little  aforehand  with 
the  old  gentleman.  \_Afide.~}  Sir,  you  have  been  pleafed 
to  fettle  a  thoufand  pounds  ilerling  a  year  upon  me ;  in 
return  of  which  I  have  a  very  great  honour  for  you  and 
your  family,  and  mall  take  care  that  your  only  and  be 
loved  fon  fhall  do  nothing  to  make  him  hate  his  father,  or 
to  hang  himfelf.  So,  dear  Sir,  I'm  your  very  humble 
fervant.  [Ruus  off. 

Old  Mir.  Here,  firrah,  rogue,  Bob,  villain  ! 
Enter  Dugard. 

Dug.  Ah,  Sir  !  'tis  but  what  he  deferves. 

Old  Mir.  '  Pis  falfe,  Sir,  he  don't  deferve  it :  what  have 
you  to  fay  againft  my  boy,  Sir? 

Dt'g.  I  fhall  only  repeat  your  own  words. 

Old  Mir.  What  have  you  to  do  with  my  words?  I 
have  fwallowed  my  words  already,  I  have  eaten  them  up  j 
and  how  can  you  come  at  them,  Sir  ? 

Dug.  Very  eafily,  Sir ;  'tis  but  mentioning  your  in 
jured  ward,  and  you  will  throw  them  up  again  imme 
diately. 

Old  Mir.  Sir,  your  fitter  was  a  foolifh  young  flirt^.^ 
truft  any  fuch  young,  deceitful,  rake-helly  rogue,  like 
him. 

Dug.  Cry  you  mercy,  old  gentleman  !  I  thought  we 
fhould  have  the  words  again. 

Old  Mir.  And  what  then  ?  'Tis  the  way  with  young 
fellows  to  flight  old  gentlemen's  words  ;  you  never  mind 
them  when  you  ought.  I  fay,  that  Bob's  an  honeft  fel 
low,  and  who  dares  deny  it  ? 

Enter 
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Enter  Bifarre. 

Bif.  That  dare  I,  Sir  ;  I  fay,  that  your  fon  is  a  wild, 
foppim,  whimficaJ,  impertinent  coxcomb ;  and  were  I 
abufed  as  this  gentleman's  filler  is,  I  would  make  it  an 
Italian  quarrel,  and  poifon  the  whole  family. 

Dug.  Come,  Sir,  'tis  no  time  for  trifling  ;  my  lifter  is 
abufed,  you  are  made  fenlible  of  the  affront,  and  your  ho 
nour  is  concerned  to  fee  her  redreffed. 

Old  Mir.  Look  ye,  Mr.  Dugard,  good  words  go  far- 
theft.  I  will  do  your  fifter  juftice,  but  it  muft  be  after 
my  own  rate;  nobody  muft  abufe  my  fon  but  myfelf: 
for  altho'  Robin  be  a  fad  dog,  yet  he's  nobody's  puppy 
but  my  own. 

Eif,  Ay,  that's  my  fweet-natured,  kind  old  gentleman* 
\WbeeMng  himJ\  We  will  be  good  then,  if  you'll  join 
with  us  in  the  plot. 

Old  Mir.  Ah,  you  coaxing  young  baggage  !  what  plot 
can  you  have  to  wheedle  a  fellow  of  fixty-three  ? 

Bif.  A  plot  tliat  nxty-three  is  only  good  for,  to  bring 
ether  people  together,  Sir ;  *  a  Spanilh  plot,  lefs  dangerous 
4  than  that  of  eighty-eight ;  and*  you  muft  act  the  Spa- 
uiard,  becaufe  your  fon  will  leaft  fufpect  you  ;  and  if  he 
fliould,  your  authority  protects  you  from  a  quarrel,  to 
which  Oriana  is  unwilling  to  expofe  her  brother. 

Old  Mir.  And  what  part  will  you  act  in  the  bufinefs, 
Madam  ? 

Bif.  Myfelf,  Sir;  my  friend  is  grown  a  perfect  change 
ling  :  thefe  foolifh  hearts  of  ours  fpoil  our  heads  pre- 
fently  ;  the  fellows  no  fooner  turn  knaves,  but  we  tarn, 
fools.  But  I  am  ftill  myfelf,  and  he  may  expect  the  moft 
fevere  ufage  from  me,  becaufe  I  neither  love  him  nor 
hate  him.  [Exit. 

Old  Mir.  Well  faid,  Mrs.  Paradox  ;  but,  Sir,  who  muft 
open  the  matter  to  him  ? 

Dug.  Petit,  Sir,  who  is  our  engineer-general.  And 
here  he  comes, 

Enter  Petit. 

Pet.Oh,  Sir,  more  difcoveries !  are  all  friends  about  us? 

Dug.  Ay,  ay,  fpeak  freely. 

Pet.  You  muft  know,  Sir Od'smy  life,  I'm  out  of 

breath— You  muft  know,  Sir— you  muft  know 

QMMir.  What  the  de^il  muft  we  know,  Sir? 

Jfcft, 
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Pet.  That  I  have  [Pants  andll<rMs.~\  bribed,  Sir 
bribed — —your  fon's  fecretaty  of  ftate. 

Old  Mir.  Secretary  of  flate  !  who's  that,  for  Heaven's 
fake  ? 

Pet.  His  valet  de  chambre,  Sir.  You  muft  know,  Sir, 
that  the  intrigue  lay  folded  up  with  his  mailer's  cloaths  ; 
and  when  he  went  to  duft  the  embroidered  fuit,  the  fe- 
cret  fiew  out  of.  the  right  pocket  of  his  coat,  in  a  whole 
fwarm  of  your  crambo  fongs,  Ihort-footed  odes,  and  long- 
legged  Pindarics. 

Old  Mir.  Impoffible! 

Petit.  Ah,  Sir,  he  has  loved  her  all  along  !  there  was 
Oriana  in  every  line  ;  but  he  hates  marriage.  Now,  Sir, 
this  plot  will  ftir  up  his  jealoufy  ;  and  we  fhall  know,  by 
the  ftrength  of  that,  how  to  proceed  farther.  Come,  Sir, 
let's  about  it  with  fpeed. 

'Tis  expedition  gives  our  king  the  fway  ;  -* 

For  expedition  to  the  French  give  way ;  I 

Swift  to  attack,  or  fwift — to  run  away.         [Exeunt,  j 
Enter  Mirabel  and  Bifarre,  pajjing  carclcfily  ly  cne  another* 

Elf.  [Afide.]  I  wonder  what  fhe  can  fee  in  this  fellow, 
to  like  him  ? 

Mir,  [A/Me.]  I  wonder  what  my  friend  can  fee  in  this 
girl,  to  admire  her  ? 

Bif.  Afede."\  A  wild,  foppifh,  extravagant  rake-hell. 

Mir,  [Ajide.]  A  light,  whimfical,  impertinent  mad-cap, 

Bif.    Whom  do  you  mean,  Sir  ? 

Mir.  Whom  do  you  mean,  Madam  ? 

Bif.  A  fellow  that  has  nothing  left  to  re-eftablifti  him 
for  a  human  creature,  but  a  prudent  refolution  to  hang 
himfelf. 

Mir.  There  is  a  way,  Madam,  to  force  me  to  that  re- 
folution. 

Bif.   I'll  do't  with  all  my  heart. 

Mir.  Then  you  muft  marry  me. 

Bif.  Look  ye,  Sir,  don't  think  your  ill  manners  to  m» 
fhall  excufe  your  ill  ufage  of  my  friend  ;  nor,  by  fixing 
a  quarrel  here,  to  divert  my  zeal  for  the  abfent ;  for  I'm 
refolved,  nay,  I  come  prepared  to  make  you  a  panegyric, 
that  mail  mortify  your  pride  like  any  modern  dedication. 

Mir.  And  I,  Madam,  like  a  true  modern  patron,  fhall 
hardly  give  you  thanks  for  your  trouble, 

Bif, 
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Bif.  Come,  Sir,  to  let  you  fee  what  little  foundation 
you  have  for  your  dear  fufficiency,  1*11  take  you  to 
pieces. 

Mir.  And  what  piece  will  you  chufe  ? 

Bif.  Your  heart  to  be  fure ;  'caufe  I  would  get  pre- 
fently  rid  on't  ;  your  courage  I  would  give  to  a  He6tor, 
your  wit  to  a  lewd  play-maker,  your  honour  to  an  at 
torney,  your  body  to  the  phyficians,  and  jour  foul  to  its 
mailer. 

Mir.  I  had  the  oddeft  dream  lail  night  of  the  duchefs 
of  Burgundy ;  methought  the  furbelows  of  her  gown 
were  pinned  up  fo  high  behind,  that  I  could  not  fee  her 
head  for  her  tail. 

Bif.  The  creature  don't  mind  me  !  Do  you  think,  Sir, 
that  your  humourous  impertinence  can  divert  me  ?  No, 
Sir,  I'm  above  any  pleafure  that  you  can  give,  but  that 
of  feeing  you  miferable.  And  mark  me,  Sir,  my  friend, 
my  injured  friend,  (hall  yet  be  doubly  happy,  and  you 
fhall  be  ahufband  as  much  as  the  rites  of  marriage,  and 
the  breach  of  them  can  make  you. 

{Here  Mirabel /«//*•  ra/  a  firgil,  and  reads  to  himfclf 
while  Jke /peaks. 

Mir.  [Reading.]  At  Regina  dolos^  (quls  fatter e  pojjit 
amantcm  ?  ) 

DiJJimulare  etiamfperafti,  perfiJc  tantttm — Very  true.— 
Poffe  nefas. 

By  your  favour,  friend  Virgil,  'twas  but  a  rafcally  trick 
oi  your  hero  to  forfake  poor  pug  fo  inhumanly. 

Bif.  I  don't  know  what  to  fay  to  him.  The  devil— 
What's  Virgil  to  do  with  us,  Sir  ? 

Mir.  Very  much,  Madam,  the  moll  u-propos  in  the 
world— for,  what  fliould  I  chop  upon,  but  the  very  place 
where  the  perjured  rogue  of  a  lover  and  the  forfaking  la 
dy  are  battling  it  tooth  and  nail.  Come,  Madam,  fpend 
your  fpirits  no  longer,  we'll  take  an  eafier  method :  I'll 
be  jEneas  now,  and  you  fhall  be  Dido,  and  we'll  rail  by 
book.  Now  for  you,  Madam  Dido. 

.Nee  te  nofteramor,  nee  te  data  dexter  a  quondam^ 
Nee  moritura  tenet  crcduli  funera  Dido 

Ah,  poor  Dido  !  [Looking  at  her. 

Bif. 
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Bif.  Rudenefs,  affronts,  impatience  !  I  could  almoft 
ftart  out  even  to  manhood,  and  want  but  a  weapon  as 
long  as  his  to  fight  him  upon  the  fpot.  What  (hall  I 
fay  ? 

Mir.  New  me  ranfs. 

^yajjuihw  anteferam  ?  jam,  jam  nee  maxima  fattff, 

Bif.  A  man  !  No,  the  woman's  birth  was  fpirited 
away. 

Mir.  Right,  right,  Madam,  the  very  words. 

Bif.  And  feme  pernicious  elf  left  it  in  the  cradle  with 
human  (hape  to  palliate  growing  mifchief. 

[Botbfpeak  together,  and  raife  their  voices  by  Jegncs. 

Mir.  Perfide,  fid  duris  genuit  te  cautious  barrens 
Caucafus,  Hyrcanaque  admorunt  Ubera  Tigris. 

Bif.  Go,  Sir,  fly  to  your  midnight  revels. 

Mir.  Excellent  t 

Ifequere  Italiam  mentis,  pete  regna  per  undns, 
Spcro  cquidem  jnediis^Ji  quid  pia.  numina  pojjunt. 

[Togctbtr  again* 

Bif.  Converfe  with  imps  of  darknefs  ot  your  make, 
your  nature  flarts  at  juitice,  and  ihivers  at  the  touch 
of  virtue.  Now  the  devil  take  his  impudence,  He 
vexes  me  fo,  I  don't  know  whether  to  cry  or  laugh  at 
him.  [Afidr* 

Mir.  Bravely  performed,  my  dear  Libyan  ;  I'll  write 
the  tragedy  of  Dido,  and  you  (hall  act  the  part :  but  you 
do  nothing  at  all,  unlefs  you  fret  yourfelf  into  a  fit ;  for 
here  the  poor  lady  is  flifled  with  vapours,  drops  into  the 
arms  of  her  maids  ;  and  the  cruel,  barbarous,  deceitful 
wanderer,  is  in  the  very  next  line  called  pious  ^Eneas.— 
There's  authority  for  ye. 

Sorry  indeed  Jineas  flood 

To  fee  her  in  a  pout ; 
But  Jove  himfelf,  who  ne'er  thought  good 

To  ftay  a  fecond  bout, 
Commands  him  off  with  all  his  crew, 

And  leaves  poor  Dy,  as  I  leave  you.  [Runs  of. 


3*         THE    INCONSTANT. 

Bij\  Go  thy  ways,  for  a  dear,  mad,  deceitful,  agreea 
ble  fellow.  O'  my  confcience  I  muft  cxcufe  Oriana. 

That  lover  foon  his  angry  fair  difarms, 
Whofe  llighting  pleafes,  and  whofe  faults  are  charms. 

[Exit. 

Enter  Petit,  runs  about  to  every  door,  and  knacks. 

Pet.  Mr.  Mirabel !  Sir,  where  are  you  ?  no  where  to 
'"be  found  ? 

Enter  Mirabel. 

Mir.  What's  the  matter,  Petit  ? 

Pet.  Mod  critically  met — Ah,  Sir,  that  one  who  has 
followed  the  game  Ib  long,  and  brought  the  poor  hare 
juft  under  his  paws,  fliould  let  a  munorrel  cur  chop  in, 
and  run  away  with  the  pufs. 

Mir,  If  your  worfhip  can  get  out  of  your  allegories, 
be  pleafed  to  tell  me  in  three  words  what  you  mean. 

Pet.  Plain,  plain,  Sir.  Your  miftrefs  and  mine  is  go 
ing  to  be  married. 

Mir.  I  believe  you  lie,  Sir. 

Pet.  Your  humble  Servant,  Sir.  [Going. 

Mir.  Come  hither,  Petit.     Married,  fay  yon  ? 

Pet.  No,  Sir,  'tis  no  matter ;  I  only  thought  to  do 
you  a  fervice,  but  I  (hall  take  care  how  I  confer  my  fa 
vours  for  the  future. 

Mir,  Sir,  I  beg  ten  thoufand  pardons.       [Bowing  low. 

Pet.  'Tis  enough,  Sir — I  come  to  tell  you,  Sir,  that 
Oriana  is  this  moment  to  be  lacrificed  ;  married  pail  re* 
demption, 

Mir.  I  underftand  her;  ihe'll  take  a  hufband  out  of 
fpight  to  me,  and  then  out  of  love  to  me  (he  will  make 
him  a  cuckold  :  *  'tis  ordinary  with  women  to  marry  one 

*  perfon  for  the  fake  of  another,  and  to  throw  themfelves 
'  into  the  arms  of  one  they  hate,  to  fecure  their  pleafure 

*  with  the  man  they  love.'     But  who  is  the  happy  man  ? 
Pet.  A  lord,  Sir. 

Mir.  Fin  her  ladyfhip's  mod  humble  fervant.     *   A 

*  train  and  a  title,  hey  !   Room  for  my  lady's  coach  !    a 
4  front  row  in  the  box  for  her  ladyfhip  !  lights,  lights 

*  for  her  honour  !'— Now  muft  I  be  a  conftant  attender 
at  my  lord's  levee,  to  work  my  way  to  my  lady's  couchee 
—a  countefs,  I  prefume,  Sir. 
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Pet.  A  Spanifh  count,  Sir,  that  Mr.  Dugard  knew 
abroad,  is  come  to  Paris,  favv  your  miftrefs  yefterday, 
marries  her  to-day,  and  whips  her  into  Spain  to-morrow* 
Mir.  Ay,  is  it  fo  ?  and  muft  I  follow  my  cuckold  over 
the  Pyrenees  ?  Had  flie  married  within  the  precincts  of 
a  billet-doux,  I  would  be  the  man  to  lead  her  to  church  ; 
but  as  it  happens,  I'll  forbid  the  banns.  Where  is  this 
mighty  Don  ? 

Pet.  Have  a  care,  Sir,  he's  a  rough  crofs-grained  piecer 
and  there's  no  tampering  with  him  ;  would  you  apply  to> 
Mr,  Dugard,  or  the  lady  herfelf,  fomcthing  might  be 
done,  for  it  is  in  dofpight  to  you,  that  the  bufinefs  is 
carried  on  fo  nattily.  Odib,  Sir,  here  he  comes.  I  muft 
be  gone.  [Exit* 

Eater  Old  Mirabel,  drcffed  in  a  Sj>antJ?}  halit^  hading 
Oriana. 

On.  Good  my  Lord,  .a  nobler  choice  had  better  fuited 
your  Lordfhip's  merit,  My  perfon,  rank,  and  circum- 
llance,  expofe  me  as  the  public  theme  of  raillery,  and 
fubje&  me  ib  to  injurious  ufage,  my  Lord,  that  I  can  lay 
no  claim  to  any  part  of  your  regard,  except  your  pity. 

Old  Mir,  Breathes  he  vital  air,  that  dare  prefume 
With  rude  behaviour  to  profane  fueh  excellence  ? 
Shew  me  the  man    •     •«• 
And  you  (hall  fee  how  fudden  my  revenge 
Shall  fall  upon  the  head  of  iuch  prefumption. 
Is  this  thing  one  ?  \$trutting  up  to  Mir» 

Mir.  Sir! 

Ori.  Good  my  Lord 

Old  Mir.  I f  he,  or  .any  he  — - 

Ori.  Pray,  my  Lord,  the  gentleman's  a  ft  ranger. 

Old  Mir.  O,  your  pardon,  Sir— ——but  if  you  had — re 
member,  Sir, the  lady  now  is  mine,  her  injuries  are 

mine;  therefore,  Sir,   you  underftand  me. —Come, 

Madam.         \Leaih  Ori?na  to  the  door,  JJie  goes  off,  Mir.. 
runs  to  his  father,  and  pulls  him.  ly  the  . 
Jleeve. 

Mir.  Ecoutc,  Monficur  le  Count.. 

Old  Mir.  Your  bufmefs,  Sir  ? 

Mir.  Boh  !  . 

Old  Mir.  Boh!  What  language,  is  that,  Sir! 

Mir.  bpanifh,  my  Lord. 

V.z.  Old  Mir » 
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Oil  Mr.  What  d'ye  mean  ? 

Mir.  This,  Sir.  [Trips  up  bis  beelt. 

Old  Mir.  A  very  concise  quarrel,  truly — —I'll  bully 

hi,iv Irinidade  Signcur^  give  me  fair  play. 

[Offering  to  rife* 

Mir.  By  all  means,  Sir.  [Takes  away  his fivord,}  Now, 
Signeur,  where's  that  bombail  look,  and  fuitian  face  your 
Countfhip  wore  j uft  now  ?  [Strikes  him. 

Old  Mir.  The  rogue  quarrels  well,  very  well,  my  own 

fon  right ! -But  hold,  firrah,  no  more  jelling  ;   I'm 

your  father,  Sir,  your  father  ! 

Mir.  My  father  !  Then  by  this  light  I  could  find  in 
my  heart  to  pay  thee.  \Afide^\  Is  the  fellow  mad  ?  Why 
fure,  Sir,  I  ha'n't  frighted  you  out  of  your  fenfes  ? 

Old  Mir.  But  you  have,  Sir. 

Mir.  Then  I'll  beat  them  into  you  again. 

[  Offers  to  fir  ike  him. 

Old  Mir.  Why,  rogue Bob,  dear  Bob,   don't  you 

know  me,  child  ? 

Mir.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  the  fellow's  downright  di drafted. 
Thou  miracle  of  impudence  !  would'ft  thou  make  me 
believe  that  fuch  a  grave  gentlemen  as  my  father  would 
go  a  mafquera.ding  thus  ?  That  a  perfon  of  threefcore 
and  three  would  run  about  in  a  fool's  coat  to  difgrace 
himfelf  and  family  ?  Why,  you  impudent  villain,  do 
you  think  I  will  futfer  fuch  an  affront  to  pafs  upon  my 
honoured  father,  my  worthy  father,  my  dear  father  ? 
'Sdeath,  Sir,  mention  my  father  but  once  again,  and  I'll 
fend  your  foul  to  thy  grandfather  this  minute  !  . 

[Offering  toftab  him* 

Old  Mir.  Well,  well,  I  am  not  your  father. 

Mir.  Why  then,  Sir,  you  are  the  faucy,  he&oriog 
Spaniard,  and  I'll  ufeyou  accordingly. 

Old  Mir.  The  devil  take  the  Spaniards,  Sir,  we  have 
all  got  nothing  but  blows  fmce  we  began  to  take  their 
parr. 

Enter  Dngard.  Oriana,  Maid,  Petit.     Dugard  runs  to 
Mirabel,  the  reft  to  Old  Mirabel. 

J>:«£.  Fye,  fye,  Mirabel,  murder  your  father  ! 

Mir.  My  father!  What  is  the  whole  family  mad  ? 
Give  me  way,  Sir,  I  won't  be  held. 
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Old  Mir.   No  ?  nor  I  neither  ;  let  me  be  gone,  pray. 

\Cfcring  to  go.. 

Mir.  My  fathei  ! 

Old  Mir.  Ay,  you  dog's  face  !  I  am  your  father, 
for  I  have  bore  as  much  for  thee,  as  your  mother  ever 
did. 

Mir.  O  ho  !  then  this  was  a  trick  it  feems,  a  defign,, 
a  contrivance,  a  ftratagem — Oh  !  how  my  bones  ach  ! 

Old  Mir.  _Your  bones,  Sirrah,  why  yours  ? 

Mir.  Why,  Sir,  han't  I  been  beating  my  own  flefti  and 
Blood  all  this  while.  O,  Madam,  [To  Oriana.]  I  wifli 
your  Ladyftiip  joy  of  your  new  dignity.  Here  was  a 
contrivance  indeed  !' 

Pet.  The  contrivance  was  well  enough,  Sir,  for  they 
impofed  upon  us  all. 

Mir.  Well,  my  dear  Dulcinear  did  your  Don  Quixote 
battle  for  you  bravely  ?  My  father  will  anfwer  for  the 
force  of  my  love. 

Ori.  Pray,  Sir,  don't  infult  the  misfortunes  of  your 
own  creating. 

Dug.  My  prudence  will  be  counted  cowardice,  if  I 

iland  tamely  now. [Comes  np  between  Mirabel  and  bis 

Sifter.]  Well,  Sir  ! 

Mir.  Well,  Sir  !  Do  you  take  me  for  one  of  your  te 
nants,  Sir,  that  you  put  on  your  landlord's  face  at  me  ? 

Dug.  On  what  prefumption,  Sir,,  dare  you  afTume 
thus  ?  [Draws* 

Old  Mir.  What's  that  to  you,  Sir.  [Draws. 

Pet.  Help  !  help  !  the  lady  faints. 

[Oriana /rf//j  info  her  Maid's  arms. 

Mir.  Vapours  !  vapours  !  (he'll  come  to  herfelf.-.'  .- 

*  If  it  be  an  angry  fit,  a  dram  of  Afla  Foetida If  jea~ 

*  loufy,   harts-horn  in  water If  the  mother,  burnt 

1  feathers If  grief,  Ratifia If  it  be  ftraight  ftays, 

*  or  corns,  there's  nothing  like  a  dram  of  plain  brandy.' 
Ori.-  Hold  off,  give  me  air O,  my  brother,  would1 

you  preferve  my  life,  endanger  not  your  own  ;  would 
you  defend  my  reputation,  leave  it  to  itfelf;  'tis  a  dear 
vindication  that's  purchas'd  by  the  fvvord  ;  for  though, 
our  champion  proves  victorious,,  yet  our  honour  is- 
wounded. 

Old  Mir.  Ay,  and  your  lover  may  be  wounded,,  that's 
D  another 
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another  thing.     But  I  think  you  are  pretty  brifk  agai», 
my  child. 

Ori.  Ay,  Sir,  my  indifpofition  was  only  a  pretence  to. 
divert  the  quarrel ;  the  capricious  tafte  of  your  fex,  excu- 
fes  this  artifice  in  ours. 

*  For  often  when  our  chief  perfections  fail, 

4  Our  chief  dcfe&s  with  foolifli  men  prevail.'         {Exit. 

Pet.  Come,  Mr.  Dugard,  take  courage,  there  is  a  way 
ftill  left  to  fetch  him  again. 

Old  Mir.  Sir,  I'll  have  no  plot  that  has  any  relation  to 
Spain. 

Dug.  I  fcorn  all  artifice  whatfoever ;  my  fword  (hall 
do  her  juilice. 

Pet.  Pretty  juftice,  truly  !  Suppofe  you  run  him  thro* 
the  body  ;  you  run  her  thro*  the  heart  at  the  fame  time. 

<9/.'/  Mir.  And  me  thro*  the  head — rot   you  fword  * 
Sir,  we'll  have  plots.     Come,  Petit,  lei's  hear. 

Pet.  What  if  (he  pretended  to  go  into  a  nunnery,  and 
fo  bring  him  about  to  declare  himfelf  ? 

Bug.  That,  I  muft  confefs,  has  a  face. 

Old  Mir V  A  face  !  A  face  like  an  angel,  Sir.  Ad's  my 
life,  Sir,  'tis  the  moft  beautiful  plot  in  Chriftendom. 
We'll  about  it  immediately.  [Exeunt* 

*  SCENE,  The  Street. 

4  Duretete  and  Mirabel. 

*  Bur.  [fn  a  paffion."}  And  tho'  I  can't  dance,   nor 
'  fing,   nor  talk  like  you,  yet  I  can  fight,  you  know  I 

*  can,  Sir. 

4  Mir.  I  know  thou  can'ft,  man. 

*  Bur.  'Sdearh,  Sir  and  I  wilh  let  me  fee  the  proud- 

*  eft  man  alive  make  a  jeft  of  me  ? 

4  Mir.  But  I'll  engage  to  make  you  amends. 

*  Dur.  Danced  to  death  !  Baited  like  a  bear  !    Ridicu- 
4  kd  !  Threatened  to  be  kicked!  Confufion  !  Sir,  you 

•  fetme  on,  and  I  will  have  fatis faction ;  all  mankind 
'  will  point  at  me. 

*  Mir.  [dJitJe.']  I  muft  give  this  thunderbolt  fome  paf- 

•  fage,  or  'twill  break  upon  my  own  head — Look'e,  Du- 
«  retete,  what  do  thefe  gentlemen  laugh  at  ? 

Enter 
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*  Enter  two  Gentlemen. 
'  Dur.  At  me  to  be  fure Sir,  what  made  you  laugh 

*  at  me  ? 

'   jjtf  Gen.  Your'e  miftaken,    Sir,    if  we  were  merry, 

*  we  had  a  private  reafon. 

*  zdGen.  Sir,  we  don't  know  you. 

*  Dur.  Sir,  I'll  make  you  know  me  ;  mark  and   ob- 

*  ferveme,  I  won't  be  named;  it  (han't  be  mentioned, 

*  not  even  whifpered  in  your  prayers  at  church.  ' 

*  Sir,  d'ye  fraile  ? 

*  ifi  Gen.  Not  I,  upon  my  word. 

'  Dur.  Why  then,  look  grave  as  an  owl  in  a  barn,  or 
'  a  Friar  with  his  crown  a  (having. 

*  Mir.    \_djide  to  the  Gent.}    Don't  be  bullied  out  of 
'  your  humour,   gentlemen  ;  the  fellow's  mad,  laugh  at 

*  him,  and  I'll  ftand  by  you. 

.    *•   \ft  Gen.  'Egad  and  ib  we  will. 
'  Both.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 
'  Dur.  Very  pretty.     [Draws.]    She  threatened  to- 

*  kick  me.  Ay,  then  you  dogs,  I'll  murder  ye. 

*  \F*£bts9  and  beats  them  off  \   Mir.  Runs  over  to  bis  fide*. 
'  Mir.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  bravely  done,   Duretete,   there 

*  you  had  him,  noble  Captain.     Hey,    they  run,   they 

*  run,  vifloria  !  vifloria  ! — Ha,  ha,  ha — how  happy  am 

*  I  in  an  excellent  friend  !  Tell  me  of  your  Virtuofo's 

*  and   men   of  fenfe,   a  parcel  of  four-faced  fplenetic 
c  rogues  — a  man  of  my  thin  conilitution  fhould  never 

*  want  a  fool  in  his  company  :  I  don't  affect  your  fine 

*  things  that    improve  the  understanding,    but  hearty 

*  laughing  to  fatten  my  carcafe  :  and  in  my  confcience, 

*  a  man  of  fenfe  is  as  melancholy  without  a  coxcomb, 
'  as  a  lion  without  a  jackal  1 ;  he  hunts  for  our  dive tfi on,. 

*  ftarts  game  for  ourfpleen,  and  perfectly  feeds  us  with, 

*  pleafure. 

*  I  hate  the  man  who  makes  acquaintance  nice,, 

*  And  {till  difcreetly  plagues  me  with  sdvice; 

*  Who  moves  by  caution,  and  mature  delays, 

*  And  muft  give  reafons  for  whatever  he  fays. 
'  The  man,  indeed,  whofe  converfe  is  fo  full, 
'  Makes  me  attentive,  but  it  makes  me  dull  : 

4  Give  me  the  carelefs  rogue,  who  never  thinks,. 

*  That  plays  the  fool  as  freely  as  he  drinki. 

«  Not 
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*  Not  a  buffoon,  who  is  buffoon  by  trade, 

*  But  one  that  nature,  not  his  wants  have  made* 
'  Who  flill  is  merry,  but  does  ne'er  defign  it ; 

'  And  ftill  is  ridicul'd,  but  ne'er  can  find  it. 
4  Who  when  he's  mod  in  earnelt,  is  the  bell ; 

*  And  his  mofl  grave  expreffion  is  a  jeft.  [Exeunt* 

END  of  the  THIRD  ACT. 


A  C  T     IV.  • 

SCENE,  0/^Mirabel'j  Houfe. 
Enter   Old  Mirabel  and  Dugard.. 

DUGARD. 

THE  lady  abbefs  is  my  relation,   and  privy  to  the 
plot :    *  your  fon  has  been  there,  but  had  no  ad- 
'  mittance  beyond  the  privilege  of  the  grate,  and  there 
1  my  lifter  refus'd  to  fee  him.     He  went  off  more  net- 

*  tied  at  his  repulfe,  than  I  thought  his  gaiety  could  ad> 

*  mit.' 

Old  Mir.  Ay,  ay,  this  nunnery  will  bring  him  about,, 
I  warrant  ye. 

Enter  Duretete. 

Dur.  Here,  where  are  ye  all  ? — O,  Mr.  Mirabel !  you 
have  done  fine  things  for  your  pofterity — And  you,  Mri 
Dugard,  may  come  to  anfwer  this — I  come  to  demand  my 
friend  at  your  hands  j  reftore  him,  Sir,  or — [To  Old  Mir, 

Old  Mir.  Reftore  him  !  what  d'ye  think  I  have  got 
laim  in  my  trunk,  or  my  pocket  ? 

Dur.  Sir,  he's  mad,  and  you're  the  caufe  onrt. 

Old  Mir.  That  may  be ;  for  I  was  as  mad  as  he  when 
I  begot  him?. 

Dug.  Mad,  Sir !  what  d'ye  mean  ? 

Dur.  What  do  you  mean,  Sir,  by  (hutting  up  your 
fitter  yonder  to  talk  like  a  parrot  thro*  a  cage  ?  Or  a  de 
coy-duck,  to  draw  others  into  the  fnare  ?  Your  fon,  Sir,, 
becaufe  me  has  deferred  him,  he  has  forfaken  the  world  ; 
and  in  three  words,  has ~ 

Old  Mir.  Hanged  himfelf ! 

Dur.  The  very  fame,  turned  friar.. 

Old  Mir.  You  lie,  Sir,  'tis  ten  times,  worfe.   Bob  turn 
ed' 
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ed  friar  ! — Why  fliould  the  fellow  (have  his  foolifh  crown 
when  the  fame  razor  may  cut  his  throat  ? 

Dur.  If  you  have  any  command,  or  you  any  interefl 
over  him,  lofe  not  a  minute  :  he  has  thrown  himfelf  into 
the  next  monaflery,  and  has  ordered  me  to  pay  off  his 
fervants,  and.difcharge  his  equipage. 

Old  Mir.  Let  me  alone  to  ferret  him  out ;  I'll  facrifice 
the  abbot,  if  he  receives  him  ;  I'll  try  whether  the  fpi- 
ritual  or  the  natural  father  has  the  moil  right  to  the 

child. But,  dear  Captain,  what  has  he  done  with  his 

eihite  ? 

Dur.  Settled  it  upon  the  church,  Sir. 

Old  Mir.  The  church  !  Nay,  then  the  devil  won't 
get  him  out  of  their  clutches  ••  •  Ten  thoufand  livres  a 
year  upon  the  church  !  *Tis  downright  facrilege — Come, 
gentlemen,  all  hands  to  work  ;  for  half,  that  fum,  one  of 
thefe  monafteries  fhali  protecl  yen  a  traitor  from  the 
law,  a  rebellious  wife  from  her  hufband,  and  a  difobe- 
dient  fon  from  his  own  father.  [JExiti 

Dug.  But  will  ye  perfuade  me  that  he's  gone  to  a  mo 
naflery  ? 

Dur.  Is  your  filler  gone  to  the^/Av  repcntlcs  f  I  tell 
you,  Sir,  (he's  not  fit  for  the  fociety  of  repenting  maids, 

Dug.  Why  fo,  Sir? 

Dur.  Becaufe  (he's  neither  one  nor  t'other  ;  flic's  too 
old  to  be  a  maid,  and  too  young  to  repent. 

[Exit)  Dug.,  after  bim» 

SCENE,  the  In/Me  of  a  monajlcry\  Oriana  in  a  Nun's 
Habit ;  Bifarre. 

Or/.  I  hope,  Bifarre,  there  is  no  harm  in  jefting  with 
this  religious  habit. 

Elf.  To  me,  the  greateft  jefl  in  the  habit,  is  taking  it  in 
earneft  :  I  don't  underftand  this  imprifoning  people  with 
the  keys  of  Paradite,  nor  the  merit  of  that  virtue  which 
comes  by  conftraint. — '  Befides,  we  may  own  to  one  ano- 

*  other,  that  we  are  in  the  word  company  when  among 

*  ourfelves  ;  for  our  private  thoughts  run  us  into  thole 
'  defires,  which  our  pride  refills  from  the  attack  of  the 

*  world ;  and,  you  may  remember,  the  firft  woman  met 

*  the  devil  when  (lie  retired  from  her  man. 

*  Ori.  But  I'm  reconciled,  methinks,  to  the  mortifica- 

4  tion 


46         THE    INCONSTANT. 

4  tion  of  a  nunnery ;  becaufe,  I  fancy,  the  habit  be- 
4  comes  me. 

*  Eif.  A  well-contrived  mortification,  truly,  that  makes 

*  a  woman  look  ten  times  handfomer  than  fhe  did  be  fore  ! 
4  — Ay,   my  dear,  were  there  any  religion  in  becoming 
4  drefs,  our  fex's  devotion  were  rightly  placed  ;   for  our 
'  toilettes  would  do  the  work  of  the  altar  j  we  (hould  all 

*  be  canonized. 

4  Ori.  But  don't  you  think  there  is  a  great  deal  of  me- 

*  rit  in  dedicating  a  beautiful  face  and  perfoa  to  the  feiv 
4  vice  of  religion  ? 

4  JBzf.  Not  half  fo  much  as  devoting  them  to  a  pretty 
'  fellow  :  if  our  feminality  had  no  bulinefs  ia  this  world, 

*  why  was  it  fent  hither  ?    Let  us  dedicate  our  beautiful 
4  minds  to  the  fei  vice  of  heaven  :   and  for  our  handibme 
4  perfons,  they  become  a  box  at  the  play,  as  well  as  a 
4  pew  in  the  church. 

4  Ori.  But  the  viciflitude  of  fortune,   the  inconfhncy 

*  of  man,    with  other  difappointments   of  life,  require 

*  tome  place  of  religion,  for  a  refuge  from  their  perfe- 

*  cution. 

*  Pif.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  and  do  you  think  there  is  any  devo- 
'  tion  in  a  fellow's  going  to  church,  when  he  takes  it  only 
4  for  a  fandluary  ?  Don't  you  know  that  religion  confifts 

*  in  chanty  with  all  mankind  ;  and  that  you  mould  never 

*  think  of  being  friends  with  heaven,  'till  you  have  quar- 
4  relied  with  all  the  world/    Come,  come,  mind  your 
bufinefs,  Mirabel  loves  you,  'tis  now  plain*  and  hold  him 
to't ;  give  frefli  orders  that  he  {han't  fee  you :  we  get 
more  by  hiding  our  faces  fometimes,  than  by  expofing 
them  ,  a  very  mafk,   you  fee,  whets  defire  j  but  a  pair 
of  keen  eyes  through  an  iron  grate,  fire  double  upon  them, 
with  view  and  dil "guile.     But  I  mu ft  be  gone  upon  my 
affairs,  I  have  brought  my  captain  about  again. 

Ori.  But  why  will  you  trouble  yourfelf  with  that  cox 
comb  ? 

Bif.  Becaufe  he  is  a  coxcomb  ;  had  I  not  better  have  a 
lover  like  him,  that  I  can  make  an  afs  of,  that  a  lover 
like  yours,  to  make  a  fool  of  me.  [Knocking  below."]  A 
mefiage  from  Mirabel,  I'll  lay  my  life.  [She  runs  to  the 
door.']  Come  hither,  run,  thou  charming  nun,  come  hither. 

On'.  What's  the  news  *  f  Runs  to  bcr. 
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Btf.  Don't  you  fee  who's  below  ? 

Ori.  I  fee  no  body  but  a  friar. 

Bif.   Ah  !  Thou   poor  blind   Cupid  !    '  O'  my  con- 

*  fcience,'  thefe  hearts  of  ours  fpoil  our  heads  '  initant- 

*  ly  !   the  fellows  no  fooner  turn  knaves,  than  we  turn 

*  fools.'    A  friar  !    Don't  you  fee  a   villainous  genteel 
mien  under  that  cloak  of  hypocrify,  the  looie  carelefs 
air  of  a  tall  rake  helly  fellow  ? 

Ori.  As  I  live,  Mirabel  turned  friar!  I  hope,  in  hea 
ven,  he's  not  in  earneft, 

Bif.  In  earned:  hn,  ha,  ha,  are  you  in  earnefl  ?  *  Now's 

*  your  time ;  this  difguile  has  he  certainly  taken  for  a 
4  patfport,  to  get  in  and  try  your  refohuions ;  ftick  to 
4  your  habit,  to  be  fure  ;  treat  him  with  difdain,  rather 

*  than  anger ;  for  pride  becomes  us  more  thmi  pailion  !' 
Remember  what  I  fay,  if  you  would  yield  to  advantage, 
and  hold  out  the  attack  :  to  draw  him  on,  keep  him  off 
to  be  fure. 

The  cunning  gamefters  nevergain  too  fafl, 

But  lofe  at  firft,  to  win  the  more  at  laft.          [Exit, 

*  Ori.  His  coming  puts  me  into  fome  ambiguity.     I 

*  don't  know  how  ;  I  don't  fear  him,  but  I  miftruft  my- 
'  felf.  Would  he  were  not  come ;  yet  I  would  not  have 
4  him  gone  neither  j  I'm  afraid  to  talk  with  him,  but  I 
4  love  to  fee  him  though. 

*  What  a  ftrange  power  has  this  fantaftic  fire, 

4  That  makes  us  dread  even  what  we  moft  defire  !' 
Enter  Mirabel  in  a  Friar's  Habit, 

Mir.  Save  you,  lifter — Your  brother,  young  lady, 
having  a  regard  for  your  foul's  health,  has  fent  me  to 
prepare  you  for  the  facred  habit  by  confeflion. 

Ori.  That's  falfe,  the  cloven  foot  already.  {AftJe.'}  My 
brother's  care  I  own  ;  and  to  you,  facred  Sir,  I  confefs, 
that  the  great  crying  fin  which  I  have  long  indulged,  and 
now  prepare  to  expiate,  was  love.  My  morning  thoughts, 
my  evening  prayers,  my  daily  mufings,  nightly  cares, 
was  love  !  *  My  prefent  peace,  my  future  blifs,  the  joy 
4  of  earth,  and  hopes  of  heaven  !  I  all  contemned  for 
4  love !» 

Mir.  She's  downright  flark  mad  in  earneft  ;  death  and 

con  fun"  on,  I  have  loft  her !   \_Afide, }   You  confefs  your 

2  fault, 
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fault,  Madam,  in  fuch  moving  terms,  that  I  could  almoft 
be  in  love  with  the  fin. 

Ori.  Take  care,  Sir;  crimes,  like  virtues,  are  their 
own  rewards  ;  my  chief  delight  became  my  only  grief; 
h«  in  whofe  breaft  I  thought  my  heart  iecure,  turned 
robber,  and  defpoiled  the  treafure  that  he  kept. 

Mir.  Perhaps  that  treafure  he  efteems  fo  much,  that 
like  the  mifer,  though  afraid  to  ufe  it,  he  referves  it  fafe. 

Ori.  No,  holy  father :  who  can  be  mifer  in  another's 
wealth,  that's  prodigal  of  his  own  ?  His  heart  was  open, 
{har'd  to  all  he  knew,  and  what,  alas  !  muft  then  become 
of  mine  ?  But  the  fame  eyes  that  drew  this  pallion  in, 
fhall  fend  it  out  in  tears,  to  which  now  hear  my  vow. 

Mir.  [D  if  cover  ing  bimf elf.]  No,  my  fair  angel,  but  let 
me  repent ;  here  on  my  knees  behold  the  criminal,  that 
vows  repentance  his.  Ha  !  No  concern  upon  her  ! 

4  Ori.  This  turn  is  odd,  and  the  time  has  b^en,  that 

*  fuch  a  fudden  change  would  have  furprifed  me  into  fome 
'  con fu lion. 

*  Mir.  Reftore  that  happy  time,  for  I  am  now  returned 
c  to.  myfelf,  for  I  want  but  pardon  to  deferve  your  favour, 
'  and  here  I'll  fix  till  you  relent  and  give  it. 

4  Ori.  Groveling,  fordid  man ;  why  would  you  act  a 

*  thing  to  make  you  kneel,  monarch  in  your  pleafures  to 
'  be  flave  to  your  faults?  Are  all  the  conquefts  of  your 

*  wand'ring  fway,  your  wit,  your  humour,  fortune,  all 

*  reduced  to  the  bale  cringing  of  a  bended  knee  ?  Servile 

*  and  poor  !   Pray  heav'n  this  change  be  real.         [-4/idc. 

4  Mir.  I  come  not  here  to  juftify  my  fault  but  my  fub- 

*  million,  for  though  there  be  a  meannefs  in  this  humble 
4  pofture,  Vis  nobler  {till  to  bend  when  juilice  calls,  than 
4  to  refift  conviction. 

4  Ori.  No  more thy  oft  repeated  violated  words  re- 

4  proach  my  weak  belief,  'tis  the  leverert  calumny  to  hear 

*  thee  fpeak  ;  that  humble  poilure  which  once  could  raife, 
4  now  mortifies  my  pride  ;   how  can'ft  thou  hope  for  par- 
4  don,  from  one  that  you  affront  by  afking  it  ? 

4  Mr.  [Rifes."]  In  my  own  caufe  I'll  plead  no  more ; 
4  but  give  me  leave  to  intercede  for  you  again  ft  the  hard 
4  injunctions  of  that  habit,  which  for  my  fault  you  wear. 

*  Ori.  Surprifing  infolence  !  My  greateft  foe -pretends 
4  to  give  me  counfel ;  but  I  am  too  warm  upon  io  cool  a 

4  ,ub- 
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*  fubje6t.  My  refolutions,  Sir,  are  fixed  !  but  as  our 
hearts  were  united  with  the  ceremony  of  our  eyes,  fo 
I  fhall  fpare  fome tears  to  the  feparation.  [Weeps.]  That's 
all;  farewel. 

*  Mir.  And  muft   I  lofe  her  ?  No.  [Runs  and  tafches 
her.]  Since  all  my  prayers- are  vain,  I'll  ufe  the  nobler 
argument  of  man,  and  force  you  to  the  juitice  you  re- 
fufe;  you're  mine  by  pre-contract:  and  where's  the 
vow  fo  facred  to  difannul  another  ?  I'll  urge  my  love, 
your  oath,  and  plead  my  caufe  againft  all  monaltic 
fhiftsupon  the  earth. 

'  Ori.  Unhand  me,  ravilher !  Would  you  prophane 
thefe  holy  walls  with  violence  ?  Revenge  for  all  my 
pait  difgrace  now  offers,  thy  life  fliould  anfwer  this, 
would  I  provoke  the  law  :  urge  me  no  farther,  but  be 
gone. 

*  Mir.  Inexorable  woman  !  let  me  kneel  again. 


Enter  Old  Mirabel. 
Old  Mir.  Where,  where's  this  counterfeit  nun? 
Ori.  Madnefs  I  Confuiion ,!  I'm  ruined  ! 
'  .   Mir.  What  do  I  hear?  [Puts  on  his  hood.]  What  did 
you  fay,  Sir  ? 

Old  Mir.  I  fay,  (lie's  a  counterfeit,  and  you  may  be 
another  for  ought  I  know,  Sir  ;  I  have  loft  my  child  by 
thefe  tricks,  Sir. 

Mir.  What  tricks,  Sir  ? 

Old  Mir.  By  a  pretended  trick,  Sir.  A  contrivance 
to  bring  my  Ion  to  reafon,  and  it  has  made  him  ftark 
mad;  I  have  loft  him  and  a  thoufand  pounds  a  year. 

Mir.  [D.ifcovering  himfclf,]  My  dear  father,  I'm  your 
mod  humble  fcrvant. 

Old  Mir.  My  dear  boy.  [Runs  andkijjcslim.]  Welcome 
ex  inferis,  my  dear  boy,  'tis  all  a  trick,  flic's  no  more  a 
nun  than  I  am. 
Mir.  No  ! 

Old  Mir.  The  devil  a  bit. 

Mir.  Then  kifs'me  again,  my  dear  dad,  for  the  moffc 
happy  news— And  now 'mdft  venerable  holy  filter, 

[Kneels. 

Your  mercy  and  your  pardon  I  implore, 
For  the  offence  of  afking  it  before. 

E  «  Look'e, 
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*  Look'e,  my  dear  counterfeiting  nun,  take  my  advice, 

*  be  a  nun  in  good  earneil ;  women  make  the  beft  nuns 

*  always  when  they  can't  do  otherwiie.     Ah,   my  dear 

*  father !   there  is  a  merit  in  your  fon's  behaviour  that  you 

*  little  think  :  the  free  deportment  of  fuch  fellows  as  I, 

*  makes  more  ladies  religious,  than  all  the  pulpits  in 

*  France.' 

On.  Oh,  Sir,  how  unhappily  have  you  deftroyed  what 
was  fo  near  perfection !  He  is  the  counterfeit  that  has  de 
ceived  you. 

Old  Mir.  Ha !  Look'e,  Sir,  I  recant,  me  is  a  nun.     ' ' 

Mir.  Sir,  your  humble  fervant,  then  I'm  a  friar  this 
moment. 

Old  Mir.  Was  ever  an  old  fool  fo  bantered  by  a  brace 
o'young  ones ;  hang  you  borh,  you're  both  counterfeits, 
and  my  plot's  fpoiled,  that's  all. 

Ori.  Shame  and  confufion,  love,  anger,  and  difappoint- 
ment,  will  work  my  brain  to  madnefsr 

[  Takes  off  her  habit .   Exit. 

Mir.  Ay,  ay,  throw  by  the  rags,  they  have  ferved  a 
turn  for  us  both,  and  they  fliall  e'en  go  off  together.  ' 

[Takes  off  bis  habit, 

'  Thus  the  lick  wretch,  when  tortur'd  by  his  pain, 

*  And  finding  all  elTays  for  life  are  vain  ; 
When  the  phylician  can  no  more  defign, 
Then  call  the  other  doctor,  the  divine. 

What  vows  to   Heaven,  would  Heaven  reftore  his 

health  ! 

Vows  all  to  Heaven,  his  thoughts,  his  actions,  wealth ! 
But  if  reftor'd  to  vigour  as  before, 
His  health  refufes  what  his  ficknefs  fwore. 
The  body  is  no  fooner  rais'd  and  well, 

*  But  the  weak  foul  relapfes  into  ill ; 

'  To  all  its  former  fwing  of  life  is  led, 

'  And  leaves  its  vows  and  promifes  in  bed.' 

\Exit,  throwing  away  the  habit* 

SCENE  changes  to  OU  Mirabel'*  Houfe.  Duretete  with  a 
Letter. 

Dur.  [Reads.]  "  My  rudenefs  was  only  a  proof  of  your 
humour,  which  I  have  found  fo  agreeable,  that  I  own 

myfelf 
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myfelf  penitent,  and  willing  to  make  any  reparation  upon 
your  firil  appearance  to  B  i  s  A  R  R  E  . " 

Mirabel  (wears  (he  loves  me,  and  this  confirms  it ;  then 
farewel  gallantry,  and  welcome  revenge  j  'tis  my  turn 
now  to  be  upon  the  fublime,  I'll  t.tke  her  off,  I  warrant 
her. 

Enter  Bifarre. 
Well,  miftrefs,  do  you  love  me  ? 

Bif.  I  hope,  Sir,  you  will  pardon  the  modefty  of — 

Dur.  Of  what  ?  Of  a  dancing  devil ! Do  you  lov« 

me,    I  fay  ? 

Bif.  Perhaps  I 

Dur.  What? 

Bif,  Perhaps  I  do  not. 

Dur.  Ha  !  abufed  again  !  Death,  woman,  I'll • 

Bif.  Hold,  hold,  Sir,  I  do,  I  do ! 

Dur.  Confirm  it  then  by  your  obedience,  (land  there ; 
and  ogle  me  now,  as  if  your  heart,  blood  and  foul  were 

like  to  fly  out  at  your  eyes Firft,  the  direct  furprife 

[She  looks  full  upon  him.]  Right ;  next  the  deux yeux par 
oblique.  [She  gives  him  the  fide  glance.~\  Right ;  now  de 
part,  and  languifli.  \She  turns  from  him  and  looks  over  her 
Jheuld'er.]  Very  well;  now  figh.  [She Jighs.~\  Now  drop 
your  fan  on  purpofe.  \She  drops  her  fan.]  Now  take  it 
up  again.  Come  now,  confefs  your  faults ;  are  not  you  a 
proud fay  after  me. 

Bif.  Proud. 

Dur.  Impertinent. 

jBif.  Impertinent, 

Dur.  Ridiculous. 

Bif.  Ridiculous., 

Dur.  Flirt. 

Bif.  Puppy. 

Dur.  Zoons !  Woman,  don't  provoke  me,  we  are  alone, 
and  you  don't  know  but  the  devil  may  tempt  me  to  do 
you  a  mifchief ;  a(k  my  pardon  immediately. 

Bif.  I  do,  Sir,  I  only  miftookthe  word. 

Dur.  Cry  then.  Have  you  got  e'er  a  handkerchief  ? 

Bif.  Yes,  Sir. 

Bif.   Cry  then,  handfomely ;  cry\like  a  queen  in  a  tra 
gedy.     \Sbe  pretending  to  cry,  bur/is  out  a  laughing,  and 
enter  t-ivo  ladies  lau?hing% 

E  .        *'  Bif. 
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Bif.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Ladles  both.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Dur.  Hell  broke  loofe  upon  me,  and  all  the  furies  flut 
tered  about  my  ears !  Betrayed  again  ? 

Bif.  That  you  are,  upon  my  word,  my  dear  Captain  j 
ka,  ha,  ha. 

£>ur.  The  lord  deliver  me  ! 

*   j/?  Lady.  What !  Is  this  the  mighty  man  with  the 

*  bull-face  that  comes  to  frighten  ladies  ?  I  long  to  fee 

*  him  angry  ;  come  begin.' 

Dur.  Ah,  Madam,  I'm  the  belt  natured  fellow  in  the 
world. 

'  2d  Lddy.  A  man  !  We're  miftaken,  a  man  has  man- 

*  ners ;   the  aukward  creature  is  fome  tinker's  trull  in  a 

*  periwig/ 

Bif.  Come,  ladies,  let's  examine  him. 

[7 hey  lay  hold  on  him, 

Dur.  Examine  !  the  devil"  you  will  ! 

BiJ.  I'll  lay  my  life,  fgrne  great  dairy  maid  in  man's 
clothes. 

DM-.  They  will  do't ; — look'e,  dear  Chriflian  women, 
pray  he^r  me. 

Bif.  Will  you  ever  attempt  a  lady's  honour  again  ? 

Dur.  If  you  pLeafe  to  let  me  get  away  with  my  ho 
nour,  I'll  do  any  thing  in  the  world. 

Bif.  Will  you  perfuade  your  friend  to  marry  mine  ? 

Dur.  Oh,  yes,  to  be  fure. 

Bif.  And  will  you  do  the  fame  by  me  ? 

Dur.  Burn  me,  if  I  do,  if  the  coaft  be  clear.  [Runs  out. 

Bif.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  the  viiit,  ladies,  was  critical  for  our 
tiivcrfions,  we'll  go  make  an  end  of  cur  tea.         \J£,xcunt. 
Enter  Mirabel  and  Ok!  Mirabel. 

Mir.  Your  patience,  Sir,   I  tell  you  I  won't  marry; 
and  though  you  fend  all  the  bifiiops  in  France  to  perfuade 
me,  I  (hall  never  believe  their  doctrine  againft  their  prac 
tice. 

4  OU  Mir.  But  will  you  difobey  your  father   Sir? 

'  Mir.  Would  my  father  have  his  youthful  fon  lie  laz- 
4  ing  here,,  bound  to  a  wife,  chained  like  a  monkey  r<* 
'  make  fpon  to  a  woman,  fubjecl  to  her  whims,  humour?, 

*  longings*  vapours,  and  caprices,  to  have  her  one  day 

*  plcaied^,  to-tuorraw  peeviih;  ;he  next  day  mad,  the 


T  H  E.  I  N  C  O  N  S  T  A  N  T.         53 

*  fourth  rebellious  ;  and  nothing  but  this  fucceffion  of 

*  impertinence  for  ages  together.     Be  merciful,  Sir,  to- 

*  your  own  flefli  and  blood. 

*  Old  Mir.  But,  Sir,  did  not  I  bear  all  this,  why  fhould 

*  not  you  ? 

*  Mir.  Then  you  think  that  marriage,  like  treafon, 

*  fhould  attaint  the  whole  body  ;   pray  confider,  Sir,  is  it 

*  reasonable  becaufe  you  throw  yourfelf  down  from  one 
4  flory,  that  I  mud  caft  myfelf  headlong  from  the  garret 

*  window  ?'  You  would  compel  me  to  that  ftate,  which 
I  have  heard  you  curfe  yourfelf,  when  my  mother  and. 
you  have  battled  it  for  a  whole  week  together. 

Old  Mir.  Never  but  once,  you  rogue>  and  that  was 
when  flic  longed  for  fix  Flanders  mares :  ay,  Sir,  then 
{he  was  breeding  of  you,  which  fhewed  what  an  expea- 
five  dog  I  mould  have  of  you. 

Enter  Petit. 
Well,  Petit,  how  does  fhe  now  ? 

Pet.  Mad,  Sir,  con  pampas — Ay,   Mr.  Mirabel,  you'll 
believe  that  I  fpeak  truth  now,  when  I  confefs  that  I  have 
told  you  hitherto  nothing  but  lies ;  our  jelling  is  come  to 
a  fad  earneft,  file's  downright  diika&ed. 
Enter  Bifarre. 

Sif.  Where  is  this  mighty  victor  ! The  great  ex 
ploit  is  done  ;  *  go  triumph  in  the  glory  of  your  con- 

*  queft,  inhuman,  barbarous  man  1*    Oh,  Sir,  [70  the  old 
gentleman.'}  your  wretched  ward  has  found  a  tender  guar- 
dran  of  you,  where  her  young  innocence  expected  pro 
tection,  here  has  file  found  her  ruin. 

Old  Mir.  Ay,  the  fault  is  mine,  for  I  believe  that 
rogue  won't  marry,  for  fearing  of  begetting  fuch  another 
dilbbedient  fon  as  his  father  did.  I  have  done  all  I  can, 
Madam,  and  now  can  do  no  more  than  run  mad  for  com 
pany.  [Cries. 
Enter  Dugard,  witl)  his  f-vjord  drawn. 

Dug.  Away  !   Revenge,  revenge. 

Old  M/r.  Patience,  patience,  Sir.  [Old  Mirabel  holds 
lim.~}  Bob,  draw.  {AJtie. 

Dug.  Patience  !  The  coward's  virtue,  and  the  brave 
man's  failing,. when  thus  provoked Villain  ! 

Mir.  Yo  a*  fitter's  frenzy   flvill  excufe  your  madnefs  ; 

and  to  flicw  my  concern  for  what  flic  fuffcrs,  I'll  bear  the 

J£   3  villuin 
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villain  from  her  brother. — Put  up  your  anger  with  you? 
fword  ;  I  have  a  heart  like  yours,  that  fwells  at  an  affront 
received,  but  melts  at  an  injury  given  ;  and  if  the  lovel/ 
Oriana's. grief  be  iuch  a  moving  fcene,  'twill  find  a  part 
within  this  breaft,  perhaps  as  tender  as  a  brother's.  * 

Dug,  To  prove  that  fort  companion  for  her  grief,  en 
deavour  to  remove  it.— There,  there,  behold  an  obje& 
that's  infective ;  I  cannot  view  her,  but  I  am  as  mad  as' 
ihe  :  [Enter  Oriana,  held  by  two  maids ,  ivho  put  her  in  ft 
chair •.]  A  filter  that  rny  dying  parents  left,  with  their 
hit  words  and  bleiTmgto  my  care.  Siller,  deareft  fifter. 

[Goes  to  her. 

OU^Trr.  Ay.  poor  child,   poor  child,  d'ye  know  me? 

On.  You  !  you  wt  Aniadis  de  Gaul,  Sir; — Oh  !  Oh, 
my  heart !  Were  you  never  in  love,  fair  lady  ?  And  do- 
you  never  dream  of  flowers  and  gardens  ? — I  dream  of 
•walking  lires,  and  tall  gigantic  fights.  Take  heed,  it 
comes  now — What's  that  ?  Pray  Hand  away  :  I  have  feen 
that  face  fure.  How  Hght  my  head  is  ! 

Mir.  What  piercing  charms  has  beauty,  even  in  mad- 
nefs !  *  thele  hidden  itarts  of  wndigefted  words  flioot 

*  through  my  foul,  with  more  perfuaftve  force  than  all 
•*  the  fludied  art  of  laboured  eloquence.' — Come,  Ma 
dam,  try  to  repofe  a  little. 

Ori.  I  cannot ;  for  I  mult  be  up  to-  go  to  church,  and 
I  muft  drefs  me,  put  on  my  new  gown,  and  be  ib  fine, 

to  meet  my  love.  Hey  ho! vV"ill  not  you  tell  me 

where  my  heart  lies  buried  ? 

Mir,  My  very  foul  is  touch'd — Your  hand,  my  fair. 

Or/.  How  fort  and  gentle  you  feel  ?  I'll  tell  you  your 
fortune,  friend. 

Mir.  How  (lie  flares  upon  me  ! 

Or/.  You  have  a  flattering  face;  but  'tis  a  fine  one— • 
I  warrant  you  have  five  hundred  miltrefles — Ay,  to  be 

fure,  a  miitrefs  for  every  guinea  in  his  pocket Will 

you  pray  for  me  ?  I  fhall  die  to-morrow And  will 

you  ring  my  paffing-bell  ? 

Mir.  *  Oh,  woman,  woman,  of  artifice  created  !  whofe 

*  nature,  even  diffracted,  has  a  cunning  :  in  vain  let  man 

*  his  fenfe,  his  learning  boalt,  when  woman's  madnefs 
'  over-rules  his  reafon.'    Do  you  know   me,  injured 
creature  ? 

Or/, 
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.    Ori.  No  ;  but  you  mall  be  my  intimate  acquaintance 
in  the  grave.  [Weeps. 

Mir.  Oh,  tears,  I  muft  believe  you  !  Sure  there  is  a 
kind  of  fympathy  in  madneis  ;  for  even  I,  obdurate  as  I 
am,  do  feel  my  foul  fo  tolled  with  itorms  of  pallion,  that 
I  could  cry  for  help  as  well  as  ihe.  [Wipes  his  eyes. 

Ori.  What,  have  you  loft  your  lover  >  No,  you  mock 
me.  I'll  go  home  and  pray. 

Mir.  Stay,  my  fair  innocence,  and  hear  me  own  my 
lovefo  loud,  that  I  may  call  your  fenfes  to  their  place, 
reftore  them  to  their  charming  happy  funcYions,  and  rein- 
ftate  myfelf  into  your  favour. 

Elf.  Let  her  alone,  Sir  ;  'tis  all  too  late ;  fhe  trembles ; 
hold  her,  her  fits  grow  fhonger  by  her  talking.  Don't 
trouble  her ;  (lie  don't  know  you,  Sir. 

Old  Mir.  Not  know  him  !  What  then  ?  Ihe  loves  to 
fee  him,  for  all  that. 

Enter  Duretete. 

Dur.  Where  are  you  all  ?  What  the  devil  !  melancho 
ly,  and  I  here  !  Are  ye  fad,  and  fuch  a  ridiculous  fubjecl, 
fuch  a  very  good  jeft  among  you  as  I  am  ? 

Mir.  Away  with  this  impertinence !  this  is  no  place 
for  bagatelle :  I  have  murdered  my  honour,  deftroyed  a 
lady,  and  my  defire  of  reparation  is  come  at  length  too 
late.  See  there. 

Dur.  What  ails  her  ? 

Mir.  Alas,  flic's  mad  ! 

Dur.  Mad  !  doft  wonder  at  that  ?  By  this  light,  they're 
all  fo;  they're  cozening  mad,  they're  brawling  mad, 
they're  proud  mad ;  I  juft  now  came  from  a  whole  world 
of  mad  women,  that  had  almoft — What,  is  flie  dead  ? 

Mir.  Dead  !  Heavens  forbid ! 

Dur.  Heavens  further  it !  for  till  they  be  as  cold  as  a 
Jcey,  there's  no  fruiting  them  ;  you're  never  fure  that  a 
woman's  in  earnefl,  till  Ihe  is  nailed  in  her  coffin.  Shall 
I  talk  to  her  ?  Are  you  mad,  miilrefs? 

£if.  What's  that  to  you,  Sir? 

Dur.  Oons,  Madam,  are  you  there  ?  [Runs  of. 

Mir.  Away,  thou  wild  buffoon  1  how  poor  and  mean 

this  humour  now  appears  !  His  follies  and  my  own  I  here 

difclaim  ;  this  lady's  frenzy  has  reftor'd  my  fenfes ;  ami 

was  flic  perfect  now,  as  once  fhe  was,  (before  you  all  I 

4  fpeak 
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fpeak  it)  fhe  fhould  be  mine  j  and  as  flie  is,  my  tears  and 
prayers  fliall  wed  her. 

Dag.  How  happy  had  this  declaration  been  fome  hours 
ago  ! 

Bif.  Sir,  file  beckons  to  you,  and  waves  us  to  go  off. 
Come,  come,  let's  leave  them.  [Ex.  all  but  Mir.  andQn* 

On.  Oh,  Sir  1 

Mir.  Speak,  my  charming  angel,  if  youtr  dear  fenfes 
have  regained  their  older  j  fpeak,  fair,  and  blefs  me  with 
the  news. 

Ori.  Firft,  let  me  blefs  the  cunning  of  my  fex,  that 
happy  counterfeited  frenzy,  that  has  reftored  to  my  poor 
labouring  breaft  the  deareii,  belt  beloved  of  men. 

Mir»  Tune,,  all  ye  fpheres,  your  inftruments  of  joy, 
and  carry  round  your  fpacious  orbs  the  happy  found  of 
Oriana's  health  !  her  foul,  whofe  harmony  was  next  to 
yours,  is  now  in  tune  again  ;  the  counterfeiting  fair  has 
played  the  fool. 

She  was  fo  mad  to  counterfeit  for  me ;  -\ 

I  was  fo  mad  to  pawn  my  liberty  :  I 

But  now  we  both  are  well,  and  both  arc  free.  J 

Ori.  How,  Sir,  free  ! 

Mir.  As  a;r,  my  dear  bedlamite.  What,  marry  a  luna* 
tic  !  Look  ye,  my  dear,  you  have  counterfeited  madnefs 
fo  very  well  this  bout,  that  you'll  be  apt  to  play  the  fool 
all  your  life  long.  Here,  gentlemen • 

Ori.  Monfter  !  you  won't  difgrace  me  ? 

Mir.  O'  my  faith,  but  I  will — here,  come  in,  gentle- 
men — A  miracle,  a  miracle  !  the  woman's  difpoffefied  ! 
the  devil's  vanifhed ! 

Enter  Old  Mirabel  and  Dugard. 

Old  Mir.  Blefs  us  !   was  (he  pofleffed  ? 

Mir.  With  the  worft  of  daemons ,  Sir,  a  marriage-devil, 
a  horrid  devil.  Mr.  Dugard,  don't  be  furprifed  ;  I  pro- 
mifedrny  endeavours  to  cure  your  liiler;  no  mad-dodtor 
in  Chriftendom  could  have  done  it  more  effectually.  Take 
her  into  your  charge  ;  and  have  a  care  fhe  don't  relapfe  ; 
if  (lie  fhould,  employ  me  not  again  ;  for  I  am  no  more 
infallible  than  others  of  the  faculty  ;  I  do  cure  Ibmetimes* 

Ori.  Your  remedy,  moil  barbarous  man,  will  prove  the 

grcateil 
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greateft  porfon  to  my  health  ;  for  tho'  my  former  frenzy 
was  but  counterfeit,  I  flwll  now  run  into  a  real  madnefs. 

[Exit;-  Old  Mir.  after. 

4  Dug.  This  was  a  turn  beyond  my  knowledge.  I'm 
«  fo  confus'd,  I  know  not  how  torefentit.  [Exit.9 

Mir.  What  dangerous  precipice  have  I  efcaped  i  Was 
not  I  juft  now  upon  the  brink  of  deftru&ion  ? 
1  Enter  Duretete. 

*  Oh,  my  friend,  let  me  run  into  thy  bofom  !  no  lark, 
4  efcaped  from  the  devouring  pounces  ot  a  hawk,  quakes 

*  with  more  difmal  apprehenfion. 
4  Dur.  The  matter,  man  ? 

*  Mir.  Marriage,  hanging;  I  was  juft  at  the  gallows- 

*  foot,  the  running  noofe  about  my  neck,  and  the  cart 

*  wheeling  from  me.     Oh,  I  (han't  be  myfelf  this  month 

*  again  ! 

'«  Dur.  Did  not  I  tell  you  fo  ?  They  are  all  alike,  faints 
1  or  devils :  their  counterfeiting  can't  be  reputed  a  deceit ; 
4  for  'tis  the  nature  of  the  fex,  not  their  contrivance. 

4  Mir.  Ay,  ay  ;  there's  no  living  here  with  fecurity  j 

*  this  houfe  is  fo  full  of  flratagenrand  defign,  that  I  mull 

*  abroad  again. 

4  Dur.  With  all  my  heart ;  I'll  bear  thee  compauy, 

*  my  lad.     I'll  meet  you  at  the  play,  and  we'll  fet  out 

*  for  Italy  to-morrow  morning. 

4  Mir.  A  match  ;  I'll  go  pay  my  compliment  of  leave 

*  to  my  father  prefently. 

4  Dur.  Pm  afraid  he'll  flop  you. 

4  Mir.  What,  pretend  a  command  over  me,  after  his 

*  fettlement  of  a  thoufand  pounds  a  year  upon  me  !  No, 
4  no,  he  has  patted  away  his  authority  with  the  convey - 
4  ance ;  the  will  of  a  living  father  is  chiefly  obeyed  ijor 
4  the  fake  of  the  dying  one. 

What  makes  the  world  attend  and  croud  the  great  ? 

Hopes,  intereft  and  dependance  make  their  ftate. 

Behold  the  antichamber  fill'd  with  beaus  ; 

A  horfe's  levee  crown' a"  with  courtly  crows. 

Tho'  grumbling  fubjecls  make  the  crown  their  fport, 

Hopes  of  a  place  will  bring  the  fparks  to  court. 

Dependence  ev'n  a  father's  fway  fecures ; 

For  tho'  the  fon  rebels,  the  heir  is  yours.     [Exeunt* 

END  of  the  FOURTH  ACT. 

ACT 
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ACT    V. 

SCENE,  the  Street  before  ike  Play-boufe. 

Enter  Mirabel  and  Duretete,  as  coming  from  the  Play, 

DURETETE. 


TTOW  d'ye  like  this  play  ? 


Mir.  I  liked  the  company ;  the  lady,  the  rich 

beauty,  in  the  front  box  had  my  attention.  Thefe  impu 
dent  poets  bring  the  ladies  together  to  fupport  them,  and 
to  kill  every  body  elfe. 

For  deaths  upon  the  flage  the  ladies  cry  ; 

But  ne'er  mind  us  that  in  the  audience  die. 

The  poet's  hero  fliould  not  move  their  pain ; 

But  they  fhould  weep  for  thofe  their  eyes  have  flain. 

Dur.  Hoity  toity  !  did  Phillis  infpire  you  with  all  this  ? 

Mir*  Ten  times  more ;  the  play-houfe  is  the  element 
of  poetry,  becaufe  the  region  of  beauty ;  the  ladies,  me- 
thinks,  have  a  more  infpiring  triumphant  air  in  the  boxes 
than  any  where  elfe ;  they  fit  commanding  on  their 
thrones,  with  all  their  fubjeft  (laves  about  them  ;  their 
beft  cloaths,  belt  looks,  ihining  jewels,  fparkling  ey«s, 
the  treafure  of  the  world  in  a  ring.  *  Then  there's  fuch 

*  a  hurry  of  pleafure  to  tranfp>ort  us ;  the  buftle,  noife, 

*  gallantry,  equipage, garters, feathers, wigs, bows, fmiles, 

*  ogles,  love,  mulic,  and  applaufe.'   I  could  wifh  that  my 
whole  life  long  were  the  firft  night  of  a  new  play. 

Dug.  The  fellow  has  quite  forgot  this  journey.  Have 
you  befpoke  poft  horfes  ? 

Mir.  Grant  me  but  three  days,  dear  Captain,  one  to 
difcover  the  lady,  one  to  unfold  myfelf,  and  one  to  make 
me  happy,  and  then  I'm  yours  to  the  world's  end. 

Dur.  Haft  thou  the  impudence  to  promife  thyfelf  a 
lady  of  her  figure  and  quality  in  fo  Ihort  a  time  ? 

Mir.  Yes  Sir ;  I  have  a  confident  addrefs,  no  difagree- 
able  perfon,  and  five  hundred  louis  d'ors  in  my  pocket. 

Dur.  Five  hundred  louis  d'ors  !  You  an't  mad  ? 

Mir.  I  tell  you,  fhe's  worth  five  thoufand  ;  one  of  her 
black  brilliant  eyes  is  worth  a  diamond  as  big  as  her  head. 
I  compared  her  necklace  with  her  looks,  and  the  living 
jewels  out-fparkled  the  dead  ones  by  a  million. 

Dur. 
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-  Dur.  But  you  have  owned  to  me,  that,  abating  Oriana's 
pretenfion's  to  marriage,  you  loved  her  paffionately  :  then 
how  can  you  wander  at  this  rate  ? 

Mir.  I  longed  for  partridge  t'other  day  off  the  King's 
plate;  but,  d'ye  think,  becaufe  I  could  not  have  it,  I 
jnuft  eat  nothing  ? 

Dur.  Pr'ythee,  Mirabel,  be  quiet ;  you  may  remember 
what  narrow  efcapes  you  have  had  abroad,  by  following 
flrangers  ;  you  forget  your  leap  out  of  the  courtefan's 
window  at  Bologna,  to  fave  your  fine  ring  there. 

Mir.  My  ring's  a  trifle  ;  there's  nothing  we  poflefs 
comparable  to  what  we  defire.  Be  fliy  of  a  lady,  bare 
faced,  in  the  front-box,  with  a  thoufand  pounds  in  jewels 
about  her  neck  ! — For  fliame  1  no  more  — 

Enter  Oriana  in  boys  cloaths^  -with  a  letter, 

Or  I.  Is  your  name  Mirabel,  Sir  ? 

Mir.  Yes,  Sir. 

On.  A  letter  from  your  uncle  in  Picardy. 

[Gives  the  letter. 

Mir.  [Reads."]  "  The  bearer  isthefon  of  a  proteftant 
gentleman  who,  flying  for  his  religion,  left  me  the  charge 
of  this  youth." — A  pretry  boy. — t4  He's  fond  of  fome 
handfome  fervice  that  may  afford  him  an  opportunity  of 
improvement.  Your  care  of  him  will  oblige 

Your's." 
Haft  a  mind  to  travel,  child  ? 

Ori.  'Tis  my  defire,  Sir ;  I  fhould  be  pleafed  to  ferve 
a  traveller  in  any  capacity. 

Mir.  A  hopeful  inclination.  You  fhall  along  with  me 
into  Italy  as  my  page. 

Dur.  I  don't  think  it  fafe;  the  rogue's  too  handfome, 
[Noife  'without.']  The  play  is  done,  and  fome  of  the  ladies 
come  this  way. 

Enter  Lamorce,  with  her  train  oorne  uply  a  page* 

Mir.  Duretere,  the  very  dear,  identical  fhe  ! 

Dur.  And  what  then  ? 

Mir.  Why,  'tis  (he. 

Du..  And  what  then,  Sir  ? 

Mir.  Then  !  Why— Look  ye,  firrah,  the  firft  piece  of 
fervice  I  put  you  upon,  is  to  follow  that  lady's  coach,  and 
bring  me  word  where  (he  lives.  [To  Oriana,. 

Ori. 
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On.  I  don't  know  the  town,  Sir,  and  am  afraid  of  lofmg 
myfelf. 

Mir.  Pfliaw  ! 

Lam.  Page,  what's  become  of  all  my  people  ? 

Page.  I  can't  tell,  Madam  ;  I  can  fee  no  iign  of  your 
ladyfhip's  coach. 

Lam.  That  fellow  is  got  into  his  old  pranks,  and  fallen 
drunk  fomewhere — None  of  my  footmen  there? 

Page.  Not  one,  Madam. 

Lam.  Thefe  fervants  are  the  plague  of  our  lives.  What 
fliall  I  do  ? 

Mir.  By  all  my  hopes,  Fortune  pimps  for  me  !  Now, 
Duretete,  for  a  piece  of  gallantry. 

Dnr.  Why,  you  won't,  fure  ? 

Mir.  Won't,  brute  ! — Let  not  your  fervants'  neglecl, 
Madam,  put  your  ladyfhip  to  any  inconvenience  ;  for 
you  can't  be  difappointed  ot  an  equipage  whiltt  mine  waits 
below ;  and  would  you  honour  the  matter  fo  far,  he  would 
be  proud  to  pay  his  attendance. 

j)ur.  Ay,  to  be  fure.  [jijfde. 

Lam.  Sir,  I  won't  prefume  to  be  troublefome;  for  n<y 
habitation  is  a  great  way  oft. 

Dur.  Very  true,  Madam  ;  and  he  is  a  little  engaged  : 
befides,  Madam,  a  hackney-coach  will  do  as  well,  Madam* 

Mir.  Rude  beaft,  be  quiet.  {To  Duretete.] — The  far 
ther  from  home,  Madam,  the  more  occafion  you  have  for 
a  guard PraJ?  Madam 

Lam.  Lard,  Sir  ! 

[//<?  feems  to  pref),  JJje  to  decline  //,'/«  dumb  flow. 

Bar.  Ah,  the  devil's  in  his  impudence  !  Now  he 
'wheedles,  fhe  fmiies ;  he  flatters,  (lie  iimpers  ;  he  fwears, 
fhe  believes ;  he's  a  rogue,  and  fhe's  a  w— — —  in  a  moment, 

Mir.  Without  there  !  my  coach! — Duretete,  vviili  me 
joy.  [  Hands  the  lady  out. 

Dur.  Wifh  you  a  furgeon — Here,  you  little  Picardj 
go  follow  your  mafter,  and  he'll  lead  you 

On.  Whither,  Sir  ? 

Dur.  To  the  academy,  child  ;  'tis  the  fafhion  with 
men  ot  quality  to  teach  their  pages  their  exercifes — Go. 

Ori.  Won't  you  go  with  him  too,  Sir  ?  That  woman 
inay  do  him  fome  harm  ;  I  don't  like  her. 

Dur.  Why,  ho\v  now,  Mr.  Page  ?  Do  you  itart  up  to 
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laws  of  a  fudden  ?  Do  you  pretend  to  rife  at  court, 
and  difapprove  the  pleafurc  of  your  betters  ?  Look  ye, 
firrah,  if  ever  you  would'rife  by  a  great  man,  be  fure  to 
be  with  him  in  his  little  actions ;  and,  as  a  Hep  to  your 
advancement,  follow  your  mafter  immediately,  and  make 
it  your  hope  that  he  goes  to  a  bawdy-houfe. 

Ori.  Heavens  forbid  1  [Exit. 

Dur.  Now  would  I  fooner  take  a  cart  in  company  of 
the  hangman,  than  a  coach  wirh  that  woman.  What  a 
flrange  antipathy  have  I  taken  again  ft  thefe  creatures  !  a 
woman  to  me  is  averfion  upon  averfion  ;  a  cheefe,  a  cat,  a 
bread  of  mutton,  the  fqualiing  of  children,  the  grinding 
•f  knives,  and  the  fnuffof  a  candle.  [Exit. 

SCENE,    a  handfome  Apartment. 

Enter  Mirabel  and  Lamorce. 

Lam.  To  convince  me,  Sir,  that  your  fervice  was 
fomething  more  than  good  breeding,  pleafe  to  lay  out  an 
hour  of  your  company  upon  my  defire,  as  you  have  al 
ready  upon  my  neceffity. 

Mir.  Your  defire,  Madam,  has  only  prevented  my  re- 
queft.  My  hours!  make  them  yours,  Madam;  eleven, 
twelve,  one,  two,  three,  and  all  that  belong  to  thofe  hap 
py  minutes. 

Lam.  But  I  muft  trouble  you,  Sir,  to  difmifs  your  re 
tinue;  becaufe  an  equipage  at  my  door,  at  this  time  of 
night,  will  not  be  confident  with  my  reputation. 

Mir.  By  all  means,  Madam,  all  but  one  little  boy 
Here,  page,  order  my  coach  and  fervants  home,  and  do 
you  Hay  ;  'tis  a  foolifh  country  bey,  that  knows  nothing 
but  innocence. 

Lam.  Innocence,  Sir  !  I  fhould  be  forry  if  you  made 
any  finifter  conftruclions  of  my  freedom, 

Mir.  Oh,  Madam,  I  muft  not  pretend  to  remark  upon 
any  body's  freedom,  having  fo  entirely  forfeited  my  own. 

Lam.  Well,  Sir,  'twere  convenient  towards  our  eafy  - 
correfpondence,  that  we  entered  into  a  free  confidence  cf 
each  other,  by  a  mutual  declaration  of  what  we  are,  and 
what  we  think  of  one  another.    Now,  Sir,  what  are  you  ? 

Mir.  In  three  words,  Madam, 1  am  a  gentleman, 

I  have  five  hundred  pounds  in  rny  pocket,  and  a  clean 
(hirt  on. 

F  L*>*. 
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Lam.  And  your  name  is 

M'-r.  Muftapha— — Now,  Madam,  the  inventory  of 
your  fortunes. 

Lam.  My  name  is  Larriorce ;  my  birth  noble  ;  I  was 
married  young,  to  a  proud,  rude,  fullen,  impetuous  fel 
low  ;  the  huiband  fpoiled  the  gentleman  ;  crying  ruined 
my  tace,  till  at  laft  I  took  heart,  leaped  out  of  a  window,  - 
got  away  to  my  friends,  fued  my  tyrant,  and  recovered 
my  fortune.  I  lived  from  fifteen  to  twenty  to  pleafe  a 
hufband  ;  from  twenty  to  forty  I'm  refolved  to  pleafe  my- 
felf,  and  from  thence  upwards  I'll  humour  the  world. 

Mir*  The  charming  wild  notes  of  a  bird  broke  out  i)f 
its  cage. 

Lam.  I  marked  you  at  the  play,  and  fomething  I  faw 
of  a  well-furnifhed,  carelefs,  agreeable  tour  about  you. 
Methought  your  eyes  made  their  mannerly  demands  with 
fuch  an  arch  modefty,  that  I  don't  know  how — but  I'm 
elop'd.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  I'm  elop'd. 

Mir.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  I  rejoice  in  your  good  fortune  with 
all  my  heart. 

Lam.  Oh,  now  I  think  on't,  Mr.  Muftapha,  you  have 
got  the  fine  ft  ring  there  ;  I  could  fcarcely  believe  it  right ; 
pray,  let  me  fee  it. 

Mir.  Hum  ! — Yes,  Madam,  'tis,  'tis  right— but,  but, 
but,  but,  but  it  was  given  me  by  my  mother ;  an  old  fa- 
miiy  ring,  Mad:im,  an  old  falhioned  family  ring. 

Lam.  Ay,  Sir — If  you  can  entertain  yourfelf  *  with  a 

*  fcng'  for  a  moment,  I'll  wait  on  you  immediately. 
4  Come  in  there.' 

*   Enter  Singers. 

*  Call  what  you  pleafe,  Sir.'  [JE-v/r. 
Mir.  *  The  new  fong "  Pr'ythee,  Phillis."  O«£.' 

Certainly  the  ilars  have  been  in  a  ftrange  intriguing  hu 
mour  when  I  was  born.  Ay,  this  night  fliould  I  have 
had  a  bride  in  my  arms,  and  that  I  fliould  like  well  enough  : 
but  what  fhould  I  have  to-morrow  night  ?  The  fame. 
And  what  next  night?  The  fame.  And  what  next  night  ? 
The  very  fame — Soup  for  breakfaft,  foup  for  dinner, 
foup  for  fupper,  and  foup  for  breakfaft  again — But  here's 
variety. 

*  I  love  the  fair  who  freely  gives  her  heart, 

*  That's  mine  by  ties  of  nature,  not  of  art  ; 
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*  Who  boldly  owns  whate'er  her  thoughts  indite, 

*  And  is  too  modeft  for  a  hypocrite.' 

[Lamorce  appears  at  the  daor ;  as  be  runs  towards  her,  four 

£ra<voes  fttp  In  before  her.  He  Jlarts  back* 
She  comes,  {he  comes  !—  Hum, hum — Bitch— Murdered, 
murdered  to  be  fure  !  The  curied  (trumpet,  to  make  me 
fend  away  my  fervants  ! — Nobody  near  me — Thefe  cut 
throats  always  make  fure  work.  What  fliall  I  do  ?  I 
have  but  one  way.  Are  thefe  gentlemen  your  relations, 
Madam  ? 

Lam.  Yes,  Sir. 

Mir.  Gentlemen,  your  moft  humble  fervant.  Sir, 
your  moft  faithful;  yours,  Sir,  wit  hull  rny  heart ;  your 
nioil  obedient.  Come,  gentlemen,  [Salutes  all  round.] 
pleafe  to  fit—  no  ceremony— next  the  lady,  pray,  Sir. 

Law.  Well,  Sir,  and  how  d'ye  like  my  friends  ? 

[They  all  ft. 

Mir.  Oh,  Madam,  the  mofl  finiflied  gentlemen  !  1  was 
never  more  happy  in  good  company  in  my  life.  I  fup- 
pofe,  Sir,  you  have  travelled  ? 

iJSra.  Yes,  Sir. 

Mir.  Which  way,  Sir,  may  I  prefume  ? 

1  Bra.  In  a  weftern  barge,  Sir. 

Mir.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  very  pretty  !  facetious  pretty  gen 
tleman. 

Lam.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  Sir,  you  have  got  the  prettiefl  ring 
upon  your  finger  there 

Mir.  Ah,  Madam,  'tis  at  your  fervice  with  all  my 
heart !  [Offering  the  ring. 

Lam.  By  no  means,  Sir;  a  family  ring  !         [Takes  if. 

Mir.  No  matter,  Madam.  Seven  hundred  pounds,  by 
this  light  !  [Afide. 

2  Bra.  Pray,  Sir,  what's  o'clock  ? 

Mir.  Hum  ! — Sir,  I  have  left  my  watch  at  home. 

2  Bra.  I  thought  1  faw  the  firing  of  it  juft  now. 

Mir.  Ods  my  life,  Sir,  I  beg  your  pardon,  here  it  is  ; 
but  it  don't  go.  [Putting  It  up* 

Lam.  Oh,  dear  Sir,  an  Englifli  watch  !  Tompion's,  I 
prefume. 

Mir.  D'ye  like  it,  Madam  ? — No  ceremony — 'tis  at 

your  fervice  with  all  my  heart  and  foul Tompion's  ! 

Hang  ye  i  [Af.de. 

F   2  I  £/tf. 
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i  Bra.  But,  Sir,  above  all  things,  I  admire  the  fafliio» 
and  make  of  your  fword-hilt. 

Mir.  I  am  mighty  glad  you  like  it,  Sir. 

i  Bra.  Will  you  part  with  it,  Sir  ? 

Mir.  Sir,  I  won't  fell  ir. 

i  Bra.  Not  fell  it,  Sir! 

Mir.  No,  gentlemen  ;  but  I'll  beftow  it  with  all  my 
heart.  [Offering  it. 

i  Bra    Oh,  Sir,  we  (hall  rob  you  J 

Mir.  That  you  do,  1*11  be  fworn.  [A/ide.]  I  have  ano 
ther  at  home  ;  pray,  Sir—  Gentlemen,  you're  too  modeft  ; 
have  I  any  thing  elfe  that  you  can  fancy  ?  Sir,  will  you 
do  me  a  favour  ?  [To  the  \  ft  Bravo.}  1  am  extremely  in 
love  with  that  wig  which  you  wear  ;  will  you  do  me  the 
favour  to  change  with  me  ? 

i  Bra.  Look  ye,  Sir,  this  is  a  family  wig,  and  I  would 
not  part  with  it  j  but  if  you  like  it  -  - 

Mir.  Sir,  your  moft  humble  fervant.  [They  change  wigs, 

1  Bra.  Madam,  your  moft  humble  ilave. 

[Goes  up  fopp'Jhly  to  tie  lasjy,  falutes  her. 

2  Bra.  The  fellow's  very  liberal  ;  (hall  we  murder  him? 


i  Bra.  What,  let  him  efcape  to  hang  us  all,  and  I  to 
lofe  my  wig  !  No,  no  ;  I  want  but  a  handfome  pretence 
to  quarrel  with  him  ;  for  you  know  \ve  mull  ad  like  gen 
tlemen.  [Afide.]  Here,  fome  wine.  \Wlne  here.]  Sir,  your 
good  health.  [Pulls  Mirabel  by  the  nofe. 

Mir.  Oh,  Sir,  your  moft  humble  fervant!  A  pleafant 
frolfc  enough,,  to  drink  a  man's  health,  and  pull  him  by 
the  nofe.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  the  pleafanteft  pretty  -humoured 
gentleman  ! 

Lam.  Help  the  gentleman  to  a  glafs.         [Mir.  drinks.. 

1  Bra.   How  d'ye  like  the  wine,  Sir  ? 

Mir.  Very  good  o'  the  kind.  Sir.  But  I  tell  ye  what  ; 
I  find  we're  all  inclined  to  be  frolicfome,  and,  'egad,  for 
my  own  part,  I  was  never  more  ditpofed  to  be  merry. 
Let's  make  a  night  on*t,  ha  !  —  This  wine  is  pretty  ;  but 
I  have  fuch  Burgundy  at  home  —  Look  ye,  gentlemen, 
let  me  fend  for  half  a  dozen  fialks  of  my  Burgundy,  I  de 
fy  France  to  match  it  —  'Twill  make  us  all  life,  all  air  ; 
pray,  gentlemen  - 

2  Bra*  iih  -  Shall  us  have  the  Burgundy  ? 
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i  Bra.  Ye$,  faith,  we'll  have  all  we  can.     Here,  call 
up  the  gentleman's  fervant — What  think  you,  Lamorce  ? 
Lam.  Yes,  yes.    Your  fervant  is  a  foolifh  country  boy, 
Sir,  he  underflands  nothing  but  innocence, 
Mir.  Ay,  ay,  Madam.     Here,  page! 

Enter  Ori  an  a. 

Take  this  key,  and  go  to  my  butler,  order  him  to  fend 
half  a  dozen  flafks  of  the  red  Burgundy,  marked  a  thou- 
fand  :  and  be  fu re  you  make  hatte;   I  long  to  entertain 
ray  friends  here,  my  very  good  iriends. 
Qmnes.  Ah,  dear  Sir  ! 

i  Bra.  Here,  child,  take  a  glafs  of  wine — Your  matter 
and  I  have  changed  wigs,  honey,  in  a  frolic.     Where  had 
you  this  pretty  boy,  honeft  Muttapha  ? 
Ori.  Muftapha! 

Mir.  Out  of  Picardy.     This  is  the  firft  errand  he  has 
made  for  me,  and  if  he  does  it  right,  I'll  encourage  him. 
Ori.  The  red  Burgundy,  Sir  ? 

Mir.  The  red,  marked  a  thoufand ;  and  be  fure  you 
make  hatte. 

Ori.  I  mall,  Sir.  [Exit. 

i  Bra.  Sir,  you  were  pleafed  to  like  my  wig,  have  you 
any  fancy  for  my  coat  ?  Look  ye,  Sir,  it  has  fer?ed  a 
great  many  honeft  gentlemen  very  faithfully. 

Mir.  Not  fo  faithfully  ;  for  I'm  afraid  it  has  got  a  fcur- 
vy  trick  of  leaving  all  its  matters  in  necefiity.  Theinfo- 
lence  of  thefe  dogs  is  beyond  their  cruelty.  [Afide. 

Lam.  YouVe  melancholy,  Sir. 

Mir.  Only  concerned,  Madam,  that  I  fhould  have  no 
fervant  here  but  this  little  boy  ;  he'll  make  fome  con 
founded  blunder,  I'll  lay  my  life  on't :  I  would  not  be 
difappointed  of  my  wine  for  the  univerfe. 

Lam.  He'll  do  well  enough,  Sir.  But  flipper's  ready  ; 
will  you  pleafe  to  eat  a  bit,  Sir  ? 

Mir.  Oh,  Madam,  I  never  had  a  better  itomach  in 
my  life ! 

JLrf/tf.Come,  then;  we  have  nothing  but  a  plate  of  foup. 
Mir.  [dfide.]  Ah,  the  marriage-foup  I  could  difpenfe 
with  now  !  [£,*//,  handing  the  lady. 

2  Bra.  That  wig  won't  fall  to  your  fliare. 
i  Bra.  No,  no,  we'll  fettle  that  after  fupper  ;  in  the 
u&ean  time  the  gentleman  fliall  wear  it. 

F  3  a  Bra. 
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2  Bra,  Shall  we  difpatch  him  ? 

3  Bra.  To  be  fure.     I  think  he  knows  me» 

i  Era.  Ay,  ay,  dead  men  tell  no  .tales ;  I  wonder  at 
the  impudence  of  the  Englifli  rogues,  that  will  hazard  the 
meeting  a  man  at  the  bar,  whom  they  have  encountered 
upon  the  road.  J  haVt  the  confidence  to  look  a  man  in 
the  face  after  I  have  done  him  an  injury  j  therefore  we'll 
murder  him.  [Exeunt*. 

SCENE  changes,  to  Old  Mirabel'*  Houfe. 

Enter  Duretete. 

DUV.  My  friend  has  forfaken  me,  I  have  abandoned  my 
rnifl  refs,  my  time  lies  heavy  upon  my  hands,,  and  my  mo 
ney  burns  in  my  pocket.  But,  now  1  think  on't,  my, 
Myrmidons  are  upon  duty  to-night ;  111  fairly  ftrbll  down 
to  th.e  guard*  and  nod  away  the  night  with  my  honeft 
Lieutenant,  over  a  flaik  of  wine,  a  rakehelly  ftory,  and1 
tt  pipe  of  tobacco.  IGoingof^  Bifarre  meets  him* 

fiif.  Who  comes  there?  Stand  I 

Bur.  Hey-day  !  now  (he's  turn'd  dragoon. 

Bif,  Look  ye,  Sir,  I'm  told  you  intend  to  travel  again* 
J,  defign  to  wait  on  you  as  far  as  Italy. 

Dur.  Then  I'll  travel  into  Wales. 

JBif.  Wales  !  What  country's  that  ? 

Dur,  The  land  of  mountains,  child,  where  you're  ne 
ver  out  of  the  way,  becaufe  there's  no  fbch  thing  as  a  • 
high-road. 

Eif.  Rather  always  in  a  high-road,  becaufe  you  travel 
all  upon  hills.  But  be  it  as  it  will,  1*11  jogatong  with  you.. 

Dur.  But  we  intend  to  fail  to  the  Eaft-Indies. 

£if.  Eaft  or  Weft,  'tis  all  one  to  me ;  I'm  tight  and: 
light,  and  the  fitter  for  failing.. 

Dur.  But  fuppofe  we  take  thro*  Germany,  and  drink 
hard. 

Si/.  Suppofe  I  take  thro'  Germany,  and  drink  harder 
than  you. 

Dur.  Suppofe  I  go  to  a  bawdy-houfe.. 

Bif.  Suppofe  I  fhew  you  the  way, 

Dur.  'Sdeath,  woman,  will  you  go  to  the  guard  with- 
we,  and  fmoak  a  pipe  ? 
$if.  Allans  done  ! 

j9«r.The  devil's  in  the  woman !  Suppofe  I  hang  myfelf. 
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if.  There  I'll  leave  you, 

Dur.  And  a  happy  riddance  ;  the  gallows  is  welcome. 

Bif.  Hold,  hold,  Sir;  [Catches  him  by  the  arm ,  going.~\ 
•ne  word  before  we  part. 

Dur.  Let  me  go,  Madam,  or  I  mall  think  that  you  are 
a  man,  and  perhaps  examine  you.  . 

Bif.  Stir  if  you  dare  ;  I  have  ftill  fpirits  to  attend  me  ; 
and  can  raife  fuch  a  mufler  of  fairies  as  (hall  punifli  you  to 
death.  Come,  Sir,  fhnd  there  now  and  ogle  me.  [He 
frowns  upon  her*]  Now  a  languifhing  ligh.  \Hc  groans. \ 
Now  run  and  take  my  fan— fafter.  [He  runs  and  take*  it 
vp.~\  Now  play  with  it  haadfomely 

Dur.  Ay,  ay.  [He  fears  it  all  in  pieces* 

Erf.  Hold,  hold,  dear  humourous  coxcomb  !  Captain, 

fpare  my  fan,  and  I'll Why,  you  rude,  inhuman  mon- 

fter,  don't  you  expect  to  pay  for  this? 

Dur.  Yes,  Madam,  there's  twelve-pence;  for  that  U. 
the  price  on't. 

Bif.  Sir,  it  coft  a  guinea* 

Dur.  Well,  Madam,  you  mail  have  the  flicks  again. 

[Tbroivs  them  to  her,  and  exit* 

Bif.  Har  ha,  ha*  ridiculous  below  my  concern.  I 
mufl  follow  him,  however,  to  know  if  he  can  give  me  anyr 
news  of  Oriana.  [  Exit* 

SCENE  changes  to  Lamorce'i  Lodgings.. 

Enter  Mirabel. 

Mir.  Bloody  hell-hounds  !  lover-heard  you.  Was  no* 
1,  two  hours  ago,  the  happy,  gay,  rejoicing  Mirabel  ? 
How  did  I  plume  my  hopes  in  a  fair  coming  profpectof  a 
long  fcene  of  years  ?  Life  courted  me  with  all  the  charms- 
of  vigour,  youth,  and  fortune  ;  and  to  be  torn  away  from 
all  my  promifed  joys,  is  more  than  death— the  manner,  too, 
by  villains.  Oh,  my  Oriana,  this  very  moment  might 
have  blefs'd  me  in  thy  arms  !  and  my  poor  boy,  the  inno 
cent  boy  ! — Confufion  ! — But,  hufli,  they  come ;  I  mufl 
(Kflemble  ftill— No  news  of  my  wine,  gentlemen? 
JEnfer  the  four  Bravoes* 

i  Bra.  No,  Sir ;  I  believe  your  country  booby  ha& 
loft  himfelf,  and  we  can  wait  no  longer  for  it — True,  Sir, 
you're  a  pleafant  gentleman ;  but  I  fuppofe  you  under- 
ftand  our  bufmefs, 

Mir. 
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Mir.  Sir,  I  may  go  near  to  guefs  at  your  employments  y 
you,  Sir,  are  a  lawyer,  I  prefume  j  you  a  phylician,  you 

a  fcrivener,  and  you  a  Hock-jobber All  cut-throats, 

'egad.  [Afide. 

4  -Z?ra.  Sir,  T  am  a  broken  officer  ;  I  was  cafhiered  at  the 
head  of  the  army  for  a  coward  ;  fo  I  took  up  the  trade  of 
murder  to  retrieve  the  reputation  of  my  courage. 

3  Bra.  I  am  a  foldier  too,  and  would  ferve  my  king  ; 
but  I  don't  like  the  quarrel,  and  I  have  more  honour  than 
to  fight  in  a  bad  caufe* 

2  Bra.  I  was  bred  a  gentleman,  and  have  no  eftate ; 
but  I  muft  have  my  whore  and  my  bottle,  through  the 
prejudice  of  education. 

1  Bra.  I  am  a  ruffian  too,  by  the  prejudice  of  educa 
tion;  I  was  bred  a  butcher.  In  fhort,  Sir,  if  your  wine  had 
come,  we  might  have  trifled  a  little  longer.    Come,  Sir, 
which  fword  will  you  fall  by  ?  Mine,  Sir  ?  [Draws* 

2  Bra.  Or  mine  ?  [Draws. 
$  Bra.  Or  mine  ?  [Draws* 

4  Bra.  Or  mine  ?  [Draws. 
Mir.  I  fcorn  to  beg  my  life  ;  but  to  be  butcher'd  thus ! 

[Knocking.]  Oh,  there's  the  wine  ! This  moment  for 

my  life  or  death. 

Enter  Oriana. 
Loft,  for  ever  loft ! — Where's  the  wine,  child  ?     [Faintly* 

Ori.  Coming  up,  Sir.  [Stamps. 

Enter  Duretete  with  his  fword  drawn,    and  fix  of  the 

grand  Mufqueteers  with  their  pieces  prefented\  the  Ruf- 

fans  drop-  their  Jwords.     Oriana  goes  off. 

Mir.  The  wine,  the  wine,  the  wine!  Youth,  pleafure, 
fortune,  days  and  years  are  now  my  own  again  ! — Ah, 
my  dear  fronds  !  did  not  I  tell  you  this  wine  would  make 
me  merry  ? — Dear  Captain,  thefe  gentlemen  are  the  beft- 
natured,  facetious,  witty  creatures,  that  ever  you  knew. 
Enter  Lamorce. 

Lam.  Is  the  wine  come,  Sir  ? 

Mir.  Oh,  yes,  Madam,  the  wine  is  come — See  there  f 
[Pointing  to  the  foldiers.~\  Your  Ladyfhip  has  got  a  very 
fine  ring  upon  your  finger. 

Lam.  Sir,  'tis  at  your  fervice. 

Mir.  Oh,  ho !  is  it  fo  ?  Thou  dear  feven  hundred  pounds, 
thou'rt  welcome  home  again,  with  all  my  heart-^Xd's  my 

life. 
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life,  Madam,  you  have  got  the  finefl  built  watch  there  I 
Tompion's,  I  prefume. 

Lam.  Sir,  you  may  wear  it. 

Mir.  Oh,  Madam,  by  no  means,  'tis  too  much — Rob 
you  of  all ! — [Taking  it  from  ber.~\  Good  dear  time,  thou'rt 
a  precious  thing,  I'm  glad  I  have  retrieved  thee.  [Putting 
it  up.]  What,  my  friends  neglected  all  this  while  !  Gen 
tlemen,  you'll  pardon  my  complaifance  to  the  lady.-— 
How  now—  is  it  civil  to  be  fo  out  of  humour  at  my  en 
tertainment,  and  I  fo  pleafed  with  yours  ?  Captain,  you 
are  furprized  at  all  this  !  but  we're  in  our  frolics,  you 

muft  know. Some  wine  here. 

Enter  Servant  with  Wzne. 

Come,,  Captain,  this  worthy  gentleman's  health.  (Tweak 
the  firjl  Bravo  ly  the  nofe ;  be  roars, ~\  But  now,  where 
^— — where's  my  dear  deliverer,  my  boy,  my  charming 
boy  ! 

ifl  Bra.  I  hope  feme  of  our  crew  below-ftairs  have 
difpatched  him. 

Mir.  Villain,  what  fayeft  thou  ?  Difpatched  !  I'll  have 
ye  all  tortured,  racked,  torn  to  pieces  alive,  if  you  have 
touched  my  boy. — Here,  Page  !  Page  !  Page  ! 

[Runs  out. 

Dur.  Here,  gentlemen,  be  fure  you  fecure  thofe  fel 
lows. 

\Jl  Bra.  Yes,  Sir,  we  know  you  and  your  guard  will  be 
very  civil  to  us. 

Dur.  Now  for  you,  Madam  ; He,  he,  he.— I'm  fo 

pleafed  to  think  that  I  fliall  be  revenged  of  one  woman 
before  I  die — Well,  Miftrefs  Snap- Dragon,  which  of  thefe 
honourable  gentlemen  is  fo  happy  to  call  you  wife  ? 

ift  Brav.  Sir,  fhe  mould  have  been  mine  to-night,  be- 
caufe  Samprehere  had  her  laft  night.  Sir,  file's  very  true 
to  us  all  four. 

Dug.  Take  them  to  juftice. 

[The  Guards  carry  ojf  the  Bravoes* 
Enter  Old  Mirabel,  Dugard,  ^WBifarre. 

Old  Mir.  Robin,  Robin,  where's  Bob?  Where's  my 
boy  ? — What,  is  this  the  lady  ?  a  pretty  whore,  faith  ? — - 
Heark'e,  child,  becaufe  my  Ion  was  fo  civil  as  to  oblige 
you  with  a  coach,  I'll  treat  you  with  a  cart,  indeed  I  will. 

Dug.  Ay,  Madam, — and  you  fliall  have  a  (winging 
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equipage,  three  or  four  thoufand  footmen  at  your  heels 
ai  lea  ft'. 

Dur.  No  lefs  becomes  her  quality. 

Eif.  Faugh!  the  monfter  ! 

Dur.  Monfter !  ay,  you're  all  a  little  monftrous,  let 
me  tell  you. 

i  Eater  Mirabel. 

OUMlr.  Ah,  my  dear  Bob,  art  thou  fafe,  man  ? 

Mir.  No,  no,  Sir,  I'm  ruin'd,  the  faver  of  my  life  is 
loft. 

Old  Mir.  No,  he  came  and  brought  us  the  news. 

Mir.  But  where  is  he  ? • 

Eater  Oriana. 

Ha!   {Runs  and  embraces  her.]  My  dear  preferver,  what 
(hall  I  do  to  recompenfe  your  truft? — *  Father,  friends,, 

*  gentlemen,  behold  the  youth  that  has  relieved  me  from 

*  the.  mod  ignominious  death,   from  the  fcandalous  po- 

*  niards  of-theie  bloody  Ruffians,  where  to  have  fallen 

*  would  have  defamed  my  memory  with  vile  reproach— 
'  My  life,  eftare,   my  all,  is  due  to  fuch  a  favour* 
Command  me,  child :  before  you.  all,  before  my  late  fo 
kind  indulgent  ftars,  I  fwear  to  grant  whate'er  you  afk. 

On'.  To  the  fame  ftars,  indulgent  now  to  me,  I  will 
appeal  as  to  the  juftice  of  my  claim  ;  I  (hall  demand  but 

what  was  mine  before the  juft  performance  of  your 

contract  to  Oriana*  \I>  If  cover  ing  herfelf, 

Om.  Oriana  ! 

On.  In  this  difguife  I  refolved  to  follow  you  abroad, 
counterfeited  that  letter  that  got  me  into  your  fervice  ; 
and  fo,  by  this  ftrange  turn  of  fate,  I  became  the  inftru- 
ment  of  your  prefervation  \  few  common  fervants  would 
have  had  fuch  cunning ;  my  love  infpired  me  with  the 
meaning  of  your  meflage,  becaufe  my  concern  for  your 
fafety  made  me  fufpect  your  company. 

Dur.  Mirabel,  you're  caught. 

Mir.  Caught !   I  fcorn  the  thought  of  impofition,  '  the 

*  tricks  and  artful  cunning  of  the  fex  I  have  defpifed,  and 

*  broke  through  all  contrivance.*     Caught!  No,  'tis  my 
voluntary   a<5t ;  this  was   no   human  ftratagem,  but  by 
my  providential  ftars  defigned,  to  (hew  the  dangers  wan 
dering  youth  incurs  by  the  purfuit  of  an  unlawful  love> 
to  plunge  me  headlong^  in  the  fnares  of  vice,  and  then 

tft 
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to  free  me  by  the  bands  of  virtue. '  Here,  on  my  knees, 
I  humbly  beg  my  fair  preferver's  pardon  ;  my  thanks  are 
needlels,  for  mytelf  I  owe.  And  now  for  ever  do  proteft 
me  yours. 

Old  Mir.  Tall,  all,  di,  dall.  [S/ngs.]Kifs  me,  daughter 
—No,  you  fhall  kifs  me  firft,  [To  Lamorce.]  for  you're 
the  caufe  on't.  Well,  Bifarre,  what  fay  you  to  the  Cap 
tain  ? 

S^f.  I  like  the  beaft  well  enough,  but  don't  underftanci 
liis  paces  fo  well  as  to  venture  him  in  a  llrange  road. 

Old  Mir.  But  marriage  is  fo  beaten  a  path  that  you 
can't  go  .wrong. 

Bif.  Ay,  'tis  fo  beaten  that  the  way  is  fpoiled. 

Dur.  There  is  but  one  thing  mould  make. me  thy  huf- 
band — I  could  marry  thee  to-day  for  the  privilege  of 
beating  thee  to-morrow. 

Old  Mir.  Come,  come,  you  may  agree  for  all  this.  Mr. 
Dugard,  are  not  you  pleafed  with  this  ? 

Dug*  So  pleafed,  that  it  I  thought  it  might  fecure  your 
foil's  arledion  to  my  filler,  I  would  double  her  fortune. 

Mir.  Fortune !  has  (he  not  given  me  mine,  my  life, 
cftate,  my  all,  and  what  is  more,  her  virtuous  felf  ? 

*  Virtue,  in  this  fo  advantageous  life,  has  her  own  fpark- 
4  ling  charms,  more  tempting  far  than  glittering  gold  or 
4  glory.'    Behold  the  foil  {Pointing  to  Lamorce.]  that  fets 
this  brightnefs  off!  [To  Oriana  ]  Here  view  the  pride 
[  70  Oriana.]  and  fcandal  of  thefex.  [To  Lam.]  «  There 

*  [To  Lam.]  the  falfe  meteor,  whofe  deluding  light  leads 

*  mankind  to  deflrudtion.  Here  [To  Oriana.]  the  bright 

*  fhining  liar  that  guides  to  a  fecurity  of  happinefs.    A 
4  garden,  and  a  fmgle  me,  [To  Oriana.]  was  our  firft  fa- 
4  ther's  blifs ;  the  tempter,  [To  Lam.]  and  to  wander,  was 
4  his  curfe.' 

What  liberty  can  be  fo  tempting  there,          [To  Lam. 
As  a  foft,  virtuous,  am'rous  bondage  here  ?       [To  Ori. 

END  of  the  FIFTH  ACT, 
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EPILOGUE. 

Written  by  NATHANIEL  ROWE,  Efq. 


Fletcfor's  great  original,  to-day 
We  took  the  hint  of  this  our  modern  play  : 
-Our  author,  from  his  lines,  hasjlrsve  to  paint 
A  witty,  wild,  inconftant,  free  gallant : 
With  a  gay  foul,  withfcnfe,  and  will  to  rove, 
With  language,  and  with  f oft nefs  framed  to  move^ 
With  little  truth,  but  with  a  world,  of  love. 
Such  forms  on  maids  in  morning  Jlumbcrs  wait,  -i 

When  fancy firft  inftrutts  their  hearts  to  beat,  > 

Whenfirft  they  wiJJy,  and  Jigh  for  what  they  know  notyet.j 
Frown  not,  yc  fair,  to  think  your  lovers  may 
Reach  your  cold  hearts  by  fame  unguarded  way ; 
Let  Villeroy^s  misfortune  make  you  wife, 
There*  S*  danger ftill  in  darknefs  and furprife  \ 
though  from  his  rampart  he  dcjy'd  the  foe, 
Prince  Eugene  found  an  aqucdutt  below* 
With  cajy freedom,  and  a  gay  addrefs, 
A  P>'cffing  lover  feldom  wants  fuccefs : 
•Wbilft  the-refpeaful,  like  the'Greek,Jits  down> 
And  wajles  a  ten  year sjiege  before  one  toivn* 
for  her  own  fake, -let  no  forfaken  maid, 
Our  wanderer,  for  want  of  love,  upbraid^ 
Since  9tts  a  fecrct,  none  foould  e'er  confcfs, 
That  they  have  lojl  the  happy  pow'r  to  pleafe* 
If  you  I'ufpcEl  the  rogue  inclined  to  break, 
Break  firjl,  and f wear  you've  turned  him  off  a  week  J 
As  princes,  when  they  rcftyjiatefmm  doubt, 
Before  they  canfrrrender,  turn  them  out. 
Whatever  you  think,  grave  ufes  may  be  made, 
And  much  even  for  inconftancy  be  fa  id 

Let  the  good  man  for  marriage-rites  dejign'd,  -\ 

Withjludious  care,  and  diligence  of  mind,  > 

Turn  over  every  page  of  womankind ;  J 

Mark  every  fenfe,  and  how  the  readings  vary, 
And,  when  he  knows  the  worft  orSt, — let  him  marry. 
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To  the  Right  Honourable 

CHARLES  MONTAGUE, 

ONE    OF    THE 

LORDS  OF  THE  TREASURY. 

S  I  R, 

I  Heartily  wifh  this  play  were  as  perfect  as  I  intended 
it,  that  it  might  be  more  worthy  your  acceptance; 
and  that  my  Dedication  of  it  to  you  might  be  more  be 
coming  that  honour  and  efleem  which  I,  with  every  bo 
dy  who  is  fo  fortunate  as  to  know  you,  have  for  you. 
It  had  your  countenance  when  yet  unknown  j  and  now  it 
is  made  public,  it  wants  your  protection. 

I  would  not  have  any  body  imagine,  that  I  think  this 
play  without  its  faults,  for  I  am  confcious  of  feveral.  I 
confefs  I  defigned  (whatever  vanity  or  ambition  occa- 
iioned  that  defign)  to  have  written  a  true  and  regular  co 
medy;  but  I  found  it  an  undertaking  which  put  me  in 
mind  of-  •  --Su<let  multum,  fruftraquc  lalorct  aufus  idem. 
And  now  to  make  amends  tor  the  vanity  of  fueh  a  de 
fign,  I  do  confefs  both  the  attempt,  and  the  imperfect 
performance.  Yet  I  muft  take  the  boldnels  to  fay,  I 
have  not  mifcarried  in  the  whole ;  for  the  mechanical 
part  of  it  is  regular.  That  I  may  fay  with  a  little  vani 
ty,  as  a  builder  may  fay,  he  has  built  a  houfe  according 
to  the  model  laid  down  before  him  ;  or  a  gardener  that 
he  has  fet  his  flowers  in  a  knot  of  fuch  or  inch  a  figure. 
I  defigned  the  moral  firft,  and  to  that  moral  I  invented 
the  fable,  and  do  not  know  that  I  have  borrowed  one 
hint  of  it  any  where.  I  made  the  plot  as  ftrong  as  I 
could,  becaufeit  was  fingle;  and  I  made  it  iingle,  be- 
cauiel  would  avoid  confufion,  and  was  refolved  to  pre- 
ferve  the  three  unities  of  the  Drama.  Sir,  this  dit- 
courfe  is  very  impertinent  to  you,  whole  judgment  much 
better  can  dilcern  the  faults,  than  I  can  excufe  them  ; 
and  whole  good-nature,  like  that  of  a  lover,  will  mid 
A  2  out 
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o\it  thofe  hidden  beauties  (if  there  are  any  fuch)  which 
it  would  be  great  immodefty  for  me  to  difcover.  I  think 
I  do  not  fpeak  improperly  when  I  call  you  a  Lover  of 
Poetry ;  for  it  is  very  well  known  (he  has  been  a  very 
kind  miftrefs  to  you  ;  flie  has  not  denied  you  the  la  ft  fa 
vour,  and  {he  has  been  fruitful  to  you  in  a  moft  beauti 
ful  iflue — If  I  break  oft"  abruptly  here,  I  hope  every  bo- 
dy  will  underftand  that  it  is  to  avoid  a  commendation, 
which,  as  it  is  your  due,  would  be  moft  eafy  for  me  to 
pay,  and  too  troublefome  for  you  to  receive. 

I  have,  fince  the  afting  of  this  play,  hearkened  after 
the  objections  which  have  been  made  to  it ;  for  I  wars 
conftious  where  a  true  critic  might  have  put  me  upon 
iny  defence,  I  was  prepared  for  the  attack;  and  am 
pretty  confident  1  could  have  vindicated  fome  parts,  and 
excuted  others ;  and  where  there  were  any  plain  mifcar- 
riages,  I  would  moil  ingenuoufly  have  confefled  them. 
But 'I  have  not  heard  any  thing  laid  fufficient  to  provoke 
an  aniwer.  That  which  looks  moft  like  an  objection, 
does  not  relate  in  particular  to  this  play,  but  to  all  or 
moft  that  ever  have  been  written  ;  and  that  is  foliloquy. 
Therefore  I  will  aniwer  it,  not  only  for  my  own  fake, 
but  to  fave  ethers  the  trouble,  to  whom  it  may  here 
after  be  objected. 

I  grant,  that  for  a  man  to  talk  to  himfelf,  appears  ab- 
furd  and  unnatural ;  and  indeed  it  is  fo  in  moft  cafes  : 
but  the  circumftances  which  may  attend  the  occaiion 
make  great  alteration.  It  oftentimes  happens  to  a  man, 
to  have  defigns  which  require  him  to  himfelf,  and  in 
their  nature  cannot  admit  of  a  confident.  Such,  for 
certain,  is  all  villainy  ;  and  other  lefs  mifchievous  in 
tentions  may  be  very  improper  to  be  communicated  to  a 
fecond  perfon.  In  fuch  a  cafe,  therefore,  the  audience 
muft  obierve  whether  the  perfon  upon  the  ftage  takes  any 
notice  of  them  at  all,  or  no.  For  if  he  fuppofes  any 
one  10  be  by,  when  he  talks  to  himfelf,  it  is  monftrous 
and  ridiculous  to  the  laft  degree  ;  nay,  not  only  in  this 
cafe,  but  in  any  part  of  a  play,  if  there  is  exprefled  any 
.knowledge  of  an  audience,  it  is  infufferable.  But  other- 
wife,  when  a  man  in  foliloquy  reafons  with  himfelf,  and 
pro\  and  con's,  and  weighs  all  his  deiigns,  we  ought  not 
to  imagine  that  this  man  either  talks  to  us,  or  to  himfelf; 
he  is  only  thinking,  and  thinking  fuch  matter  as  were' 

in- 
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ihexcufable  folly  in  fiim  to  fpeak.  But  becaufe  we  are 
concealed  fpectators  of  the  plot  in  agitation,  and  the  poet 
finds  it  neceilary  to  let  us  know  the  whole  myftery  of  this 
contrivance,  he  is  willing  to  inform  us  of  this  perfon's 
thoughts;  and  to  that  end  is  forced  to  make  ufe  of  the 
expedient  of  ipeech,  no  better  way  being  yet  invented 
for  the  communication  of  thought. 

Another  very  wrong  objection  has  been  made  by  fome 
who  have  not  taken  leifure  to  diftinguifh  the  characters. 
The  hero  of  the  play^  as  they  are  pleafed  to  call  him, 
(meaning Mellefont)  'is  a  gull,  and  made  a  fool,  and 
cheated.  Is  every  man  a  gull  and  a  lool  that  is  deceived  ? 
At  that  rate  I  am  afraid  the  two  clafies  of  men  will  be  re 
duced  to  one,  and  the  knaves  themfelves  be  at  a  lofs  to 
juflify  their  title  ;  but  if  an  open-hearted  honeft  man, 
who  has  an  entire  confidence  in  one  whom  he  takes  to  be 
his  friend,  and  whom  he  has  obliged  to  be  fo  ;  and  who 
(to  confirm  him  in  his  op'nion)  in  all  appearance,  and 
upon  ieveral  trials,  has  been  fo ;  if  this  man  be  deceived 
by  the  treachery  of  the  other,  huift  he  of  neceflity  com 
mence  fool  immediately,  only  becaufe  the  other  has  pro- 
\-ecl  a  villain  ?  Ay,  but  there  was  a  caution  giverj  to 
Mellefont,  in  the  firi}  act,  by  his  friend  Carelefs.  Of 
what  nature  was  that  caution  ?  only  to  give  the  audience 
fome  light  into  the  character  of  Maikwell  before  his  ap 
pearance,  and  not  to  convince  Mellefont  of  his  treachery ; 
for  that  was  more  than  Carelefs  was  then  able-ro  do:  he 
never  knew  Mafk.vell  guilty  of  ;my  villainy  ;  he  was  on 
ly  a  fort  of  man  which  he  did  not  like.  "As  for  his  fuf- 
pecting  his  familarity  with  my  L?dy  Touchwood,  let 
them  examine  the  anfwer  that  Mellefont  makes  him, 
and  compare  it  with  the  conduct  of  MafkwelPs  character 
through  the  play. 

I  would  beg  them  again  to  look  into  the  charatter  of 
Mafkwell  before  they  accufe  Mellefont  of  weaknels  for 
being  deceived  by  him.  For  upon  fumming  up  the  en 
quiry  into  this  objection,  it  may  be  found  they  havemif- 
takt-n  cunning  ifl  one  character  for  folly  in  another. 

But  there  is  one  thing,  at  which  I  am  more  concerned 
th-rn  all  the  talfe  critic,Hms  that  are  made  upon  me  ;  and 
that  is,  fome  of  the  ladies  are  offended.  I  am  heartily 
forry  for  it ;  for  I  declare  I  would  rather  difoblige  all 
the  critics  in  the  world,  than  one  of  the  fair-fex.  They 
A  3  are 
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are  concerned  that  I  have  reprefented  fome  women  vici 
ous  and  affected  :  How  can  I  help  it  ?  It  is  the  bufmefs  of 
a  comic  poet  to  paint  the  vices  and  follies  of  human-kind; 
and  there  are  but  two  fexes,  male  and  female,  men  and 
women,  which  have  a  title  to  humanity  :  and  if  I  leave 
one  half  of  them  out,  the  work  will  be  imperfect.  I 
fhould  be  very  glad  ot  an  opportunity  to  make  my  com 
pliment  to  thole  ladies  who  are  offended ;  but  they  can 
no  more  expect  it  in  a  comedy,  than  to  be  tickled  by  afur- 
geon  when  he  is  letting  them  blood.  They  who  are  vir 
tuous  ordifcreet  fliould  not  be  offended;  for  fuch  charac 
ters  as  thefe  diitingulfli  them,  and  make  their  beauties 
more  fhining  and  obierved :  and  they  who  are  of  the 
other  kind,  may  nevenhelefs  pafs  for  fuch,  by  feeming 
not  to  be  difpleafed,  or  touched  with  the  fatire  of  this 
ComcJy.  1  hus  have  they  alfo  wrongfully  accufed  me  of 
doing  them  a  prejudice,  when  I  have  in  reality  done 
them  a  fervice. 

You  will  pardon  me,  Sir,  for  the  freedom  I  take  of 
making  anfwers  to  other  people,  in  an  epiftle  which 
ought  wholly  to  be  facred  to  you  :  but  fince  i  intend  the 
play  to  be  ib  too,  I  hope  I  may  take  the  more  liberty  of 
justifying  it  where  it  is  in  the  right. 

I  muft  now,  Sir,  declare  to  the  world  how  kind  you 
have  been  to  my  endeavours ;  for  in  regard  of  what  was 
well  meant,  you  have  excufed  what  was  ill  performed. 
I  beg  you  would  continue  the  fame  method  in  your  ac 
ceptance  of  this  dedication.  1  know  no  other  way  of  ma 
king  a  return  to  that  humanity  you  (hewed,  in  protecting 
an  infant, -but  by  enrolling  it  in  your  fervice,  now  that 
it  is  of  age,  and  corne  into  the  world.  Therefore,  be 
pleafed  to  accept  of  this  as  an  acknowledgment  of  the 
favour  you  have  {hewn  me,  and  an  earnefl  of  the  real  fer« 
vice  and  gratitude  of, 

S  I  R, 

Tour  moft  obliged^ 
Humble  Servant, 
WILLIAM  CONGREVE. 
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-  *i.      -*•  --V  t~  ^*  *  T  "     i'  r*i 

To  my  dear  Friend  Mr.  CONGREFE,  on  his  Comedy, 
called^  The  DOUBLE  DEALER. 


ELL  then ;  the  promised  hour  is  come  at  laft  ; 
The  prefent  age  of  witobfcures  the  pall: 


w 

Strong  were  our  fires,  and  as  they  fought  they  writ 

Conqu'iing  with  force  of  arms,  and  dint  of  wit; 

Theirs  was  the  giant  race,  before  the  flood; 

And  thus,  when  Charles  return'd,  our  empire  flood. 

Like  Janus,  he  the  ilabborn  foil  manur'd, 

With  rules  of  huibandry  the  ranknefs  cur'd  : 

Tam'dus  to  manners,  when  the  ftage  was  rude, 

And  boift'rous  Englifti  wit  with  art  indu*d. 

Our  age  was  cultivated  thus  at  length  ; 

But  what  we  gain'd  in  (kill  we  loft  in  flrength. 

Our  builders  were,  with  want  of  genius,  curft; 

The  fecond  temple  was  not  like  the  firft : 
'Till  you  the  beft  Vitruvius  tome  at  length, 
Our  beauties  equal,  but  excel  our  (Irength. 

Firm  Doric  pillars  found  your  folid  bafe  ;  -\ 

The  fair  Corinthian  crowns  the  higher  fpace ;  I 

Thus  all  below  is  ftrength,  and  all  above  is  grace.         J 

In  eafy  dialogue  is  Fletcher's  praife  : 

He  mov'd  the  mind,  but  had  no  pow'r  to  raife. 

Great  Johnfon  did  by  ftrength  or  judgment  pleafe  : 

Yet  doubling  Fletcher's  force,  he  wants  his  eafe. 

In  difPrent  talents  both  adorn'd  their  age ; 

One  for  the  iludy,  t'other  for  the  ftage. 

But  both  to  Congreve  juftly  {hall  fubmit, 

Onematch'd  in  judgment,  both  o'er-match'd  in  wit. 

In  him  all  beauties  of  this  age  we  fee,  "\ 

Etherege's  courtfhip,  Southerne's' purity  ;  V 

Thefatire,  wit,  and  ftrength  of  manly  Wycherley,       J 

All  this  in  blooming  youth  you  have  achieved  ; 

Nor  are  your  foil'd  cotemporaries  griev'd ; 

So  much  the  fweetnefs  of  your  manners  move^ 

We  cannot  envy  you,  becaufe  we  love. 

Fabius  might  joy  withScipio,  when  he  faw 

A  beardlefs  Conful  made  again  ft  the  law, 

And  join  his  fuffrage  to  the  votes  of  Rome; 

Though  he  with  Hannibal  was  overcome. 

4  Thus 
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Thus  old  Romnnobow'd  to  Raphael's  fame, 
And  fcholar  to  the  youth  he  taught,  became. 

Oh,  that  your  brows  my  laurel  had  fuftaiu'd, 
Well  had  I  been  depos'd,  if  you  had  reign'd! 
The  father  had  defcended  for  the  fon ; 
For  only  you  are  lineal  to  the  throne. 
Thus  when  the  State  one  Edward  did  depofe, 
A  greater  Edward  in  his  room  arofe. 
But  now,  not  I,  but  poetry  is  curs 'd, 
For  Tom  thefecond  reigns,  like  Tom  the  firft. 
But  let  them  not  miftake  my  patron's  part, 
Nor  call  his  charity  their  own  defert. 
Yet  this  I  prophefy  ;  thou  (halt  be  teen 
(Tho*  with  fome  fhort  parenthefis  bet  ween) 
High  on  the  throne  of  Wit ;  and  feated  there, 
Nor  mine  (that's  little)  but  thy  laurel  wear. 
Thy  firfl  attempt  an  early  promife  made, 
That  early  promife  this  has  more  than  paid, 
Sobol-d,  yet  fp  judicioufly  you  dare, 
That  your  lean  praife,  is  to  be  regular. 
Time,  place,  and  action,  may  with  pains  be  wrought, 
But  genius  mud  be  born,  and  never  can  be  taught. 
This  ,s  your  portion  ;   this  your  native  ftore; 
Heay'n,  that  but  once  was  prodigal  before, 
To  Shakefpeare  gave  as  much;  (he  could  not  give  him 
more. 

Maintain  your  poft  ;  that's  all  the  fame  you  need  ; 
For  'tis  impollible  you  fhould  proceed. 
Already  I  am  worn  with  cares  and  age, 
And  juft  abandoning  th*  ungratef ultfage; 
Unprofitably  kept  at  Heaven's  expence, 
I  live  a  rent-charge  on  his  providence  : 
But  you,  whom  ev'ry  mufe  and  grace  adorn, 
Whom  I  forefeeto  better  fortune  born, 
Be  kind  to  my  remains ;  and  Oh,  defend, 
Again#  your  judgment,  your  departed  friend  ! 
Let  not  th'  infulting  foe  iny  fame  purfue  ; 
But  (hade  rhofe  laurels  which  defcend  to  you  : 
And  uike  for  tribute  what  theie  lines  exprefs  : 
You  merit  more  ;  nor  could  my  love  do  lefs. 

JOHN  DRYDEN. 

P  R  O- 
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j 
PROLOGUE. 


1\/JOORS  have  this  way  (asftory  tells)  to  know 
•^         Whether  their  brats  are  truly  got ,  or  no ; 
Into  thefea  the  new-born  bale  is  thrown* 
T/Jcre,  as  inftinfl  directs,  to  fivim  or  drown* 
A  barbarous  device,   to  try  iffyoufe 
Has  kept  rcligioujly  her  nuptial  vows. 

Such  are  the  trials  poets  make  of  plays  ; 
Only  they  tntft  to  more  inconftant  fcas  ; 

So  Joes  our  author ^  this  his  child  commit  ^ 

To  the  tcmpcjiuous  mercy  of  'the pit ,  > 

To  know  if  it  be  truly  born  of  W}t.  J 

Critics,  avaunt ;  foryou  arefijb  of  prey, 
And  feed,  likefyarks,  upon  an  infant  play. 
Be  eifry  tnonfler  of  the  deep  away ; 
Let's  have  fair  trial,  and  a  clear  fea. 

Let  Nature  work,  and  do  not  damn  toofoon^  H 

For  life  willfiruggle  long,  ere  it  Jink  down  :  L 

And  will  at  leajl  rife  thrice  before  it  drown.  J 

Let  us  conjider,  had  it  been  our  fate, 
Thus  hardly  to  be  proved  legitimate  ! 
I  will  not  fay  we'd  all  in  danger  been, 
Ifrere  each  tofuffcrfor  his  mother's  fin  : 
J3ut  by  my  troth  1  cannot  avoid  thinking, 
How  nearly  fame  good  men  might  have  'fraf  ^d finking, 
But,  Irleaven  be  prais'd,  this  cujlom  is  confined 
Alone  to  th*  offspring  of  the  mufes  kind : 
Our  Chriftian  cuckolds  are  more  bent  to  pity  ; 
I  know  not  one  Moor-hujband  in  the  city. 
I9 th* good  man's  arms  the  chopping  bajlard  thrives^ 
For  he  thinks  all  his  own  that  is  his  wives. 

Whatever  fate  is  for  this  play  dejtgn'd, 
The  pact's  fur  e  he  Jhall  fome  comfort find : 
For  if  his  mufe  has  play' d  him  falfe,  the  worft  •* 

That  can  befal  him,  is,  to  be  divorced ;  V 

YouhuJbandsjuJge,  if  that  be  to  be  curs' d.  J 

D  R  A- 


DRAMATIS    PERSONS. 
MEN. 

' 

Covent-Garden* 
Majkwcll,  a  villain  ;  pretended  friend 

to  Mellefont)  gallant  to  Lady  Touch- 

wood,  and  in  love  with  Cynthia          Mr.  Sheridan. 
Lord  Touchwood,  uncle  to  Melkfont       Mr.  Clarke. 
ftlellefont,  promifed  to,    and  in   love 

with  Cynthia  Mr.  Wroughton. 

Carelefs,  his  friend  Mr.  Lewis. 

Lord  Froth,  a  folemn  coxcomb  Mr.  Booth. 

'JB^ljk  Mr.  Woodward. 

Sir  Paul  Plyant,  an  uxorious,  foolifh, 

old  Knight ;  brother  to  Lady  Touch- 

wooil)  and  father  to  Cynthia  Mr.  Macklin. 

WOMEN. 

Lady  Touchwood,  inlove  with  Mcllefint    Mrs.  Jackfofl. 

Cynthia,  daughter  to  Sir  Paul  by  a  for 
mer  wife,  promifed  to  Mellcfont  Mifs  Dayes. 

Lady  Froth,   a  great  coquet ;  preten 
der  to  poetry,  wit,  and  learning  Mrs.  .Mattocks. 

Plyant,  infolent  to  her  hufband, 
and  eafy  to  any  pretender  Mif&  Macklin. 

Chaplain,  Boy,  footmen,  and  Attendants. 

The  SCENE,    rf  Gallery  in  Lord  Touchwood'j   Houfa 
with  Chambers  adjoining. 
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The  lines  diftingut/bed  by  inverted  comas,  l  thus,"1  are  omitted  in  tht 


ACT        I. 

SCENE,     ^  Gallery  in   Lord  TouchwoodY  Houje, 
with  Chambers  adjoining* 

Enter  Carelefs,  cr offing  the  ft  age  >  with  bis  hat,  gloves,  and 
Jkvord  in  his  hands,,  asjtfft  r,ifenfram  table  j  3Mellefont 
following  him, 

MEL  ^-E  FONT. 

NED,  Ned,  whither  fo  faft  !  What.,  turn'd  flin- 
cher  !  Why,  you  wo'not  leave. iu.?. 

Care.  Where  are  the  women  ?  I'm  weary  of  guzzling, 
and  begin  to  think  them  the  better  company. 

Mel.  Then  thy  reafon  Daggers,  and  thou'rt  almoft 
drunk. 

Care.  No,  faith,  but  your  fools  grow  noify  ;  andifar' 
man  muft  endure  the  noile  of  words  without  fenfe,  I  think 
the  women  have  more  mufical  yokes,  and  become  non- 
fenfe  better. 

Mel.  Why,  they  are  at  the  end  of  the  gallery,  retired 
to  their  tea  and  fcandal,  according  to  their  ancient  cu- 

ilom  after  dinner. But  I  made  a  pretence  to  fallow 

you,  becaufe  I  had  fomething  to  lay  to  you  in  private, 
and  I  am  not  like  to  have  many  opportunities  this  eve 
ning. 

Care.  And  here's  this  coxcomb  moil  critically  come  to 
interrupt  you. 

Enter 
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Enter  Brifk. 

Brifk.  Boys,  boys,  lads,  where  are  you  ?  What,  do 
you  give  ground  ?  Mortgage  for  a  bottle,  ha  ?  Carclefs, 
this  is  your  trick ;  you  ,are  always  fpoiling  company  by 
leaving  it. 

Care.  And  thou  art  always  fpoiling  company  by  co- 
tming  into  it. 

Brisk.  Pooh,  ha,  ha,  ha,  I  know  you  envy  me.  Spite, 

proud  fpite,  by  the  gods !  and  burning  envy. I'll  be 

judged  by  Mellefont  here,  who  gives  and  takes  raillery 
better,  you  or  I.  Pfhaw,  man,  when  I  fay  you  fpoil 
company  by  leaving  it,  I  mean  you  leave  nobody  for  the 
company  to  laugh  at.  I  think  there  I  was  with  you,  ha ! 
Mellefont. 

Mel.  O*  my  word,  Brifk,  that  was  a  home  thrufl— 
you  have  lilenced  him. 

Brisk.  Oh,  my  dear  Mellefont,  let  me  perifli  if  thou 
art  not  the  foul  of  converfation,  the  very  efience  of  wit, 

and  fpirit  of  wine The  deuce  take  me,  if  there  were 

three  good  things  faid,  or  one  underftood,  fince  thy  am 
putation  from  the  body  of  our  fociety He,  I  think 

that's  pretty  and  metaphorical  enough  :  'Egad,  I  could 
not  have  faid  it  out  of  thy  company— -Carelefs,  ha  ! 
Care.  Hum,  what  is  it  ? 

Briik.  O,  montteur!  What  is*t !  Nay,  gad  I'll  pu- 
nilh  you  for  want  of  apprehenlios  :— the  deuce  take  me 
if  I  tell  you. 

Mel.  No,  no,  hang  him,  he  has  no  tafte— But,  dear 
Briik,  excufe  me,  I  have  a  little  bufmefs. 

Care.  Pr'ythee,  get  thee  gone  :  thou  feeft  we  are  fe- 
rious. 

Mel.  We'll  come  immediately  if  you'll  but  go  in, 
and  keep  up  good  humour  and  fenfe  in  the  company  : 

Pr'ythee  do they'll  fall  afleepelfe. 

Brisk.  'Egad  fo  they  will Well  I  will,  I  will  ;  gad 

you  lhall  command  me  from  the  zenith  to  the  nadir. — — 
But  the  deuce  take  me  if  I  fay  a  good  thing  'till  ymi 
come. — But  pr'ythee,  dear  rogue,  make  haite,  pr'yihee 
inake  hafte,  I  {hall  burft  elfe.—  And  yonder  your  uncle, 
rny  Lord  Touchwood,  fwears  he'll  di (inherit  you,  and  Sir 
Paul  Plyant  threatens  to  difclaim  you  for  a  fon-in-law, 
and  my  Lord  Froth  won't  dance  at  your  wedding  to-mor 
row  i 
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-  row ;  nor  the  deuce  take  me,  I  won't  write  your  epithala- 
mium  and  fee  what  a  c;*idition  you're  like  to  be 

brought  to. 

Mel.  Well,  1*11  fp.eak  but  three  words,  and  follow 
you. 

Erljk.  Enough,  enough.  Carelefs,  bring  your  appre- 
henlion  along  with  you.  [ifovY. 

Care.  Pert  coxcomb. 

Mel.  Faith*  'tis  a  good-natured  coxcomb,  and  has  ve 
ry  entertaining  follies-'  You  muft  be  more  humane 
.  to  him  ;  at  this  juncture  it  will  do  me  fervice.  I'll  tell 
you,  I  would  have  mirth  continued  this  day  at  any  rate  ; 
tho*  patience  purchafe  folly,  and  attention  be  paid  with 
noife.  There  are  times  when  fenfe  may  be  unfeafona- 
ble,  as  well  as  truth.  Pr'ythee  do  thou  wear  none  to 
day  ;  but  allow  Brifk  to  have  wit,  that  thou  may  ft  feem  a 
fool. 

Care.  Why,  how  now,  why  this  extravagant  propo- 
Tition  ? 

Mel.  O,  I  would  have  no  room  for  ferious  defign,  for 
1  am  jealous  of  a  plot.  1  would  have  nolle  and  imperti 
nence  keep  my  Lady  Touchwood's  head  from  working : 
for  Hell  is  not  more  bufy  than  her  brain,  nor  contains 
more  devils  than  that  imaginations. 

Care.  I  thought  your  fear  of  her  had  been  over- —  Is 
not  to-morrow  appointed  for  your  marriage  with  Cyn 
thia,  and  her  father  Sir  Paul  Plyant  come  to  fettle  the 
writings  this  day,  on  piirpofe  ? 

Mel.  True;  but  you  {hall  judge  whether  I  have  not 
reafon  to  be  alarmed.  None  befides  you  and  Maikxvell 
are  acquainted  with  the  fecret  of  my  aunt  Touchwood's 
.violent  paffion  for  me.  Since  cry  firit  retufai  of  her  ad- 
drefles,  fhe  has  endeavoured  to  do  me  all  ill  offices  with 
my  uncle ;  yet  has  managed  them  with  that  fubnhyt 
that  tohinj  they  have  borne  the  face  of  kiudnefs,  while 
her  malice,  like  a  dark  ianthorn,  only  fhone  upon,  me, 
.where  it  was  directed.  Still  it  gave  me  lefa  perplexity  to 
prevent  the  fuccefs  of  her  difpleafure,  than  ta  avoid  the 
importunities  of  her  love  ;  and  of  two  evils,  I  thought 
Hiyfelf  favoured  in  her  averiion  :  but  whether  urged  by 
her  defpair,  and  the  ihorr  profpect  of  time  fhe  faw,  to 
accomplilh  her  defigns  ;  whether  the  hopes  of  revenue, 
or  ur  her  love,  terminated  in  the  view  of.  this  my  mar- 
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riage  with  Cynthia,  I  know  not;  but  this  morning  fhc 
furprized  me  in  my  be*     • 

Care.  Was  there  ever  fuch  a  fury  !  'Tis  well  Nature 
has  not  put  it  into  her  fex's  power  to  ravifh. — Well,  blets 
us  !  proceed.  What  followed  ? 

Mil.  What  at  firft  amazed  me  ,*  for  I  looked  to  have 
fceti  her  iu  all  the  tranfports  of  a  ilighted  and  revengeful 
woman  :  but  when  I  expected  thunder  from  her  voice, 
and  lightning  in  her  eyes,  I  faw  her  melted  into  tears, 
and  hufhed  into  a  figh.  It  was  long  before  either  of  us 
fpoke,  paffion  had  tied  her  tongue,  and  amazement  mine. 
—In  (hort,  the  confequence  was  thus  :  (he  omitted  no 
thing  that  the  molt  violent  love  could  urge,  or  tender 
words  exprefs  ;  which  when  (he  faw  had  no  effect,  but 
fHll  I  pleaded  honour  and  nearnefs  of  blood  to  my  uncle, 
then  came  the  itorm  I  feared  at  firft ;  for  itarting  ffoni 
my  bed-fide  like  a  fury,  (lie  flew  to  my  fword,  and  with 
much  ado  I  prevented  her  doing  me  or  herfelf  a  mifchief : 
having  difarmed  her,  in  a  gull  of  paffion  (lie  left  me,  and 
in  a  refolution,  confirmed  by  a  thoufand  curfes,  not  to 
clofe  her  eyes,  'till  they  had  feen  my  ruin. 

Care.  Exquifite  Woman  !  But  what  the  devil  does  (lie 
think  thou  haft  no  more  fenfe  than  to  get  an  heir  upon 
her  body  to  difinherit  thyfelf :  for,  as  I  take  it,  this  iec- 
tlement  upon  you,  is  with  a  provifo  that  your  uncle  have 
no  children. 

Mel.  It  is  fo.  Well,  the  fervice  you  are  to  do  me^ 
will  be  a  pleafure  to  yourfelf;  I  mud  get  you  to  engage 
my  Lady  Plyant  all  this  evening,  that  my  pious  aunt 
may  not  work  her  to  her  intereir..  And  if  you  chance  to 
fecure  her  to  yourfelf,  you  may  incline  her  to  mine. 
She  is  handfome,  and  knows  it ',  is  very  filly,  and  thinks 
(he  has  fenfe,  and  has  an  old  fond  hu(band. 

Care.  I  confefs  a  very  fair  foundation  for  a  lover  to 
build  upon. 

Mel.  For  my  Lord  Froth,  he  and  his  wife  will  be  fuf- 
ficiemiy  taken  up  with  admiring  one  another,  and  Briflt's 
galantiy,  as  they  cail  it.  I'll  obfervc  my  uncle  myfelf  ; 
and  Jack  Malkweii  has  promifed  me  to  watch  my  aunt 
narrowly,  and  give  me  notice  upon  any  fufpicion.  As 
for  Sii  Pual,  my  wife  father-in-law  that  is  to  be,  my 
.  /i.ihia  has  fuch  a  ihare  in  his  fatherly  fondneis,  he 

would 
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would  fcarce  make  her  a  moment  uneafy,  to  have  her. 
happy  hereafter. 

Care.  So,  you  have  manned  your  works;  but  I  wifh 
you  may  not  have  the  weakeft  guard  where  the  enemy 
is  flrongeft. 

Md.  Mafkwell,  you  mean ;  pr'ythee  why  fhould  you 
fufpeft  him  ? 

Care.  Faith,  I  cannot  help  it ;  you  know  I  never  liked 
him  ;  I  am  a  little  fuperftitious  in  phyiiognomy. 

Md,  He  has  obligations  of  gratitude  to  bind  him  to 
me;  his  dependence  upon  my  uncle  is  through  my 
means. 

Care.  Upon  your  aunt,  you  mean. 

Md.  My  aunt ! 

Care.  I  am  miiUken  if  there  be  not  a  familiarity  be 
tween  them  you  do  not  fufpeft,  notwithstanding  her  paf- 
fiya  fur  you.' 

Mel.  Pooh,  pooh,  nothing  ia  ine  world  but  lus  <It> 
iign  to  do  me  fervjce ;  and  he  endeavours  to  be  well  in 
Lerefteem,  that  he  may  be  able  to  effe&  it. 

Care.  Well,  I  fliall  be  glad  to  be  miitaken  :  but  your 
aunt's  averfion  in  her  revenge  cannot  be  any  way  fo  ef- 
fetftgally  (hewn,  as  in  bringing  forth  a  child  to  difmherit; 
you.  She  is  handibme  and  cunning,  and  naturally  wan 
ton.  Mafkwell  is  flefli  and  blood  at  belt,  and  opportu 
nities  between  them  are  frequent.  His  affection  to  you, 
you  have  confefled,  is  grounded  upon  his  intereft,  that 
'you  have  tranfplanted  ;  and  (hould  it  take  root  in  my  la 
dy,  I  do  not  fee  what  you  can  expect  from  the  fruit, 

Mel.  I  confefs  the  confequence  is  viiible,  were  your 
fufpicions  juft. — But  fee,  the  company  is  broke  up,  let 
us  meet  them. 

Enter  Lord  Touchwood,  Lord  Froth,    £V  Paul;  Ply  ant, 
and  Brilk. 

L,d.  T.  Out  upon't,  nephew— leave  your  father-in- 
law,  and  me,  to  maintain  our  ground  againft  young 
people. 

Mel.  I  beg  your  Lordihip's  pardom— we  were  juft  re 
turning.— 

Sir  P.  Were  you,  fon  ?    Gadsbud,  much  better  as  it 

is — Good,  firange  !     I  fwear  I'm  almoft  tipfy — •. — t'other 

bottle  would  have  been  too  powerful  for  me— as  fure  as 

B  2  can 
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can  be  it  would. — We  wanted  your  company,  but  Mr. 
Brifk — where  is  he  ?  I  fwear  and  vow  he's  a  rnoft  face 
tious  perfon — and  jthe  beft  company. And  my  Lord 

Froth,  your  Lordwip  is  fo  merry  a  man,  he,  he,  he.  , 
Ld.  F.  O  toy,  Sir  Paul,  what  do  you  mean  ?  Merry ! 

0  barbarous  !  I'd  as  lieve  you  called  me  fool. 

Sir  P.  Nay,  I  protefl  and  vow  now,  *tis  true ;  when 
Mr.  Brifk  jokes,  your  Lordfhip's  laugh  does  fa  become 
you,  he,  he,  he. 

Ld.  F.  Ridiculous !  Sir  Paul,  you're  ftrangety  mifta- 
ken ;  I  fir.d  Champagne  is  powerful.  I  aflure  you,  Sir 
Paul,  I  laugh  at  nobody's  jeft  but  my  own,  or  a  lady's  ; 

1  allure  you,  Sir  Paul. 

Brisk.  How !  how,  my  Lord  !  What,  affront  my 
wit !  Let  me  perifh,  do  I  never  fay  any.  thing  worthy  to 
be  laughed  at  ? 

T.A  F.  O  foy,  don'r  mifap^rslieudm©  j  1  iKni't  f«y 
&>,  for  I  often  fmile  at  your  conceptions.  But  there  is 
nothing  more  unbecoming  a  man  of  quality,  than  to 
Inugh  ;  'tis  fuch  a  vulgar  expreflion  of  the  palfion  !  every 
body  cnn  laugh.  Then  efpecially  to  laugh  at  the  jeft  of 
an  inferior  person,  or  when  any  body  elfe  of  the  farse 
quality  does  not  laugh  witli  one.  Ridiculous  !  to  be 
pka'ed  with -what  pleafes  the  croud !  Now,  when  I 
laugh,  I  always  laugh  alone. 

Brid\  I  fuppofe  that's  becaufe  you  laugh  at  your  own 
jeils,  'egad,  iui,  ha,  ha. 

LJ.  F.  He,  he,  I  fwc-ar  tho',  your  raillery  provokes 
me  to  a  fmile. 

Brisk.  Ay,  my  Lord,  it's  a  fign  I  hit  you  in  the 
teeth,  if  you  {hew  'era 

Ld.  F.  He,  he,  he,  I  fwear  that's  fo  very  pretty,  I 
can't  forbear. 

*  Care.  I  find  a  quibble  bears  more  fway  in  your  Lord- 
'  fhip's  face  than  a  jell. ' 

Ld.  T.  Sir  Paul,  if  you  pleafe  we'll  retire  to  the  ladies, 
and  drink  a  difh  of  tea  to  fettle  our  heads. 

Sir  P.  With  all  my  heart. — Mr.  Br'tlk,  you'll  come  to 
ys  -  ^or  call  ;ne  when  you  joke — I'll  be  ready  to  laugh 
incontinently.  [Exeunt  Ld.  Touch.  orW&'r  Paul. 

Mel.  But  does  your  Lordfhip  never  fee  comedies  ? 

Ld.  F.  O  yes,  fometimes,'  but  I  never  laugh. 
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Mel.  No? 

Ld.  F.  Oh,  no* — never  laugh  indeed,  Sir. 

Care.  No  !   Why,  what  d'ye  go  there  for  ? 

Ld.  F.  To  diftinguifh  myleU  from  the  commonalty, 
snd  mortify  the  poets ; — the  fellows  grow  fo  conceited 
when  any  of  their  foolifh  wit  prevails  upon  the  fide- 
boxes. — I  fwear he,  he,  he,  I  have  of  ten  conftrained 

my  inclinations  to  laugh"  he,  he,  he,  to  avoid  giving 
them  encouragement 

Mel.  You  are  cruel  to  yourfelf,  my  Lord,  as  well  as 
malicious  to  them. 

Ld.  F.  I  confefs  I  did  myfelf  fome  violence  at  firlr, 
but  now  I  think  I  have  conquered  it. 

Brisk.  Let  me  perifh,  my  Lord,  but  there  is  fome- 
thing  very  particular  in  the  humour;  'tis  true,  it  makts 
againll  wit,  and  I'm  forry  for  feme  friends  of  mine  that 
write,  but  'egad,  I  love  to  be  malicious. — Nay,  deuce 
take  me,  there's  wit  in't  too-« — and  wit  mull  be  foiled 
by  wit ;  cut  a  diamond  with  a  diamond,  no  other  way, 
'egad. 

Ld.  F.  Oh,  I  thought  you  would  not  be  longbekre 
you  found  out  the  wit. 

Caie.  Wit!  In  what  ?  Where  the  Devil's  the  wit  in 
not  laughing  when  a  man  has  a  mind  to't  f 

Brisk.  O  lord,  why,  can't  you  find  it  out  ?— -— Why, 

there 'tis,  in  the  not  laughing- Don't  you  apprehend 

me  ? My  Lord,  Carelefs  is  a  very  honeti  frcrlkw,  but 

hark  ye — you  underttand  me,  fbmewhat  heavy,  a  little 
fhallow,  orfo. — Why,  Til  tell  you  now,  fuppoft-  now  you 

come  up  to  me Nyyv  pr'ythee  Careieis  be  initruc"ted. 

Suppoie,  as  I  was  faying,  you  come  up  to  me  holding 
your  fides,  and  laughing,  -as  if  you  wpuld^--r—  Well — I 
look  grave,  and  alk  the  ca-ufe  of  this  immoderate  mirrh — 

You  laugh  on  dill,  and  are. not  able  to  tell  noe Still  .1 

look  grave,  not  fo  much  as  fin  He. • 

Care.  Smile,  no,  what  the  Devil  fhould  you  fmile  at, 
when  you  fuppofe  I  can't  tell  you  ? 

Brisk.  Pihaw,  pfliaw,  pr'ythee  don't  interrupt  me..— — 
But  I  tell  you,  you  iball  tell  me-— at  hilt — l\.\t  it  (hail  be 
a  great  while  iirih 

•Cart.  \Veli ;  but  pr'ythee  don't  lee  it  be  a  greut  while, 
becaufe  I  long  to  have  it  over. 

B  Brik. 
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Brisk.  Well  then,  you  tell  me  fome  good  jeft,  or  very 
witty  thing,  laughing  all  the  while  as  if  you  were  ready 

to  die and  I  Jiear  it,  and  look  thus.          Would  not 

you  be  disappointed  ? 

Care.  No:  for  it  it  were  a  witty  thing,  I  fliould  not 
expeft  you  to  underftand  it. 

Ld.  F.  O  foy,  Mr.  Garelefs,  all  the  world  allows  Mr. 
Brilk  to  have  wit ;  my  wife  faysjie  has  a  great  deal.  I 
hope  you  think  her  a  judge. 

Brisk.  Pooh,  my  Lord,  his  voice  goes  for  nothing.— 
I  can't  tell  how  to  make  him  apprehend.— Take  it  t'other 
Way.  Suppofe  I  fay  a  witty  thing  to  you  ? 

Care.  Then  I  (hall  be  disappointed  indeed. 

Mel.  Let  him  alone,  Brifk,  he  is  obftinately  bent  not 
to  be  inftru&ed. 

Brisk.  I'm  ferry  for  him,  the  deuce  take  me. 

M(L  Shall  we  go  to  the  ladies,  my  Lord  ? 

Ld*  F.  With  all  my  heart  j  —  methinks  we  are  a fo- 
litude  without  them. 

Mel.  Or,  what  fay  you  to  another  bottle  of  Cham 
pagne  ? 

Ld.  F>  0,  for  the  univerfe,  not  a  drop  more,  I  be- 
feech  you.  Oh,  intemperate !  I  have  a  rlufliing  in  my 
face  already.  [Takes  out  a  pocket  glafs,  axd  looks  in  it. 

Brhk.  Let  me  fee,  let  me  fee,  my  Lord,  I  broke  my 
glafs  that  was  in  the  lid  of  my  fnuff-box.  Hum  !  Deuce 
take  me,  I  have  encouraged  a  pimple  here  too. 

[Takes  the  glafs ,  and  looks. 

L,d.  F.  Then  you  mull  mortify  him  with  a  patch  ;  my 
wife  fhall  f apply  you.  Come,  gentlemen,  *//.'«*,  here 
is  company  coming.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Lady  Touchwood  and  Malkwell. 

JL.  T.  I'll  hear  no  more  Y*are  falfe  and  ungrate 
ful  ;  come,  I  know  you  falfe. 

Mask.  I  have  been  frail  I  confefs,  Madam,  for  your 
Ladyfhip's  fervice. 

L.  T.  That  I  mould  truft  a  man  whom  I  had  known 
her  ray  bis  friend  ! 

Mask.   What  friend  have  I  betrayed ;  Or  to  whom  ? 

L.  T.  Your  fond  friend  Mellefont,  and  to  me — — — 
Can  you  deny  it  ? 

Mask.  I  do  not. 
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L.  T.  Have  you  not  wronged  my  Lord,  who  has 
been  a  father  to  you  in  your  wants,  and  given  you  be 
ing  ?  Have  you  not  wronged  him  in  the  higheft  manner, 
in  his  bed  ? 

Mask.  With  your  Ladyfhip's  help,  and  for  your  fer- 
vice,  as  I  told  you  before.  1  cannot  deny  that  neither. 
Any  thing  more,  Madam  ? 

L.  7.  More  !  audacious  villain.  Oh.  what's  more  is 
moft  my  fliame Have  you  not  difhonoured  me  ? 

Mask.  No,  that  I  deny  ;  for  I  never  told  in  all  my 
life  :  fo  that  accufation's  anfwered. On  to  the  next. 

L.  7".  Death,  do  you  dally  with  my  patfion  ?  Info- 
lent  devil !  But  have  a  care provoke  me  not ;  for, 

by  the  eternal  fire,  you  fiiall  not  efcape  my  vengeance.— 
Calm  villain  !  how  unconcerned  he  itands,  confeffing 
treachery  and  ingratitude!  Is  there  a  vice  more  black  I 
•  Oh,  I  have  excujfes,  thoufands,  for  my  faults  ;  fire 
in  my  temper,  paffions  in  my  foul,  apt  to  every  provo 
cation  ;  oppreffed  at  once  with  love  and  with  defpair  : 
butafedate,  a  thinking  villain,  whofe  black  blood  runs 
temperately  bad,  what  excufe  can  clear  ? 

Mask.  Will  you  be  in  temper,  Madam  ?  I  would  not 
talk  not  to  be  heard.  I  have  been  [She  walks  about  dlj "or 
dered. ~\  a  very  great  rogue  for  your  lake,  and  you  reproact^ 
me  with  it ;  I  am  ready  to  be  a  rogueftill,  to  do  you  fer- 
vice  ;  and  you  are  flinging  confcience  and  honour  in  my 
face,  to  rebate  my  inclinations.  How  am  I  to  behave 
myfelf  ?  You  know  I  am  your  creature,  my  life  and  for 
tune  in  your  power ;  to  drfoblige  you  brings  me  certain 
ruin.  Allow  it,  I  would  betray  you,  I  would  not  be  a 
traitor  to  myfelf:  I  do  not  pretend  to  honefty,  becaufe 
you  know  I  am  a  rafcal :  but  I  would  convince  you  from 
the  necefiity  of  my  being  firm  to  you. 

L.  7",  Neceflity,  impudence  !  Can  no  gratitude  in 
cline  you,  no  obligations  touch  you  ?  '  Have  not  my 
'  fortune  and  my  perfon  been  lubjefted  to  your  plea- 
*  fure?'  Were  you  not  in  the  nature  of  a  fervant,  and 
have  not  I  in  eftec"t  made  you  lord  of  all,  of  me,  and  of 
my  Lord?  Where  is  that  humble  love,  the  languiih,  ;g, 
that  adoration,  which  once  was  paid  me,  and  cverlafting-: 
ly  engaged  ? 

Mask, 
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Mask.  Fixed,  rooted  in  my  heart,  whence  nothing 
can  remove  them,  yet  you - 

L.  T.  Yet,  what  yet  ? 

Mask.  Nay,  mifconceive  me  not,  Madam,  when  I 
fay  I  have  had  a  generous  and  a  faithful  paffion,  which 
you  had  never  favoured  bat  thro'  revenge  and  policy. 

L.  T.  Ha ! 

Mask.  Look  you,  Madam,  we  are  alone,— Pray  con 
tain  yourfelf,  and  hear  me.  You  know  you  loved  your 
nephew  when  I  fir  ft  fighed  for  you  ;  I  quickly  found  it ; 
an  argument  that  I  loved :  for  with  that  art  you  veiled 
your  paffion,  'twas  imperceptible  to  all  but  jealous  eyes. 
This  diicovery  made  me  bold,  I  confefs  it ;  for  by  it  I 
thought  you  in  my  power.  Your  nephew's  fcorn  of  you 
added  to  my  hopes ;  I  watched  the  occafion,  and  took 
you,  juft  repulfed  by  him,  warm  at -once  with  love  and 
indignation  ;  your  difpofition,  my  arguments,  and  hap 
py  opportunity,  accomplifhed  my  defign  ;  I  prefl  the 
yielding  minute,  and  was  bleft.  How  I  have  loved  you 
fince,  words  have  not  (hewn,  then  how  fhould  wordfr 
cxprefs  ? 

X.  T.  Well,  mollifying  devil! And  have  I  not 

met  your  love  with  forward  fire  ? 

Mask.  Your  zeal  I  grant  was  ardent,  but  mifplaced  ; 
^ere  was  revenge  in  view ;  that  woman's  idol  had  de 
filed  the  temple  of  the  god,  and  love  was  made  a  mock- 

worfhip. A  fon  and  heir  would  have   edged  young 

Mellefont  upon  the  brink  of  ruin,  and  left  him  none  but 
you  to  catch  at  for  prevention. 

L.  T.  Again,  provoke  me  !  Do  you  wind  me  like  a 
larum,  only  to  roufe  my  lulled  foul  for  your  diverfion  ? 
Contufion  ! 

Mask.  Nay,  Madam,  I  am  gone,  if  you  relapfe  •  • » 
What  needs  this  ?  I  fay  nothing  but  wh.tt  you  yourfelf, 
in  open  hours  of  love,  have  told  me.  Why  fhould  you 
deny  it  ?  Nay,  how  can  you  ?  Is  not  all  this  prefent  heat 
owing  to  the  fame  fire  ?  Do  you  not  love  him  lull  ?  How- 
have  I  this  day  offended  you,  but  in  not  breaking  oft'  his 
match  with  Cynthia  ?  which,  ere  to-morrow,  mall  be 
done had  you  but  patience. 

L.  T.  How,   what  faid  you,  Malkwell, Another 

caprice  to  unwind  my  temper? 
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MasL  By  Heav'n,  no ;  I  am  your  flave,  the  flave  of 
all  your  pleafures  ;  and  will  not  reft  'till  I  have  given  you 
peace,  would  you  fuffer  me. 

Z,.  ST.  Oh,  Mafkwell,  in  vain  do  I  difguife  me  from 
thee,  thou  knoweft  me,  knoweil  the  very  inmoft  wind 
ings  *  and  recedes'  of  my  foul.-  •'  Oh,  Mellefont !  I 
4  burn  :'  married  to-morrow  !  Defpair  ftrikes  me  !  Yet 
my  foul  knows  I  hate  him  too  :  let  him  but  once  be  mine, 
*  and  next  immediate  ruin  feize  him.' 

Mask.  Compofe  yourfelf,  you  fhall  poflefs  and  ruin 
him  too — Will  that  pleafe  you  ? 

L.  T.  How,  how  ?  thou  dear,  thou  precious  villain, 
how  ? 

Mask.  You  have  already  been  tampering  with  my  La- 
dy  Plyant. 

L.  T,  I  have  j  (he  is  ready  for  any  impreilion  I  think 

£<• 

Mask.  She  mufl  be  thoroughly  perfuaded  that  Mclle- 
font  loves  her. 

L.  T.  She  is  fo  credulous  that  way  naturally,  and 
likes  him  fo  well,  that  ftie  will  believe  it  fafter  than  I  can 
perfuade  her.  But  I  don't  fee  what  you  can  propofe 
from  fuch  a  trifling  defign  ;  for  her  firfl  converfing  with 
Mellefont  will  convince  her  of  the  contrary. 

Mask.  I  know  it— I  don't  depend  upon  it. But  it 

will  prepare  fomething  elfe ;  and  gain  us  leifure  to  lay  a 

ftronjt;er  plot. If  I  gain  a  littl«  time,  1  fhall  not  want 

contrivance. 

One  minute  gives  invention  to  deftroy, 
What  to  rebuild,  will  a  whole  age  employ. 

[Exeunt* 
END  of  the  FIRST  ACT. 


ACT        II. 

Enter  Lady  Froth  and  Cynthia. 

CYNTHIA. 

INDEED,  Madam!  Is  it  poffible your  Ladyfliip could 
have  been  fo  much  in  love  ? 

L.  F.  I  could  not  ileep ;  I  did  not  deep  one  wink  for 
three  weeks  together. 

Cyn. 
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Cytt.  Prodigious  !  I  wonder  want  of  deep,  and  fo  much 
love,  aud  Ib  much  wit  as  your  Lady  (hip  lias,  did  not  turn 
your  brain. 

L,  F.  O  my  dear  Cynthia,  yon  muft  not  rally  your 
frier.d-i-but  really,  as  you  fay,  I  wonder  too — but  then 
I  had  a  way.  For  betw.een  you  and  I,  1  had  whimfies 
a*xd  vapours,  but  I  gave  them  vent. 

•Cvu.  How,  pray  Madam  ? 

L.F.  O,  I  writ,  writ  abundantly- Do  you  ne 
ver  write  ? 

Cyn.  Write,  what  ? 

L.  F  Songs,  rlegies,  fatires,  encomiums,  panegyrics, 
lampoons,  plays,  or  heroic  poems. 

Cyu*  O  lord,  not  I,  IVJadam  ;  I  am  content  to  be  a 
courteous  reader. 

,  Z^F.  O  inconlittem !  in  love,  and  not  write  !  If  my 
Lord  and  I  had  been  both  or"  your  temper^  we  had  lie- 
ver  ccuv-e  together— «*-~- O  Weft  me  !  what  a  fad  thing 
would  that  have  been,  if  my  Lord  and  I  ftipuld  never 
have  i»et ! 

Cyn.  Then  neither  my  Lord  nor  you  would  ever  have 
met  with  your  match,  on  my  confcience.  v 

L.  F.  O'  my  confcience  no  more  we  fliould ;    thou 

fay'ft  right for  lure  my    Lord    Froth   is   as  fine  a 

gentleman,  and  as  much  a  man  of  quality  !  Ah  !  no 
thing  at  all  of  the  common  air— — I  think  I  may  fay  he 
wants  nothing  but  a  blue  ribband  and  a  ftar,  to  make 
him  fhine  the  very  phofphorus  of  our  hemifphere.  Do  you 
underhand  thofe  two  hard  words  ?  If  you  don't,  I'll  ex 
plain  them  to  you. 

Cyn.  Yes,  yes,  Madam,  I  am  not  fo  ignorant. .  • 

At  leaft  I  won't  own  it,  to  be  troubled  with  your  inftruc- 
tions  [dfidc. 

L.  F.  Nay,  I  beg  your  pardon  ;  but  being  derived 
from  the  Greek,  I  thought  you  might  have  efcaped  the 

etymology. But  I  am  the  more  amazed,  to  find  you  a 

woman  of  letters,  and  not  write  !  Blels  me !  how  can 
Mellefont  believe  you  love  him  ? 

Cyn.  Why  faith,  Madam,  he  that  won't  take  my 
word,,  fliall  never  have  it  under  my  hand. 

L.  F.  1  vow  Mellefont's  a  pretty  gentleman,  but  me- 
thiuks  he  wants  a  manner. 
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Cyn.  A  manner  !.  What's  that,  Madam  ? 

/..  F.  Some  diftinguifliing  quality,  as  for  example,  tkc 
bet  air  or  brillant  of  Mr.  Brilk  ;  the  folemnity,  yet 
complaifance  of  my  Lord,  oribmething  of.,  his  own  that 
fliould  look  a  little  je  nt  fai  quoi-,  he  is  too  mufeh  a 
mediocrity  in  my  mind. 

Cy«.  He  does  not  indeed  affe&  either  pevtnefs  or  for- 

ttiality,  for  which  I  like  him i-— Here  he  comes. 

Enter  Lord  Froth,  Mellefoftt,  WBriik. 
^mpertinent  creature  !  I  could  almoft  be  ang-ry  with  her 
now.  [Afide. 

L.  F.  My  Lord,  I  have  been  telling  Cynthia  how 
much  I  have  been  in  love  with  you  ;  I  fwear  I  have  ; 
I'm  not  afhamed  to  own  it  now ;  Ah  !  it  makes  my 
heart  leap,  I  vow  I  figh  when  I  think  on't :— My  dear 
Lord  !  ha,  ha,  ha,  do  you  remember,  my  Lord  ? 

[Squeezes  htm  ly  the  band,  looks  kindly  an  /?////,  Jtgbs9 
and  then  laughs  out* 

Ld.  F.  Pleafant  creature  !  Perfeftly  well,  Ah  !  that 
look  !  Ay,  there  it  is ;  who  could  refift  ! — ^— 'Twas  fo 
my  heart  was  made  a  captive  at  firft,  and  ever  fince  it 
has  been  in  love  with  happy  ilavery. 

L.  F.  O  that  tongue,  that  dear  deceitful  tongue  !  that 
charming  foftneis  in  your  mien  and  your  expreffion,  and 
then  your  bow  !  Good,  my  Lord,  bow  as  you  did  when 
I  gave  you  my  picture  ;  here,  Itp^ofe  this  my  pi*5ture— 
[Gives  him  a  pocket  gfafs.]  Pray  mind,  my  Lord  ;  ah  ! 
he  bows  charmingly.  Nay,  my  Lord,  you  (han't  kifs  it 
fo  much  ;  I  fhall  grow  jealous,  1  vow  now. 

[He  bows  profoundly  ///=iv,  then  kijfcs  the  glafs* 

Ld.  F.  I  faw  myfelf  there,  and  killed  it  for  your  fake. 

L.  F.  Ah !  gallantry  to  the  laft  degree— Mr.  Brilk, 
you  are  a  judge ;  was  ever  any  thing  fo  well  bred  as  my 
Lord  ? 

Brisk.  Never  any  thing  bu3-  your  Lady/hip,  let  me 
perifh. 

L,  F.  0  prettily  turned  again ;  let  me  die  but  you 
have  a  great  deal  of  wit.  — Mr.  Mellefont,  don't  you 
think  Mr.  Brilk  has  a  world  of  wit? 

Mel.  O  yes,  Madam. 

Brisk.  Odear,  Madam 

L^  Ft  An  infinite  deal ! 

J&rak 
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Brisk.  Oh.  Heavens,  Madam 

L.  F.  More  wit  than  any  body, 

Brisk.  I  am  everlaftingly  your  humble  fervant,  deuce 
take  me,  Madam, 
i     Ld.  F.  Don't  you  think  us  a  happy  couple  ? 

Cyn.  I  vow*  my  Lord,  I  think  you  the  happieft  cou 
ple  in  the  world  ;  '  for  you  are  not  only  happy  in  one 

*  another   and  when  you  are  together,    but  happy  in. 

*  yourfelves,  and  by  yourfelves.' 

Ld.  F.  I  hope  Mellcfont  will  make  a  good  hufb.ind  too. 

Cyn.  'Tis  my  intereftto  believe  he  will,  my  Lord. 

Ld.  F.  D'ye  think  he'll  love  you  as  well  as  I  do  my 
wife  ?  I  am  afraid  not. 

Cyn.  I  believe  he'll  love  me  better. 

Ld.  F.  Heav'ns !  that  can  never  be  ;  but  why  do  you 
think  fo  ?• 

Cvn.  Becaufe  he  has  not  fo  much  reafon  to  be  fond  of 
himfelf. 

Ld.  F.  Oyour  humble  fervant  for  that,  dear  Madam. 
Well,  Mellefont,  you'll  be  a  happy  creature. 

Mel.  Ay,  my  Lord,  I  (hall  have  the  fame  reafon  for 
my  happinefs  that  your  Lordfhip  has ;  I  ihall  think  my- 
felr"  happy. 

Ld.F.  Ah,  that's  all. 

Brisk.  [To  Lady  Froth.]  Your  Ladyfhip  is  in  the 
right;  but  'egad  I'm  wholly  turned  into  fatire.  I  con- 

feis  I  write  but  feldom,  but  when  I  do keen  Iambics, 

'egad.     But  my  Lord  was    telling  me,  your  Ladyfliip 
has  made  an  elfay  toward  an  heroic  poem. 
,     L.  F.  Did  my  Lord  tell  you?  Yes,   I  vow,  and  the 
fubje£t  is  my  Lord's  love  to  me.      And  what  do  you  think. 

I  call  it  ?  I  dare  fwear  you  won't  guefs Tbc  S:.llabu!>9 

ha,  ha,  ha. 

Brisk.  Becaufe  my  Lord's  title's  Froth,  'egad  ;  ha, 
ha,  ha,  ha,  deuce  take  mf^ery  apropos,  and  furprizing, 
ha,  ha,  ha. 

L.  F.  He,  ay,    is  not  it  ? And   then  I  call    my 

Lord  Spumofa ;  and  myfelf,  what  do  ye  think  I  call  my- 

BrisL  Laftilla,  may  be 'Egad'I  cannot  tell. 

JL.  F.  Biddy,  that's  all ;  juft  my  own  name. 
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Brisk.  Biddy  !    'Egad  very  pretty Deuoi  take  me 

if  your  Ladyfhip  has  not  the  art  of  fuprizing  the  moft  na 
turally  in  the  world 1  hope  you'll  make  me  happy  in 

communicating  the  poem. 

L.  F.  O,  you  mud  be  my  confident,  I  muft  afkycur 
advice. 

Brisk.  I'm  your  humble  fervant,  let  me  periih 1 

prefumeyour  Lady  fir- p  has  read  Bo (Tu  ? 

L.  F.  O  yes,  and  Rapine,  and  Dacier  upon  Ariftotle 

and  Horace. My  Lord,  you  tnuft  not  be  jealous,  I'm 

communicating  all  to  Mr.  Bnlk. 

Ld.  F.  No,  no,  I'll  allow  Mr.  Bnlk  ;  have  you  no 
thing  about  you  to  (hew  him,  my  dear? 

L.  F.  Yes,  I  believe  I  have. Mr.   Brifk,    come 

will  you  go  into  the  next  room,  and  there  I' 11.  (hew  you 
what  I  have.  [Exeunt  L.  Froth  <W-Briik. 

Ld.  F.  I'll  walk  a  turn  in  the  garden,  and  come  to 
you.  [Exit  Ld.  Froth. 

Mel.  You  are  thoughtful,  Cynthia. 
Cyn.  I  am  thinking,    tho*  marriage  makes  man  and 
wife  one  flefh,  it  leaves  them  (till  two  fools ;  aud  they 
become  more  confpicuous  by  letting  off  one  another. 

Mel.  That's  only  when  two  fools  meet,  and  their  fol 
lies  are  oppofed. 

Cyn.  Nay,  I  have  known  two  wits  meet,  and  by  the 
oppofition  of  their  wit,  render  themfelves  as  ridiculous  as 
-fools.  'Tis  an  odd  game  we  are  going  to  play  at ;  what 
think  you  of  drawing  (takes,  and  giving  over  in  time  ? 

Mel.  No,  hang  it,  that's  not  endeavouring  to  win,  be- 
caufe  it  is  poffible  we  may  lofe  ;  fince  we  have  (huffled 
and  cut,  let's  e'en  turn  up  trrmp  now. 

Cyn.  Then  I  find  it  is  like  cards,  if  either  of  us  have  a 
good,hand  it  is  an  accident  of  fortune.  . 

Mel.  No,  marriage  is  rather  like  a  game  at  bowls  : 
fortune  indeed  makes  the  match,  and  the  two  neareft, 
-and  fometimes  the   two  fartheft  are  together,  but  the 
game  depends  entirely  upon  judgment. 

Cyn.  Still  it  is  a  game,  and  coufecjuently  one  of  us  mufl 
be  a  lofer. 

Mel.  Not  at  all ;  only  a  friendly  trial  of  (kill,  and  the 

winnings  to  be  laid  out  in  an  entenaiment. '    What's 

*  here,  the  mufic ! — —Oh,  my  Lord  has  promifed  the 
C  *  com- 
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any  a  n< 
ay.  [M 
avour  of 
panyhear  it. 

SONG. 

*  Cynthia  frowns  whene'er  I  woo  her, 
•*  Yet  flic's  vcx'd  if  I  give  over; 

'  Much  fhe  fears  I  fhould  undo  her, 

*  But  much  more  to  lofe  her  lover : 

*  Thus,  in  doubting,  fhe  refufes  ; 

*  And  not  winning,  thus  fhelofes. 

*  Pr'ythee,  Cynthia,  look  behind  you, 

*  Age  and  wrinkles  will  overtake  you  ; 

*  Then  too  late  defire  will  find  you, 

1  When  the  power  muft  forfake  you  : 
1  Think,  O  think  o'th'  fad  condition, 

*  To  be  paft,  yet  wifli  fruition.' 

Mel*  You  (hall  have  my  thanks  below. 

\To  the  mufa,  tl<y  go  out* 
Enter  Sir  Paul  Plyant  and  Lady  Plyant. 

Sir  P.  Gads  bud  !  I  am  provoked  into  a  fermentation, 
as  my  Lady  Froth  fays ;  was  ever  the  like  read  of  in 
ftory  ? 

^  L.  P.  Sir  Paul,  have  patience ;  let  me  alone  to  rattle 
him  up. 

Sir  P.  Pray  your  Ladyfhip  give  me  leave  to  be  angry 
I'll  rattle  him  up,  I  warrant  you,  I'll  firk  him  with 
a  certlorarL 

L.  P.  You  firk  him  !  I'll  firk  him  myfelf.  Pray,  Sir 
Paul,  hold  you  contented. 

'  Cyn.  Blefs  me,  what  makes  my  father  in  fuch  a  paf- 
*  fion  ! 1  never  faw  him  thus  before.' 

Sir.  P.  Hold  yourfelf  contented,  my  Lady  Plyant,— 
I  find  paflion  coming  upon  me  by  inflation,  and  I  cannot 
fubmitas  formerly,  therefore  give  way. 

L.  P.  How  now !  will  you  be  pleafed  to  retire,  and— 

Sir  P.  No  marry  will  I  not  be  pleaied  ;  I  am  pleafed 
to  be  angry,  that's  my  pleafure  at  this  time, 

Mel.  Yvhat  can  this  mean ! 
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L.  P.  Gads  my  life,  the  man's  diftra&ed ;  why  how 
now,  who  are  you  ?  What  am  I  ?  SHdikins,  can't  I  go 
vern  you  ?  What  did  I  marry  you  for?  Am  I  not  to  be 
abfolute  and  uncontroulable  ?  Is  it  fit  a  woman  of  my 
fpirit  and  conduct  fliould  be  contradicted  in  a  matter  of 
this  concern  ! 

Sir  P.  It  concerns  me,  and  only  me  : Befides,  I 

am  not  to  be  governed  at  all  times.  When  I  am  in  tran- 
quility  my  Lady  Plyant  ihall  command  Sir  Paul ;  but 
when  I  am  provoked  to  fury,  I  cannot  incorporate  with 
patience  and  reaibn, — as  loon  may  tigers  match  with  ti 
gers,  lambs  with  lambs,  and  every  creature  couple  with 
its  foe,  as  the  poet  iays. 

L.  P.  He's  hot-headed  ftill  !  'tis  in  vain  to  talk  to 
you;  but  remember  I  have  a  curtain-lefture  for  you, 
you  difobedienr,  headflrong  brute. 

Sir  P.  No,  'tis  becaufe  I  won't  be  headftrong,  be- 
caufe  I  won't  be  a  brute,  and  have  my  head  fortified, 
that  I  am  thus  exafperated. — But  I  will  protect  my  ho 
nour,  and  yonder  is  the  violator  of  my  fame. 

J&.  P.  'Tis  my  hono.ur  that  is  concerned,  and  the  vio* 
lation  was  intended  to  me.  Your  honour  1  you  have 
none  but  what  is  in  my  keeping,  and  I  can  difpofe  of  it 
when  I  pleafe — therefore  don't  provoke  me. 

Sir  P.  Hum,  gads-bud  (lie  fays  true Well,    my 

Lady,  march  on,  I  will  fight  under  you  then ;  I  am 
convinced  as  far  as  paflion  will  permit. 

\Lady  PI.  audSir  Paul  come  up  to  Mellefont. 

/,.  P    Inhuman  and  treacherous' 

Sir  P.  Thou  ferpent,  and  firft  tempter  of  woman 
kind. 

Cyn.  Blefs  me,  Sir  !  Madam,  what  mean  you  ? 

Sir  P.  Thy,  Thy,  come  away  Thy,  touch  him  not ; 
come  hither,  girl,  go  not  near  him,  there  is  nothing  but 
deceit  about  him  ;  fnakes  are  in  his  peruke,  and  the  cro 
codile  of  Nilus  is  in  his  belly,  he  will  eat  thee  up  alive. 

L.  P.  Diflionourable,  impudent  creature  ! 

Mel.  For  Heaven's  fake,  Madam,  to  whom  do  you 
direct  this  language  ? 

L.  P.  Have  I  behaved  myielf  with  all  the  decorum 

and  nicety,  befitting  the  perfon  of  Sir  Paul's  wife  ?  Have 

I  preferred  my  honour  as  it  were  in  a  fnovv-houfe  for 

C  z  thefe 
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thefe  three  years  paft  ?  Have  I  been  white  and  unfullied 
even  by  Sir  Paul  himfelf  ? 

Sir  P.  Nay,  (lie  has  been  an  invincible  wife,  even  to 
me,  that's  the  truth  oir  t. 

L.  P.  Have  I,  I  fay,  preferred  myfelf  like  a  fair 
fhect  of  paper  for  you  to  make  a  blot  upon  ? 

Sir  P.  And  Ihe  (hall  make  a  fimile  with  any  woman  in 
England. 

Mel.  I  am  fo  amazed,  I  know  not  what  to  fay. 

Sir  P.  Do  you  think  my  daughter,  this  pretty  crea 
ture ;  gads-bud  {he's  a  wife  for  a  cherubin  !  Do  you 
think  her  fit  for  nothing  but  to  be  a  talking  horfe,  to 
Hand  before  you  while  you  take  aim  at  my  wife  ?  Gads- 
bud  I  was  never  angry  before  in  my  life,  and  I'll  ne 
ver  be  appeafed  again. 

MeL  Hell  and  damnation  !  this  is  my  aunt  ;  fuch 
malice  can  be  engendered  no  where  elfe.  \AJide, 

L.  P.  Sir  Paul,  take  Cynthia  from  his  fight ;  leave  me 
to  ftrikehim  with  the  remorfe  of  his  intended  crime. 

Cyn.  Pray  Sir,  ftay,  hear  him,  I  dare  affirm  he's  in 
nocent. 

Sir  P.  Innocent!  Why,  hark'ee,  come  hither,' Thy, 
hark'ee,  I  had  it  from  his  aunt,  my  fitter  Touchwood — 
Gads -bud,  he  does  not  care  a  farthing  for  any  thing  of 
ihee,  but  thy  portion  ;  why,  he's  in  love  with  my  wife  j 
he  would  have  tantalized  thee,  and  made  a  cuckold  of 
thy  poor  father, — and  that  would  certainty  have  broke 
my  heart — I  am  lure  if  ever  I  fhould  have  horns,  they 
would  kill  me  ;  they  would  never  come  kindly,  I  mould 

die  of  them,  like  a  child  that  was  cutting  his  teeth • 

I  fhould  indeed,  Thy therefore  come  away  ;  but  Pro 
vidence  has  prevented  all,  therefore  come  away  when  I 
bid  you. 

Cyn.  I  muft  obey.  [Exeunt  Sir  Paul  and  Cynthia. 

jL.  P.  Oh,  fuch  a  thing  !  the  impiety  of  it  ftartles 
me— to  wrong  fo  good,  fo  fair  a  creature,  and  one  that 
loves  you  tenderly — 'Tis  a  barbarity  of  barbarities,  and 
nothing  could  be  guilty  of  it 

Mel.  But  the  greatefl  villain  imagination  can  form,  I 
grant  it ;  and  next  to  the  villainy  of  fuch  a  fact,  is  the 
•villainy  of  afperfing  me  with  the  guilt.  How  ?  Which 
way  was  I  to  wrong  her  ?  For  yet  I  underftand  you  not. 

L.  P. 
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JL.  P.  Why,  gads  my  life,  coufin  Mellefont,  you 
cannot  be  fo  peremptory  as  to  deny  it,  when  I  tax  you 
with  it  to  your  face ;  for,  now  Sir  Paul  is  gone,  you  are 
cornm  nobus. 

Mel.  By  Heaven  I  love  her  more  than  life,  or 
L.  P.  Fiddle,  faddle,  don't  tell  of  this  and  that,  and 
every  thing  in  the  world,  but  give  me  mathemacular  de- 
monftration,  anfwer  me  directly——  But  I  have  not  pa 
tience Oh  !  the  impiety  of  it,  as  I  was  faying,  and 

the  unparalleled  wickednefs !    O  merciful  father  !    How 
could  you  think  to  reverfe  nature  fo,  to  make  the  daugh 
ter  the  means  of  procuring  the  mother  ? 
^    Mel.  The  daughter  to  procure  the  mother ! 

L.  P.  Ay,  for  tho*  I  am  not  Cynthia's  own  mother,  I 
am  her  father's  wife,  and  that's  near  enough  to  make  it 
inceft. 

Mel.  Inceft !  O  my  precious  aunt,  and  the  devil  in 
conjunction .  \_Afide. 

L.P.O  reflect  upon  the  horror  of  that,  and  then  the 
guilt  of  deceiving  every  body  ;  marrying  the  daughter 
only  to  make  a  cuckold  of  the  father  ;  and  then  feducing 
me,  debauching  my  purity,  and  perverting  me  from  the 
road  of  virtue,  in  which  I  have  trod  thus  long,  and  ne 
ver  made  one  trip,  not  one  faux  pas ;  O  conlider  it, 
what  would  you  have  to  anfwer  for,  if  you  fliould  pro 
voke  me  to  frailty  ?  Alas  !  humanity  is  feeble,  Heaven 
knows  !  very  feeble,  and  unable  to  iupport  itfelf. 

Mel.  Where  am  I  ?  Is  it  day  ?  and  am  I  awake  ?  Ma- 

L.P.  And  nobody  knows  how  circumftances  may 
happen  together;- to  my  thinking,  now  I  could  re 
fill:  the  ftrongeft  temptation but  yet  I  know,  'tis  im- 

poffible  for  me  to  know  whether  I  could  or  not  j  there's 
no  certainty  in  the  things  of  this  life. 

Mel.  Madam,  pray  give  me  leave  to  alk  you  one  quef- 
tion.-  ' 

L.  P.  O  lord,  afk  me  thequeftion  !  Til  fvrear  I'll  re- 
fufe  it ;  I  fwear  I'll  deny  it — therefore  don't  aik  me ;  nay 
you  {han't  afk  me,  I  fwear  I'll  deny  it.  O  Gemini,  you 
have  brought  all  the  blood  into  my  face  ;  I  warrant  1  am 
as  red  as  a  turky-cock  ;  O  fye,  coufm  Mellefont* 

Mel.  Nav,  Madam,  hear  me;  I  mean--" 

C  3  /,.  P. 
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L.P.  Hear  you,  no,  no;  I'll  deny  you  firft,  and 
hear  you  afterwards.  For  one  does  not  know  how  one's 

mind  may  change  upon  hearing. -Hearing  is  one  of 

the  fenfes,  and  all  the  fenfes  are  fallible;  I  won't  trull 
my  honour,  I  afliire  you  j  my  honour  is  infallible  and 
vincoinatible. 

Mel.  For  Heaven's  fake,  Madam. 

Zt.  Pi  O  name  it  no  more Blefs  me,  how  can  you 

talk  of  Heaven,  and  have  ib   much  wickednefs  in  your 

heart?    Maybe  you  don't  think   it  a  lin, they  fay 

fome  of  you  gentlemen  don't  think  it  a  lin may  be  it 

is  no  lin  to  them  that  don't  think  it  fo  ;  indeed,  if  I  did 
not  think  k  a  lin— ——but  Hill  my  honour,  if  it  were  no 
fin— but  then  to  marry  my  daughter  for  the  conveni- 

ency  of  frequent  opportunities I'll  never  confent  to 

that ;  as  fure  as  can  be  I'll  break  the  match. 

Met.  Death  and  amazement Madam,   upon  my, 

knees 

L.  P.  Nay,  nay,  rife  up  ;  come,  you  fliall  fee  my  good 
nature.  I  know  love  is  powerful,  and  nobody  can  help 
his  paffion  :  'tis  not  your  fault,  nor  I  fwear  it  is  not 

inine. How  can  I  help  it  if  I  have  charms  ?  And  how 

can  you  help  it  if  you  are  made  a  captive  ?  I  fwear  it  is 

pity  it  fhould  be  a  fault but  my  honour well,  but 

your  honour  too — but  the  lin  ! — well,  but  the  neceffity 

— O  lord,  here's  fomebody  coming,  I  dare  not  flay. 

Well,  ycu  mult  conlider  of  your  crime,  and  ilrive  as 
much  as  can  be  againft  it— ftrive,  be  fure — but  don't  be 

melancholic,   don't  defpair but  never  think  that  I'll 

grant  you  any  thing  ;  O  lord,  no  ; — but  be  fure  you  lay 
afide  all  thoughts  of  the  marriage  ;  for  tho'  I  know  you 
don't  love  Cynthia,  only  as  a  blind  for  your  paffion  to 
me,  yet  it  will  make  me  jealous— Q  lord,  what  did  I  fay  ? 
Jealous  !  no,  no,  I  cau't  be  jealous,  for  I  muft  not  love 
you — .therefore  don't  hope — but  don't  defpair  neither— 
O,  they're  coming,  I  muft  fly.  [Exit. 

McL  [after  a  panfc.]  So  then- fpite  of  my  care  and 

forefight  I  am  caught,  caught  in  my  fecurity. — Yet  this 
was  but  a  ihallow  artifice,  '  unworthy  of  my  Machia- 
*  velian  aunt.'  There  muft  be  more  behind,  this  is  but 
the  firft:  flafh,  the  priming  of  her  engine ;  deftruction 
follows  hard,  if  not  moft  prefently  prevented, 

Enter 
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Enter  Mafkwell. 

Mafkwell,  welcome,  thy  prefence  is  a  view  of  land,  ap 
pearing  to  my  fliipvvrecked  hopes ;  the  witch  has  railed 
the  florin,  and  her  miniilers  have 'done  their  work  ;  you 
fee  the  veiTels  are  parted. 

Mask.  I  know  it ;  I  met  Sir  Paul  towing  away  Cyn 
thia.  Come,  trouble  not  your  head,  I'll  join  you  toge- 
gether  ere  to-morrow  naming,  or  drown  between  you  in 
the  attempt. 

Mel.  There's  comfort  in  a  hand  ft  retched  out  to  one 
that's  finking,  though  never  fo  far  off. 

Mask.  No  finking,  nor  no   danger Come,  cheer 

up  j  why  you  don't  know  that  while  I  plead  for  you, 

your  aunt  has  given  me  a  retaining  fee  ; nay,  I  am 

your  greateft  enemy,  and  fhe  does  but  journey-work  un 
der  me. 

Mel.  Ha  !  how's  this  ? 

Mask.  What  do  ye  think  of  my  being  employed  in  the 
execution  of  all  her  plots  ?  Ha,  ha,  ha,  by  Heaven  it 
is  true ;  I  have  undertaken  to  break  the  match,  I  have 
undertaken  to  make  your  uncle  difmherit  you,  to  get  you 

turned  out  of  doors,  and  to ha,  ha,'  ha,  I  can't  tell 

you  for  laughing Oh,  fhe  has  opened  her  heart  to 

me 1  am  to  turn  you  a  grazing,  and,  to — ha,  ha,  ha, 

marry  Cynthia  myfelf ;  there's  a  plot  for  you. 

Mel.  Ha !  O  fee,  I  fee  my  riling  fun !    light  breaks 

thro'  clouds  upon  me,  and  I  fhall  live  in  day O  my 

Mafkwell !  how  fhall  I  thank  or  praife  thee  ;  thou  haft 
outwitted  woman. — But  tell  me,  how  couldft  thou  thus 
get  into  her  confidence  ?  Ha  !  how  ?  But  was  it  her  con 
trivance  to  perfuade  my  Lady  Plyant  into  this  extrava 
gant  belief  ? 

Mask,  It  was,  and  to  tell  you  the  truth  I  encouraged 
it  for  your  diverfion  ;  tho'  it  make  you  a  little  uneafy  for 
the  prefent,  yet  the  reflexion  of  it  muft  needs  be  enter 
taining —  I  warrant  fhe  was  very  violent  atfirft. 

MeL  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ay,  a  very  fury  ;  but  I  was  moft 
afraid  of  her  violence  at  laft — If  you  had  not  come  as  you 
did,  I  don't  know  what  fhe  might  have  attempted. 

Mask.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  I  know  her  temper.— Well,  you 
muft  know  then,  that  all  my  contrivances  were  but  bub 
bles  ;  'till  at  laft  I  pretended  to  have  been  long  fecretly 
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in  love  with  Cynthia  ;  that  did  my  bufinefs ;  that  coa- 
vinced  your  aunt  I  might  be  trailed  ;  fince  it  was  as 
much  my  intereft  as  hers  to  break  the  match  :  then,  (he 
thought  my  jealoufy  might  qualify  me  to  affift  her  in  her 
revenge.  And,  in  fhorr,  in  that  belief  told  me  the  fe- 
•erets  of  her  heart.  At  length,  we  made  this  agreement, 
if  I  accomplifh  her  defjgns  (as  I  told  you  before)  me  has 
engaged  to  put  Cynthia  with  all  her  fortune  into  my 
power. 

Mel.  She  is  moft  gracious  in  her  favour. Well,  and 

dear  Jack,  how  haft  thou  contrived  ? 

Matk.  I  would  not  have  you  flay  to  hear  it  now  :  for  I 
don't  know  but  fhe  may  come  this  way  ;  I  am  to  meet 
her  anon  ;  after  that,  I'll  tell  you  the  whole  matter;  be 
here  in  this  gallery  an  hour  hence,  by  that  time  I  ima 
gine  our  contultation  may  be  over. 

Mel.  I  will ;  'till  then  fuccefs  attend  thee.          [Exit. 

Mask.  'Till  then  fuccefs  will  attend  me ;  for  when  I 
meet  you  I  meet  the  only  obftacle  to  my  fortune.  Cyn 
thia,  let  thy  beauty  gild  my  crimes ,-  and  whatsoever  I 
commit  of  treachery  or  deceit  {hall  be  imputed  to  me  as  a 
merit — Treachery,  what  treachery  ?  Love  cancels  all  the 
bonds  of  friendihip,  and  fets  men  right  upon  their  firil 
foundations.  Duty  to  kings,  piety  to  parents,  gratitude  to 
benefactors,  and  fidelity  to  friends,  are  different  and  parti 
cular  ties  j  but  the  name  of  rival  cuts  them  ail  afunder, 
and  is  a  general  acquittance — Rival  is  equal,  and  Love, 
like  Death,  an  .univerfal  leveller  of  mankind.  Ha!  but 
is  there  riot  fuch  a  thing  as  honefty  ?  Yes,  and  whofoever 
has  it  about  him,  bears  an  enemy  in  his  breaft  :  for  your 
honeftman,  as  I  take  it,  is  that  nice,  fcrupulous,  confci- 
entious  perfon  who  wil.l  cheat  nobody  but  himfelf ;  fuch 
another  coxcomb  as  your  wife  man,  who  is  too  hard  for 
all  the  world,  and  will  be  made  a  fool  of  by  nobody  but 
himfelf.  Ha,  ha,  ha ;  well,  for  wifdom  and  honefty, 
give  me  cunning  and  hypocrify  ;  Oh,  'tis  fuch  a  pleafure 
to  angle  for  fair-faced  fools ! — Then  that  hungry  gudgeon 

Credlility  will  bite  at  any  thing— Why,  let  me  fee,  I 

have  the  fame  face,  the  fame  words  and  accents  when  I 
fpeak  what  I  do  think,  and  when  I  fpeak  what  I  do  not 

think        '  the  very  fame and  dear  diffimulation  is  the 

oaly  art  not  to  be  known  from  nature* 

Whv 
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Why  will  mankind  be  fools,  and  be  deceiv'd  ? 
And  why  are  friends'  and  lovers'  oaths  believ'd  ? 
When  each  who  fearches  ftriftly  his  own  mind, 
May  fo  much  fraud  and  power  of  bafenefs  find. 

[Exit. 
END  of   the  SECOND  ACT. 


ACT    III. 

Enter  Lord  Touchwood,  and  Lady  Touchwood. 

LADY  TOUCHWOOD. 

MY  Lord,  can  you  blame  my  brother  Plyant,  if  he 
refufe  his  daughter  upon  this  provocation  ?  The 
contract  is  void  by  this  unheard  of  impiety. 

Ld.  T.  I  don't  believe  it  true  ;  he  has  better  principles 

, pho,  'tis  nonfenfe.     Come,  come,  I  know  my  Lady 

Plyant  has  a  large  eye,  and  would  centre  every  thing  in 
her  own  circle  j  'tis  not  the  fir  ft  time  (he  has  miftaken 
refpecl  for  love,  and  made  Sir  Paul  jealous  of  the  civility 
of  an  undefigning  perfon,  the  better  to  befpeak  hisfecu- 
rity  in  her  unfeigned  pleafures. 

L.  T.  You  cenfure  hardly,  my  Lord  ;  my  lifter's  ho 
nour  is  very  well  known. 

Ld.  T.  Yes,  I  believe  I  know  fome  that  have  been  fa- 
miliarly  acquainted  with  it.  This  is  a  little  trick  wrought 
by  fome  pitiful  contriver,  envious  of  my  nephew's  me- 
rir. 

L.  T.  Nay,  my  Lord,  it  may  be  fo,  and  I  hope  it 
will  be  found  fo  :  but  that  will  require  fome  time  ;  for, 
in  fuch  a  cafe  as  this,  demonftration  is  neceffary. 

Ld.  T.  There  fhould  have  been  demonftration  of  the 
contrary  too  before  it  had  been  believed 

L.  T.  So  I  fuppofe  there  was. 

Ld.  T.  How  ?   Where  ?  When  ? 

L.  7.  That  I  can't  tell ;  nay,  I  don't  fay  there  was — 
I  am  willing  to  believe  as  favourably  of  my  nephew  as  I 
can. 

Ld.  T.  I  don't  know  that.  \Halfafide. 

L.  T.  Plow?  Don't  you  believe  that,  fay  you,  my 
Lord  ? 

Ld.  T. 
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Ld.  T.  No,  I  don't  fay  fo — I  confefs  I  am  troubled  to 
find  you  ib  cold  in  his  defence. 

L.  T.  His  defence  I  Blefs  me,  would  you  have  me  de 
fend  an  ill  thing  ? 

Ld.  T.  You  believe  it  then  ? 

L.  T.  I  don'f!  know  ;  I  am  very  unwilling  to  fpeak  my 
thoughts  in  any  thing  that  may  be  to  my  coufin's  difad- 
vantage  ;  beiides,  I  find,  my  Lord,  you  are  prepared  to 
receive  an  ill  impreffion  from  any  opinion  of  mine  which 
is  not  confentlng  with  your  own:  but  fince  I  am  like  to 
be  fufpecled  in  the  end,  and  'tis  a  pain  any  longer  to  dif- 
femble,  I  own  it  to  you  ;  in  fhort  I  do  believe  it,  nayv 
and  can  believe  any  thing  worie,  if  it  were  laid  to  his 

charge Don't  aik  me  my  reafons,  my  Lord,  for 

they  are  not  fit  to  be  told  you. 

Ld.  T.  I  am  amazed  !  Here  muft  be  fomething  more 
than  ordinary  in  this.  \Afide. ~\  Not  fit  to  be  told  me,  Ma 
dam  ?  You  can  have  no  intereft  wherein  I  am  not  con 
cerned,  and  confequently  the  fame  reafons  ought  to  be 
convincing  to  me,  which  create  your  fatisfaclion  or  dif- 
quiet. 

L.  T.  But  thofe  which  caufe  my  difquiet  I  am  willing 
to  have  remote  from  your  hearing.  Good  my  Lord, 
don't  prefs  me. 

Ld.  T.  Don't  oblige  me  to  prefs  you. 

L.  T.  Whatever  it  was,  'tis  paft  ;  and  that  is  better  to 
be  unknown  which  cannot  be  prevented ;  therefore,  let 
me  beg  you  to  reft  fatisfied. 

Ld.  T.  When  you  have  told  me,  I  will  •• 

L.T.  You  won't. 

Ld.  T.  By  my  life,  my  dear,  I  will. 

L.  T.  What  if  you  cannot. 

Ld.  T.  How  ?  Then  I  muft  know ;  nay,  I  will.  No 
more  trifling — I  charge  you  tell  me — By  all  our  mutual 
peace  to  come ;  upon  your  duty-'  — 

L.  T,  Nay,  my  Lord,  you  need  fay  no  more  to  make 
me  lay  my  heart  before  you,  but  don't  be  thus  tranfport- 
ecT  ;  compofe  yourfelf ;  it  is  not  of  concern  to  make  you 
lofe  one  minute's  temper  ;  'tis  not,  indeed,  my  dear.— 
*  Nay,  by  this  kifs  you  {han't  be  angry.'  O  lord,  I 

wifh  I  had  not  told  you  any  thing Indeed,  my  Lord, 

you  have  frighted  me.    Nay,  look  pleafed,  I'll  tell  you. 

L4Z*. 
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Ld.  T.  Well,  well. 

L.  T.  Nay,  but  will  you  be   calm  ? Indeed  it  is 

nothing  but 

Ld,  T.  But  what? 

L.  T.  But  will  you  promife  me  not  to  be  angry  ?— 
Nay,  you  mufl — not  to  be  angry  with  Mellefont — I  dare 

fwear  he's  forry — and  were  it  to  do  again,  would  not - 

Ld.  7".  Sorry,  for  what  ?  'Death,  you  rack  me  with 
delay. 

L.  T.  Nay,  no  great  matter,  only Well,  I  have 

your  promife—  pho,  why  nothing,  only  your  nephew  had 
a  mind  to  amufe  himfelf  fometimes  with  a  little  gallantry 
towards  me.  Nay,  I  can't  think  he  meant  any  thing  fe- 
rioufly,  but  methought  it  looked  oddly. 

Ld.  T.  Confufion  and  Hell,  what  do  I  hear  ! 

L.  T.  Or,  may  be,  he  thought  he  was  not  enough 
akin  to  me  upon  upon  your  account,  and  had  a  mind  to 
create  a  nearer  relation  on  his  own  ;  a  lover,  you  know, 
my  Lord— ha,  ha,  ha.  Well,  but  that's  all — '  Now 
*  you  have  it ;'  well,  remetpber  your  promife,  my  Lord, 
and  don't  take  any  notice  of  it  to  him. 

Ld.  T.  No,  no,  no—Damnation  ! 

L.  T,  Nay,  I  fwear  you  muft  not — A  little  harmlefs 
mirth — only  mifplaced,  that's  all. — But  if  it  were  more 
'tis  over  now,  and  all  is  well.  For  my  part,  I  have  for 
got  it ;  and  fo  has  he,  I  hope — for  i  have  not  heard  any 
thing  from  him  thefe  two  days. 

Ld.  T.  Thefe  two  days !  Is  it  fo  frefli  ?  Unnatural  vil 
lain  !  'Death,  I'll  have  him  flripped  and  turned  naked 
out  of  my  doors  this  moment,  and  let  him  rot  and  perifh, 
incefluous  brute ! 

L.  T.  Oh,  for  Heaven's  fake,  my  Lord,  you'll  ruin 
me  if  you  take  fuch  public  notice  of  it,  it  will  be  a  town- 
talk  :  confider  your  own  and  my  honour— Nay,  I  told 
.you,  you  would  not  be  fatisfied  when  you  knew  it. 

Ld.  T.  Before  I've  done  I  will  be  fatisfied.  Un 
grateful  monfter  !  How  long? 

L.  T.  Lord,  I  don't  know  : 1  wifh  my  lips  had 

grown  together  when  I  told  you — Almoft  a  twelvemonth 
— Nay,  I  won't  tell  you  any  more  'till  you  are  yourfelf. 
Pray,  my  Lord,  don't  let  the  company  fee  you  in  this 
diforder— Yet,  I  confefs;  J  cannot  blame  you ;  for  I 

think 
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hink  I  was- never  fo  furprized  in  my  life — Who  would 
have  thought  my  nephew  could  have,  fo  mifconflrued  my 
kindnefs — But  will  you  go  into  your  clofet,  and  recover 
your  temper.  I'll  make  an  excuie  of  fudden  bufinefs  to 
the  company,  and  come  to  you.  Pray,  good  dear  my 
Lcrd,  let  me  beg  you  do  now  :  I'll  come  immediately, 
and  tell  you  all Will  you,  my  Lord  ? 

Ld.  T.  I  will 1  am  mute  with  wonder. 

L.  T.   Well,  but  go  now,  here  isfomebody  coming. 

LiL  T.  Well,  I  go — You  won't  flay,  for  I  would  hear 
more  of  this.  [Exit. 

L.  T.  I  follow  inftantly So. 

Enter  Mafkwell. 

Mask.  This  was  a  matter- piece,  and  did  not  need  my 
help — though  I  flood  ready  tor  a  cue  to  come  in  and  con 
firm  all,  had  there  been  occaiion. 

L.  T.  Have  you  feen  Mellefont  ? 

Mask.  I  have ;  and  am  to  meet  him  here  about  this 
time. 

L,.  T.  How  does  he  bear  his  difappointment  ? 

Mask.  Secure  in  my  aflulance,  he  feemed  not  much 
afflicted,  but  rather  laughed  at  the  {hallow  artifice,  which 
fo  little  time  muft  of  neceffity  difcover.  Yet  he  is  ap- 
prehcnfive  of  fume  farther  defign  of  yours,  and  has  en 
gaged  me  to  watch  you.  I  believe  he  will  hardly  be  able 
to  prevent  your  plot,  yet  I  would  have  you  ufe  caution 
and  expedition. 

L?T.  Expedition  indeed  ;  for  all  we  do  muft  be  per 
formed  in  the  remaining  part  of. this  evening,  and  before 
the  company  break  up,  left  my  Lord  fhould  cool,  and 

have  an  opportunity  to  talk  with  him  privately My 

Lord  muft  not  fee  him  again. 

Mask.  By  no  means  ;  therefore  you  muft  aggravate 
my  Lord's  difpleafure  to  a  degree  that  will  admit  of  no 
conference  with  him.  'What  think  you  of  mentioning 
ine  ? 

L.  T.  How  ? 

Mask.  To  my  Lord,  as  having  been  privy  to  Melle- 
font's  defign  upon  you,  but  ilill  uiing  my  utmoft  endea- 
\ours  to  diiluade  him :  *  tho'  my  friendfhip  and  love  to 
4  him  has  made  me  conceal  it ;  yet  you  may  fay,  I  threa- 

4  tened 
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*  tened  the  next  time  lje  attempted  any  thing  of  that 
'  kind,  todifcover  it  to  my  Lord.' 

L.  T.  To  what  end  is  this  ? 

Mask.  It  will  confirm  my  Lord's  opinion  of  my  ho 
nour  and  honefty,  and  create  in  him  a  new  confidence 
in  me,  which  (fhould  this  defign  mifcarry)  will  be  ne- 
ceflary  to  the  forming  another  plot  that  I  have  in  my 
head to  cheat  you  as  well  as  the  reft.  \.AJMc. 

L.  T.  1*11  do  it — I'll  tell  him  you  hindered  him  once 
from  forcing  me. 

Mask.  Excellent !  your  Ladyfhip  has  a  moft  improving 
fancy.  You  had  beft  goto  my  Lord,  keep  him  as  long 
as  you  can  in -his  clofet,  and  I  doubt  not  but  you  will 
mould  him  to  what  you  pleafe  ;  your  guefls  are  fo  enga 
ged  in  their  own  follies  and  intrigues,  they'll  mils  nei 
ther  of  you. 

L.  T.  When  {hall  we  meet?— At  eight  this  evening 
in  my  chamber;  there  rejoice  at  our  fuccefs,  an$  toy 
away  an  hour  in  mirth.  [Exit. 

Mask.  I  will  not  fail. — • 1  know  what  ft.e  means 

by  toying  away  an  hour  well  enough.  Pox,  I  have  loft 
all  my  appetite  to  her  ;  yet  file's  a  fine  woman,  and  I 
loved  her  once.  '  But  I  don't  know,  fince  I  have  been 

*  in  a  great  meafure  kept  by  her,  the  cafe  is  altered  ;' 
what  was  my  pleafure  is  become  my  duty  :  and  I  have  as 
little  flomach  to  her  now   as  if  I   were   her  hufband. 
Should  flie  fmoke  my  defign  upon  Cynthia,  I  were  in,  a 
fine  pickle.     She  has  a  damned  penetrating  head,  and 
knows  how  to  interpret  a  coldnefs  the  right  way  ;  there 
fore  I  muft  diflemble  ardour  andecftafy,  that's  refolved  ; 
How  eafily  and  pleafantly  is  that  difiembled  before  frui 
tion  !  Pox  on  it,  that  a  man  can't  drink  without  quench 
ing  his  thirft.     Ha  !  yonder  comes  Mellefont  thoughtful'. 
Let  me  think  :  meet  her  at  eight  — hum — ha  !  by  Hea 
ven  I  have  it — if  lean  fpeak  to  my  Lord  before—4  Was 

*  it  my  brain  or  Providence  ?  no  matter  which' — I  will 
deceive  them  all,  and  yet  fecure  myfeif,  'twas  a  lucky 
thought !     Well,  this  double-dealing  is  a  jewel.     Here 
he  comes,  now  for  me— — — 

[Maikwell  pretending  not  to  fee  biin^  wafts  fy  him,  and 
/'peaks  as  it  were  to  bimfelf. 

D  Enter 
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Enter  Mel  le  font  mujing. 

Mask.  Mercy  on  us,  what  will  the  wickednefs  of  this 
world  come  to  ? 

Mel.  How  now,  Jack  ?  What,  fo  full  of  contempla 
tion  that  you  run  over  ! 

Mask.  I'm  glad  you  are  come,  for  I  could  not  contain 
inyfelf  any  longer,  and  was  juil  going  to  give  vent  to  a 
fecret,  which  nobody  but  you  ought  to  drink  down* 
Your  aunt  is  juft  gone  from  hence. 

Mel.  A,nd  having  trufted  thee  with  the  fecrets  of  her 
foul,  thou  art  villainoufly  bent  to  difcover  them  all  to 
me,  ha? 

Mask*  I  am  afraid  my  frailty  leans  that  way-  But  I 
don't  know  whether  I  can  in  honour  difcover  them  all. 

Mel.  All,  all  man.  What,  you  may  in  honour  betray 
her  as  far  as  (he  betrays  herfelf.  No  tragical  defign  upon 
my  perfon,  I  hope. 

Mask.  No,  but  it  is  a  comical  defign  upon  mine. 

Mel.   What  doft  thou  mean  ? 

Mask.  Liften  and  be  dumb We  have  been  bargain 
ing  about  the  rate  of  your  ruin  - 

McL.  Like  any  two  guardians  to  an  orphan  heirefs  • 
Well. 

Mask.  And  whereas  pleafure  is  generally  paid  with 
rmfchief,  what  mifchief  I  do  is  to  be  paid  with  pleafure. 

Mel.  So  when  you've  fwallowed  the  potion,  you  fwee- 
ten  your  mouth  vyith  a  plumb. 

Mask.  You  are  merry,  Sir,  but  I  mail  probe  your  con- 
ftitution.  In  iliort,  the  price  of  your  banifiiment  is  to  be 
paid  with  the  perfon  of 

Mel.  Of  Cynthia,  and  her  fortune— Why  you  forget 
you  told  me  this  before. 

Mask.  No,  no So  far  you  are  right ;  and  I  am,  as 

an  earnefl  of  that  bargain,  to  have  full  and  free  poffeflion 
of  the  perfon  of your  aunt. 

Mel.  Ha  ! Pho,  you  trifle. 

Mask.  By  this  light,  I  am  ferious ;  all  raillery  apart— 

I  knew  'twould  flun  you  : This  evening  at  eight  fhe 

will  receive  me  in  her  bed-chamber. 

Mel.  Hell  and  the  Devil,  is  fhe  abandoned  of  all  grace 
—Why  the  woman  is  poflefled 
Mask.  Well,  will  you  go  in  my  ftead  ? 
Mel.  By  Heaven  into  a  hot  furnace  fooner. 
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Mask*  No,  you  would  not— it  would  not  be  fo  con 
venient,  as  I  Can  order  matters. 

Mel.  What  do  ye  mean  ? 

Mask.  Mean  ?  Not  todifappoint  the  lady,.  I  allure  you 

Ha,  ha,  ha,  how  gravely  he  looks Come,  coir-e, 

I  won't  perplex  you.  'Tis  the  only  thing  that  Providence 
could  have  contrived  to  make  me  capable  of  ferving  you, 
cither  to  my  inclination  or  your  own  neceflry. 

Mel.  How,  how,  for  Heaven's  fake,  dear  Mafkwell  ? 

Mask.  Why  thus — I'll  go  according  to  appointment : 
you  lhall  have  notice  at  the  critical  minute  to  come  and 
furprize  your  aunt  and  me  together;  counterfeit  a  rage 
againil  me,  and  I  will  make  my  efcape  through  the  pri 
vate  patfage  from  her  chamber,  which  1*11  take  care  to 
leave  open  :  'twill  be  hard,  if  then  you  can't  bring  her 
to  any  conditions.  For  this  difcovery  will  difarm  her  of 
all  defence,  and  leave  her  entirely  at  your  mercy  ;  nay, 
fhe  muft  ever  after  be  in  awe  of  you. 

Mel.  Let  me  adore  thee,  my  better  genius !  By 
Heaven  I  think  it  is  not  in  the  power  of  Fate  to  difap- 
point  my  hopes My  hopes,  my  certainty  ! 

Mask.  Well,  I'll  meet  you  here  within  a  quarter  of 
eight,  and  give  you  notice.  \Exit, 

Mel.  Good  fortune  ever  go  along  with  thee. 
Enter  Carelefs. 

Care.  Mellefont,  get  out  of  the  way,  my  Lady  Ply- 
ant's  coming,  and  I  (hall  never  fucceed  while  thou  art  in 

fight Tho'  me  begins  to  tack  about ;  but  I  made  love 

a  great  while  to  no  purpofe. 

Mel.  Why,  what's  the  matter  ?  She  is  convinced  that 
I  don't  care  for  her. 

Care.  I  cannot  get  an  anfwer  from  her  that  does  not 
begin  with  her  honour,  or  her  virtue,  her  religion,  or 
fome  fuch  cant.  Then  (he  has  told  me  the  whole  ftory 
of  Sir  Paul's  nine  years  courtfhip ;  how  he  has  lain  for 
whole  nights  together  upon  the  flairs  before  her  cham 
ber-door  ;  and  that  the  firft  favour  he  received  from  her 
was  a  piece  of  an  old  fcarlet  petticoat  for  a  ilomacher; 
which,  lince  the  day  of  his  marriage,  he  has,  out  of  a 
piece  of  gallantry,  converted  into  a  night-cap,  and  wears 
it  {till  with  much  folemnity  on  his  auniverfary  wedding 
night. 

D  z  Md. 
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'••Mel,  That  I  have  feen,  with  the  ceremony  thereunto 
bo'onging — For  on  that  night  he  creeps  in  at  the  bed's 
feet,  like  a  gulled  Baffa  that  has  married  a  relation  of  the 
Grand  Signior,  *  and  that  night  he  has  his  arms  at  li 
berty.   Did  flie  not  tell  you  at  what  a  diftance  ihe  keeps 
him  ?    He  has   cenfefled  to  me,    that  but  at   fome 
certain  times,  that  is,  I  fuppofe,  when  fhe  apprehends 
being  with  chilJ,  he  never  has  the  privilege  of  ufing 
the  familiarity  of  a  hulbaad  with  a  wife.     He  was  once 
given  to  fcrarabling  with  his  hands,  and  fprawling  in 
his  lleep,  and  ever  fince  fhe  has  fwaddled  him  up  in 
blankets,  and  his  hands  and  feet  fwathed  down,  and  fa 
put  to  bed  ;  and  there  he  lies  with  a  great  beard,  like  a 
R uffia-n  bear  upon  a  drift  of  fnow.     You  are  very  great 
with  him,'  I  wonder  he  never  told  you  his  grievances; 
he  will,  I  warrant  you. 

Care.  Exceflively  foolifti  !  •  But  that  which  gives 
me  moft  hopes  of  her,  is  her  telling  me  of  the  many 
temptations  (he  has  refifted. 

Mel.  Nay,  then  you  have  her ;  for  a  woman's  brag 
ging  to  a  man  that  (lie  has  overcome  temptations,  is  an  ar 
gument  that  they  were  weakly  offered,  and  a  challenge 
to  him  to  engage  her  more  irrellilibly.  Tis  only  an  en 
hancing  the  price  of  the  commodity,  by  telling  you  how 
many  cuflomers  have  underbid  her. 

Care.  Nay,  I  don't  defpair— But  ftill  (lie  has  a  grud 
ging  to  you 1  talked  to  her  t'other  night  at  my  Lord 

Froth's  mafquerade,  when  I  am  fatisfied  fhe  knew  me, 
and  I  had  no  reafon  to  complain  of  my  reception  ;  but  I 
find  women  are  not  the  fame  bare-faced  and  in  mafks — — 
and  a  vizor  difguifes  their  inclinations  as  much  as  their 
faces. 

Mef.  *  Tis  a  »iftake ;  for  women  may  moft  properly 

*  be  faid  to  be  unmalked  when  they  wear  vizors ;  for 

*  that  fecures  them  from  biufliing,   and  being    out  of 
4  countenance,  and  next  to  being  in  the  dark,  or  alone, 

*  they  are  moft  truly  themfelves  in  a  vizor-malk.*     Here 
they  come.  I'll  leave  you.     Ply  her  clofe,  and  by  and  by 
clap  a  billet-doux   into    her  hand  :    for  a  woman  never 
thinks  a  man  truly  in  love  with  her  'till  he  has  been  fool 
enough  to  think  of  her  out  of  her  fight,  and  to  lofe  fo 
much  time  as  to  write  to  her,  [Exit. 

Enter 
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Enter  Sir  Paul  and  Lady  Plyant. 

Sir  P.  Shan't  we  difturb  your  meditation,  Mr.  Care 
lefs  ?  You  would  be  in  private  ? 

Care.  You  bring  that  along  with  you,  Sir  Paul,  that 
fhall  Trc  always  welcome  to  my  privacy. 

Sir  P.  O,  fweet  Sir,  you  load  your  humble  fervants, 
both  me  and  my  wife,  with  continual  favours. 

L.  P.  Sir  Paul,  what  a  phrafe  was  there  !  You  will 
be  making  anfwers,  and  taking  that  upon  you  which 
ought  to  lie  upon  me  :  that  you  fliould  have  fo  little 
breeding  to  think  Mr.Carelefs  did  not  apply  himfelf  to  me. 
Pray,  what  have  you  to  entertain  any  body's  privacy  ? 
I  fwear  and  declare  in  the  face  of  the  world  I'm  ready  to 
blufli  for  your  ignorance. 

Sir  P.  lacquiefce,  my  Lady  ;  but  don't  fnub  fo  loud. 

[Afide  to  her. 

L.  P.  Mr.  Carelefs,  if  a  perfon  that  is  wholly  illite 
rate  might  be  fuppofed  to  be  capable  of  being  qualified 
to  make  a  fuitable  return  to  thofe  obligations  which  you 
are  pleafed  to  confer  upon  one  that  is  wholly  incapable  of 
being  qualified  in  all  thofe  circumftances,  I  am  fure  I 
fhould  rather  attempt  it  than  any  thing  in  the  world, 
\Conrtefic3.]  for  I'm  fure  there's  nothing  in  the  world 
that  I  would  rather.  [Court efcs.}  But  I  know  Mr.  Care 
lefs  is  fo  great  a  critic,  and  fo  fine  a  gentleman,  that  it  is 
impoffible  for  me 

Care.  O  Heavens  !  Madam,  you  confound  me. 

Sir  P.  Gads-bud,  foe's  a  fine  perfon 

L.  P.  O  lord  !  Sir,  pardon  me  ;  we  women  have  not 
thofe  advantages  :  I  know  my  own  imperfections — but 
at  the  fame  time  you  muft  give  me  leave  to  declare  in  the 
face  of  the  world  that  nobody  is  more  fenfible  of  favours 
and  things  ;  for,  with  the  referve  of  my  honour,  I  af- 
fureyou,  Mr.  Carelefs,  I  don't  know  any  thing  in  the 
world  I  would  refufe  to  a  perfon  fo  meritorious  .  . 

You'll  pardon  my  want  of  expreflion. 

Cart.  O,  your  Ladyfliip  is  abounding  in  all  excellence, 
particularly  that  of  phrafe. 

L.  P.  You  are  fo  obliging,  Sir. 

Care.  Your  Ladyfhip  is  fo  charming. 

Sir  P.  So,  now,  now ;  now,  my  Lady. 

JL,  P.  So  well  bred. 

D  3 
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Care.  So  furprizing. 

£.  P.  So  well  dretf,  fo  lonne  mien,  fo  eloquent,  fo  un 
affected,  foealy,  fo  free,  fo  particular,  fo  agreeable—* 

$ir  P.  Ay,  fo,  fo,  there. 

Care.  O  lord,  Ibefeechyou,  Madam,  don't 

/,.  P.  So  gay,  fo  graceful,  fo  good  teeth,  fo  fine 
ihape,  fo  fine  limbs,  fo  fine  linen,  and  I  don't  doubt  but 
you  have  a  very  good  fkin,  Sir. 

Care.  For  Heaven's  fake,  Madam  I  am  quite  out 
f>f  countenance. 

Sir. P..  And  my  Lady's  quite  out  of  breath  ;  or  elfe 
you  fhould  hear—  Gad's-bud,  you  may  talk  of  rny  Lady 
Froth. 

Care.  O  fy,  fy,  not  to  be  named  of  a  day---My  Lady 
Froth  is  very  well  in  her  accomplishments—-  but  it  is 
when  my  Lady  Plyant  is  not  thought  of  If  that  can 
tver  be. 

L.  P.  O,  you  overcome  me— That  is  fo  exceffive* 

&r  P.  Nay,  I  fwear  and  vow  that  was  pretty. 

Care.  O,  Sir  Paul,  you  are  the  happieft  man  alive, 
Such  a  lady  !  that  is  the  envy  of  her  own  fex,  and  the 
admiration  of  ours. 

Sir  P.  Your  humble  fervant ;  I  am,  I  thank  Heaven, 
in  a  fine  way  of  living,  as  I  may  fay,  peacefully  and 
happily,  and  I  think  need  not  envy  any  of  my  neigh 
bours,  blelfed  be  Providence Ay,  truly,  Mr.  Care- 

lefs,  my  Lady  is  a  great  blefling,  a  fine,  difcreet,  weli- 

fpoken  woman  as  you  fliall  fee if  it  becomes  me  to  lay 

ib  ;  and  we  live  very  comfortably  together ;  flie  is  a  little 
liHily  fometimes,  and  fo  am  I  ;  but  mine's  foon  over, 
and  then  I  am  fo  forry — O,  Mr.  Carelefs>  if  it  were  not 
for  One  thing- 

Enter  Boy  with  a  letter. 

L.  P.  How  often  have  you  been  told  of  that,  you 
Jackanapes  ? 

Kir  P.  Gad  fo,  gads-bud  Tim,  carry  it  to  my 

Lady,  you  fhould  have  carried  it  to  my  Lady  firfr; 

J3oy.  *Tis  direded  to  your  worfhip. 

Sir  P.  Well,  well,  my  Lady  reads  all  letters  firft— - 
Child,  do  fo  no  more;  d'ye  hear,  Tim» 

.  No,  andpleafeyou.  [Exit. 

Sir  P. 
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Sir  P.  A  humour  of  my  wife's ;  you  know  women 
have  little  fancies But  as  I  was  telling  you,  Mr.  Care 
lefs,  if  it  were  not  for  one  thing,  I  fliould  think  myfelf 
the  happieft  man  in  the  world  ;  indeed  that  touches  me 
near,  very  near. 

Care.  What  can  that  be,  Sir  Paul  ? 

Sir  P.  Why,  I  have,  I  thank  Heaven,  a  very  plenti 
ful  fortune,  a  good  eftate  in  the  country,  fomehoufes  in 
town,  and  Come  money,  a  pretty  tolerable  perfonal 
eftate;  and  it  is  a  great  grief  to  me,  indeed  it  is,  Mr. 
Carelefs,  that  I  have  not  a  fon  to  inherit  this.  'Tis 
true,  I  have  a  daughter,  and  a  fine  dutiful^  child  fhe  is, 
though  I  fay  it,  blefled  be  Providence  I  may  fay  ;  for  in 
deed,  Mr.  Carelefs,  I  am  mightily  beholden  to  Provi 
dence—A  poor  unworthy  finner---But  if  I  had  a  fon,  ah! 
that's  my  affliction,  and  my  only  affliction  ;  indeed,  I 
cannot  refrain  tears  when  it  conies  into  my  mind.  [Cries. 

Care.  Why,  methinks  that  might  be  eafily  remedied  ; 
my  Lady  is  a  fine  likely  woman. 

Sir  P.  Oh,  a  fine  likely  woman  as  you  fhall  fee  in  a 
fummer's  day  Indeed  fhe  is,  Mr.  Carelefs,  in  all 

refpefts. 

Care.  And  I  fliould  not  have  taken  you  to  have  been  fb 
old - 

Sir  P.  Alas  !  that's  not  it,  Mr.  Carelefs  :  ah  !  that's 
not  it ;  no,  no,  you  {hoot  wide  of  the  mark  a  mile  ;  in*- 
deed  you  do  5  that's  not  it,  Mr.  Carelefs  ;  no,  no,  that's 
not  it. 

Care.  No,  what  can  be  the  matter  then  ? 

&>  P.  You'll  fcarcely  believe  me  when  I  (hall  tell  you 

my  Lady  is  fo  nice It  is  very  ftrange,  but  it  is 

true  :  too  true — fhe  is  fo  very  nice,  that  I  don't  believe 
(lie  would  touch  a  man  for  the  world. «  At  leaft  not 

*  above  once  a  year  ;   I  am  fure  I  have  found  it  fo  ;  and 
'  alas,  what's  once  a  year  to  an  old  man,,  who  would  do 

*  good  in  his  generation  !'  Indeed^  it  is  true,  Mr.  Care 
lefs,  it  breaks  my  heart — I  am  her  hufoand,  as  I  may 
fay  ;  though  far  unworthy  of  that  honour,  yet  I  am  her 
hufband  ;  but  alas-a-day,  I  have  no  more  familiarity  with 
her  perfon — *  as  to  that  matter'        'than  with  my  own 
mother  'no  indeed. 

On* 
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Care.  Alas-a-day  !  this  is  a  lamentable  ftory  ;  my  Lady 
muft  be  told  on't ;  fhe  muft,  i'raith,  Sir  Paul ;  'tis  an 
injury  to  the  world. 

Sir  P.  Ah  !  would  to  Heaven  you  would,  Mr.  Care- 
lefs;  you  are  mightily  in  her  favour. 

Care.  I  warrant  you,  what,  we  muft  have  a  fon  fome 
way  or  other. 

Sir  P.  Indeed,  I  (hould  be  mightily  bound  to  you,  if 
you  could  bring  it  about,  Mr.  Carelefs. 

L.  P.  Here,  Sir  Paul,  it  is  from  your  fteward,  here's 
a  return  of  600 1.  you  may  take  fifty  of  it  for  the  next 
half-year.  [Gives  him  the  letter. 

Enter  Lord  Froth  and  Cynthia. 

Sir  P.  How  does  my  girl  ?  Come  hither  to  thy  father^ 
poor  lamb,  thou  art  melancholic. 

Ld.  F.  Heaven,  Sir  Paul,  you  amaze  me  of  all  things 
in  the  world — You  are  never  pleafed  but  when  we  are  all 
upon  the  broad  grin  ;  ail  laugh  and  no  company  ;  ah  ! 

then  'tis  fuch  a  light  to  fee  fome  teeth Sure  you  are 

a  great  admirer  of  my  Lady  Whifler,  Mr.  Sneer,  and 
Sir  Laurence  Loud,  and  that  gang. 

Sir  P.  I  vow  and  fwear  {he  is  a  very  merry  woman, 
but  I  think  ftie  laughs  a  little  too  much. 

Ld.  F.  Merry  !  O  lord,  what  a  chara&er  that  is  of  a 

woman  of  quality You  have  been  at  my  Lady  Whi- 

-fler's  upon  her  day,  Madam  ? 

Cyn.  Yes,  my  Lord — I  muft  humour  this  fool.  \Afii1e. 

Ld.F.  Well  and  how?  hee!  What  is  your  fenfe  of 
the  converfation  ? 

Cyn.  O,  moil  ridiculous,  a  perpetual  concert  of  laugh 
ing  without  any  harmony  ;  for  fure,  my  Lord,  to  laugh, 
out  of  time,  is  as  ciifagreeable  as  to  ling  out  of  time  or 
out  of  tune. 

Ld.  F.  Hee,  hee,  hee,  right ;  and  then  my  Lady 
Whirler  is  fo  ready — (lie  always  comes  in  truee  bars  too 
foon — And  then,  what  do  they  laugh  at  ?  For  you  know 
laughingwithout  a  jeft  is  as  impertinent,  hee  !  as* 

Cyn.  As  dancing  without  a  fiddle. 

Ld.  F.  Juft  i'faith,  that  was  at  my  tongue's  end. 

Cyn.  But  that  cannot  be  properly  faid  of  them,  for  I 
think  they  are  all  in  good  nature  with' the  world,  and 
only  laugh  at  one  another ;  ar.d  you  mufl  allow  they 

have 
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have  all  jefts  in  their  perfbns,  though  they  have  none  in 
their  converfaticjn. 

Ld.  F.  Trucks  I  am  a  perfon  of  honour——* — For 
Heaven'sfake  let  us  facrifice  them  to  mirth  a  little. 

[Enter  Boy  and  ivbt/fers  Sir  Paul. 

Sir  P.  Gad  fo— Wife,  Wife,  my  Lady  Plyant,  I  have 
a  word. 

L.  P.  I  am  bufy,  Sir  Paul,  J  wonder  at  your  imper 
tinence 

Care.  Sir  Paul,  harkee,  I  am  reafoning  the  matter 
you  know:  Madam,  if  your  Ladyftiip  pleafe  we'll  dif- 
courfeof  this  in  the  next  room.  [Ex.  Lady  P.  and  Care. 

Sir  P.  O  ho,  I  wifli  you  good  fuccefs,  I  wifh  you  good 
fuccefs.  Boy,  tell  my  Lady,  when  fhe  has  done,  I 
would  fpeak  with  her  below.  [  Exit  Sir  Paul. 

Enter  Lady  Froth  rfWBrifk. 

L,  F.  Then  you  think  that  epifode  between  Sufan  the 
dairy-maid,  and  our  coachman,  is  not  amifs ;  you  know 
I  may  fuppofe  the  dairy  in  town,  as  well  as  in  the  coun 
try. 

Brisk.  Incomparable,  let  me  perifh — But  then  being  an 
heroic  poem,  had  you  not  better  call  him  a  Charioteer  ? 
Charioteer  founds  great :  befides  your  Ladyfliip's  coach 
man  having  a  red  face,  and  you  comparing  him  to  the 
fun And  you  know  the  fun  is  called  Heaven's  Chari 
er  eer. 

L.  F.  Oh,  infinitely  better ;  I  am  extremely  beholden 
to  you  for  the  hint ;  ftay,  we'll  read  over  thofe  half  a 
fcore  lines  again.  [Pulls  out  a  paper.]  Let  me  fee  here, 
you  know  what  goes  before  the  companion,  you. 

know.   [Reads.] 

For  as  the  fun  fliines  every  day, 
So  of  our  coachman  I  may  fay. 

Rrisk.  I  am  afraid  that  fimile  won't  do  in  wet  weather 
Becaufe  you  fay  the  fun  mines  every  day. 

L.  F.  No,  for  the  fun  it  won't,  but'it  will  do  for  the 
coachman,  for  you  know  there's  moft  occafion  for  a 
coach  in  wet  weather. 

Brisk.  Right,  right,  that  faves  all. 

L.  F.  Then  I  don't  fay  the  fun  fhines  all  the  day,  but 
that  he  peeps  now  and  then,  yet  he  does  fhineall  the  day 
too,  you  know,  though  we  don'c  fee  him. 
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Brisk*  Right,  but  the  vulgar  will  never  comprehend 
that. 

L  F,  Well,  you  (hall  hear — Let  me  fee. 
[JLV/fc/j.J    For  as  the  fun  (hines  every  day, 
So  of  our  coachman  I  may  fay  ; 
He  (hews  his  drunken  fiery  face, 
Juft  as  the  fun  does,  more  or  lefs. 
Brisk.  That's  right,    all's  well,    all's  well.     More  or 
lefs. 

L.F.  [RcaJs.] 

And  when  at  night  his  labour's  done, 
Then  too,  like  Heaven's  charioteer,  the  fun  : 
Ay,  Charioteer  does  better. 

Into  the  dairy  he  defcends, 
And  there  his  whipping  and  his  driving  ends ; 
There  he's  fecure  from  danger  of  a  bilk, 
His  fare  is  paid  him,  antl  he  lets  in  milk. 
ForSufan,  you  know,  is  Thetis,  and  fo 

Brisk.  Incomparable  well  and  proper,  'egad — But  I 

have  one  exception  to  make- Don't  you  think  bilk  ( [ 

know  it  is  good  rhyme)  but  don't  you  think  bilk  and  fare 
too  like  a  hackney  coachman  ? 

L.  F.  I  fvvear  and  vow  I  am  afraid  fo- And  yet 

our  Jehu  was  a  hackney  coachman  when  'my  Lord  took 
him. 

Brisk.  Was  he?  I  am  anfwered,  if  Jehu  was  a  hack 
ney  coachman — You  may  put  that  in  the  marginal  notes 
tho*  to  prevent  criticifm— Only  mark  it  with  a  fmall  aile- 
rifm,  and  fay — Jehu  was  formerly  a  hackney  coachman. 

L*  F.  I  will ;  you'll  oblige  me  extremely  to  write 
notes  to  the  whole  poem. 

Brisk.  With  all  my  heart  and  foul,  and  proud  of  the 
vaft  honour,  let  me  perifh. 

Ld.  F.  Hee,  hee,  hee,  my  dear,  have  you  done  ?— 
Won't  you  join  with  us  ?  we  were  laughing  at  my  Lady 
Whifler  and  Mr.  Sneer. 

L.F.  Ay,  my  dear— -Were  you  ?    Oh  filthy 

Mr.  Sneer ;  he's  a  naufeous  figure,  a  mofl  fulfamic  fop, 
foh  •  He  fpent  two  days  together  in  going  about 
Covent-Garden  to  fuit  the  lining  of  his  coach  with  his 
complexion. 

Ld  F. 
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Ld.  F.  O  filly !  yet  his  aunt  is  as  fond  of  him  as  if  (he 
had  brought  the  ape  into  the  world  herfelf. 

dmi.  Who,  my  Lady  Toothlefs ;  O,  (he's  a  morti 
fying  fpe&acle ;  (he's  always  chewing  the  cud  like  an  old 
ewe. 

Cyn.  Fy,  Mr.Brifk,  eringo  is  for  her  cough. 

L.  F.  I  have  feen  her  take  them  half-chewed  out  of 
her  mouth  to  laugh,  and  then  put  them  in  again — Foh. 

Ld.F.  Foh. 

L.  F.  Then  fhe  is  always  ready  to  laugh  when  Sneer 
offers  to  fpeak— and  fits  in  expectation  of  his  no  jeft,  with 
her  gums  bare,  and  her  mouth  open 

Brisk.  Like  an  oyfter  at  low  ebb,  'egad— Ha,  ha,  ha. 

'  Cyn.  [AJide.~\  Well,  I  find  there  are  no  fools  fo  in* 
*  conftderable  in  themfelves,  but  they  can  render  other 
'  people  contemptible  by  expofing  their  infirmities.' 

L.  F.  Then   that  t'other  great  ftrapping  lady 1 

cannot  hit  of  her  name ;  the  old  fat  fool  that  paints  fo 
exorbitantly. 

Brisk.  I  know  whom  you  mean — But  deuce  take  me, 

J  cannot  hit  of  her  name  neither Paints,  d'ye  fay  ? 

Why,  (he  lays  it  on  with  a  trowel Then  (he  has  a 

great  beard  that  briftles  through  it,  and  makes  her  look 
as  if  (he  were  plaiflered  with  lime  and  hair,  let  me  pe- 
ri(h. 

L.F.  Oh,  you  made  a  fong  upon  her,  Mr.Brilk. 

Brisk.  He  !  'egad,  fo  I  did My  Lord  can  ling  it. 

'  Cyn.  O  good,  my  Lord,  let  us  hear  it.' 

Brisk.  JTis  not  a  long  neither— It  is  a  fort  of  an 
epigram,  or  rather  an  epigrammatic  fonnet;  I  don't 
know  what  to  call  ir,  but  it  is  fatire.— 4  Sing  it.  my 
*  Lord.' 

Lord  "Froth  fags. 

Ancient  Phillis  has  young  graces, 
'Tis  a  flrange  thing,  but  a  true  one  ; 

Shall  I  tell  you  how? 
She  herfelf  makes  her  own  faces, 
And  each  morning  wears  a  new  one  ? 

Where's  the  wonder  now  ? 

Brisk.  Short,  but  there  is  fait  in  it ;  my  way  of  wri 
ting,  'egad. 

.  Enter 
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Enter  Footman. 

L.  F.  How  now  ? 

foot.  Your  Ladyfhip's  chair  is  come. 

L.  F.  Is  nurfe  and  the  child  in  it  ? 

Foot.  Yes,  Madam.  [Exit. 

L.  F.  O,  the  dear  creature !  let  us  go  fee  it. 

Ld.  F.  I  fwear,  my  dear,  you'll  fpoil  that  child  with 
fending  it  to  and  again  fo  often ;  this  is  the  feventh  time 
the  chair  has  gone  for  her  to-day. 

L.F.  O-la,  I  fwear  it's  but  the  lixth and  I  han't 

feen  her  thefe  two  hours The  poor  dear  creature— 

I  fwear,  my  Lord,  you  don't  love  poor  little  Sappho, 

Come,  my  dear  Cynthia,  Mr.  Brifk,  we'll  go  fee 

Sappho,  though  my  Lord  won't. 

Cyn.  I'll  wait  upon  your  Ladyfhip. 

Brisk.  Pray,  Madam,  how  old  is  Lady  Sappho  ? 

L.  F.  Three  quarters,  but  I  fwear  (he  has  a  world  of 
wit,  and  can  ling  a  tune  already.  My  Lord,  won't  you 
go  ?  Won't  you  ?  What,  not  to  fee  Saph  ?  Pray,  my 
Lord,  come  fee  little  Saph.  I  knew  you  could  not  flay. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Cynthia. 

*  Cyn.    'Tis  not  fo    hard  to   counterfeit  joy  in  the 
'  depth  of  affliction,  as  to  diilemble  mirth  in  the  com* 

4  pany  of  fools Why  ihould  I  call  them  fools  ?  The 

'  world  thinks  better  of  them;    for  thefe  have  quality 
6  and  education,  wit  and  fine  converfation,  are  received 

*  and  admired  by  the  world If  not,  they  like  and 

6  admire  themfelves And  why  is   not  that  true  wif- 

*  doin,  for  it  is  happinefs  ?  And  for  ought  I  know,  we 

*  have  mifapplied  the  name  all  this  while,  and  miftakcn 

*  the  thing  :  fince 

'  If  happinefs  in  felf-content  is  plac'd, 

*  The  wife  are  wretched,  and  fools  only  blefs'd. 

[Exit. 
END  of  the  THIRD  ACT. 


ACT        IV. 

*  Enter  Mellefont  and  Cynthia.  , 

*  CYNTHIA. 
c   T  Heard  him  loud  as  I  came  by  the  clofet-door,  ana 

c    Jl  my  Lady  with  him :  but  file  fecmed  to  moderate 
c  v,:^      'cr, */i.: 
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i  '  MeL  Ay,  Hell  thank  her,  as  gentle  breezes  moderate 

*  a  fire ;    but  I  fliall  counter-work  her  fpells,  and  ride 
'.  the  witch  in  her  own  bridle. 

'  Gyn.  It  is  impoffible  ;  fhe'll  caft  beyond  you  ftill— — * 
'.  I'll  lay  my  life  it  will  never  be  a  match. 
'  Md.  What  ? 

*  Gyn.  Between  you  and  me. 
4  Mel.  Why  fo  ? 

4  Cyn.  My  mind  gives  me  it  won't becaufe  we  are 

4  both  willing ;  we  each  of  us  ftrive  to  reach  the  goal, 
4  and  hinder  one  another  in  the  race  ;    I  fwear  it  never 

*  does  well  when  parties  are  fo  agreed— -For  when  people 

*  walk  hand  in  hand,    there's  neither  overtaking  nor 

*  meeting  :    we  hunt  in  couples  where  we  both  purfue 

*  the  fame  game,  but  forget  one  another  j  and  'tis  be- 

*  .caufe  we  are  fo  near  that  we  don't  think  of  coming  to- 

*  get  her. 

. '  MeL  Hum,  'egad  I  believe  there's  fomething  in  it— 
4  Marriage  is  the  game  that  we  hunt,  and  while  we 

*  think  that  we  only  have  it  in  view,  I   don't  fee  but 

*  we  have  it  in  our  power. 

*  Cyn.  Within  reach ;    for  example,    give   me   your 
4  hand  ;  you  have  looked  through  the  wrong  end  of  the 

*  perfpedive  all  this  while ;    for  nothing  has  been  be- 
4  tween  us  but  our  fears,    fa 

*  Mel.  I  don't  know  why  we  fliould  not  fleal  out  of 

*  the  houfe  this  very  moment,  and  marry  one  another, 
'  without  conlideration,  or  the  fear  of  repentance.     Pox 

*  o'fortune,  portion,  fettlements,  and  jointures. 

4  Cyn.  Ay,  ay,  what  have  we  to  do  with  them ;  you 
'  know  we  marry  for  love. 

4  Mel.  Love,  love,  downright  very  villainous  love. 

.  '  Cyn.  And  he  that  cannot  live  upon  love  deferves  to 

'.die  in  a  ditch.- Here  then,  I  give  you  my  promife, 

*  in  fpite  of  cTuty,  any  temptation  of  wealth,  your  in- 
4  conftancy,  or  my  own  inclination  to  change 

*  Mel.  To  run  moft  wilfully  and  unreasonably  away 

*  with  me  this  moment,  and  be  married. 

4  Cyn.  Hold. — Never  to  marry  any  body  elfe, 

4  MeL     That's  but  a  kind  of  negative  confent— Why, 

*  you  won't  baulk  the  frolic  ? 

.-   £  *  Cyn. 
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*  Cyn.  If  you  had  not  been  fo   afiured  of  your  own 

conduct  I  would  not But  'tis  but  reafonable  that 

fince  I  confent  to  like  a  man  without  the  vile  confide- 
ration  of  money,  he  fhould  give  me  a  very  evident  de- 
monflration  of  his  wit :  therefore,  let  me  fee  you  un 
dermine  my  Lady  Touchwood,    as  you  boafted,  and 
force  her  to  give  her  confent,  and  then 

«  Mel.  rildoit, 

«  Cyn.  And  I'll  do  it. 

*  Mel.  This  very  next  enfuing  hour  of  eight  o'clock, 

*  is  the  laft  minute  of,  her  reign,  unlefs  the  Devil  affift 

*  her  \Kpropriaperfona. 

«  Cyn.  Well,    if  the  Devil  (hould  aflift  her,  and  your 

*  plot  mifcarry.' 

'  Mel.  Ay,  what  am  I  to  truft  to  then  ? 

*  Cyn.  Why,  if  you  give  me  very  clear  demonftration 

*  that  it  was  the  Devil,  I  will  allow  for  irrefiftible  odds. 

*  But  if  I  find  it  to  be  only  chance,  or  deftiny,  or  un- 
«•  lucky  ftars,  or  anything  but  the  very  Devil,  I  am  in- 

*  exorable:  only  ftill  I'll  keep  my  word,  and  live  a  maid 

*  for  your  fake. 

'  Mel.  And  you  won't  die  one  for  your  own,  fo  ft  ill 

*  there's  hope. 

*  Cyn.  Here  is  my  mother-in-law,   and  your  friend 

*  Carelefs,  I  would  not  have  them  fee  us  together  yet. 

«  [Exeunt.* 

Enter  Caretefs  and  Lady  Plyant.* 
L.  P.  Lfwear,  Mr.  Carelefs,  you  are  very  alluring— 
and  fay  fo  many  fine  things,  and  nothing  is  fo  moving  to 
me  as  a  fine  thing.  Well,  I  muft  do  you  this  juitice, 
and  declare  in  the  face  of  the  world,  never  any  body 
gained  fo  far  upon  me  as  yourfelf ;  with  bluflies  I  muft 
own  it,  you  have  lhaken,  as  I  may  fay,  the  very  foun 
dation  of  my  honour— Well,  fureif  I  efcape  your  impor 
tunities,  I  fliall  value  myfelf  as  long  as  I  live,  I  fwear. 

Care.   And  defpife  me.  [Sighing. 

^  L.  P.  The  laft  of  any  man  in  the  world,  by  my  pu 
rity  ;  now  you  make  me  fwear— O,  gratitude  forbid  that 
I  fhould  ever  be  wanting  in  a  refpeclful  acknowledgment 
of  an  entire  refignation  of  all  my  belt  wifhes  for  the  per* 

*  The  fourth  ad,  in  reprefentation,  begins  here. 

fon 
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fon  and  parts  of  fo  accomplished  a  perfon,  whofe  merit 
challenges  much  more,  I  am  fure,  than  my  illiterate 
praifes  can  defcription.  •  • 

Care.  [In  a  whining  tone.]  Ah,  Heavens,  Madam,  you 
ruin  me  with  kindnefs  ;  your  charming  tongue  purfue» 
the  victory  of  your  eyes,  while  at  your  feet  your  poor 
adorer  dies. 

L.  P.  Ah  !  very  fine. 

Care.  [Still  whining.']  Ah,  why  are  you  fo  fair,  fo  be 
witching  fair  ?  O,  let  me  grow  to  the  ground  here,  and 
feaft  upon  that  hand  ;  O,  let  me  prefs  it  to  my  heart,  my 
trembling  heart,  the  nimble  movement  fhall  inftruft 
yourpulfe,  and  teach  it  to  alarm  defire.  —  Zoons  I  am  al- 
moft  at  the  end  of  my  cant,  if  flie  does  not  yield  quickly, 


L.  P.  O  that's  fo  paffionate  and  fine,  I  cannot  hear  it— 
I  am  not  fafe  if  I  ilay,  and  mufl  leave  you. 

Care.  And  mufl  you  leave  me  !  Rather  let  me  languifli 
out  a  wretched  life,  and  breathe  my  foul  beneath  your 
feet-  I  mufl  fay  the  fame  thing  over  again,  and 

cannot  help  it.  [A/ide. 

L.P.  1  fwear  I  am  ready  to  languifli  too  O  my 
honour  !  Whither  is  it  going  ?  I  protefl  you  have  given, 
me  the  palpitation  of  the  heart. 

Care.  Can  you  be  fo  cruel  ? 

L.  P.  O  rife,  I  befeech  you,  fay  no  more  'till  you 
rife  —  Why  did  you  kneel  fo  long  ?  I  fwear  I  was  fo  tranf- 
ported  I  did  not  fee  it  -  Well,  to  fliew  you  how  far 
you  have  gained  upon  me,  I  allure  you,  if  Sir  Paul 
fliould  die,  of  all  mankind  there's  none  I'd  fooner  make 
rny  fecond  choice. 

Care.  O  Heaven  !  I  cannot  out-live  this  night  without 
your  favour  -  1  feel  my  fpirits  faint,  a  general  damp- 
nefs  over-fpreads  my  face,  a  cold  deadly  dew  already 
vents  through  all  my  pores,  and  will  to-morrow  wafli 
me  for  ever  from  your  fight,  and  drown  me  in  my  tomb. 
^  L,  P.  O,  you  have  conquered,  fweet,  melting,  mo 
ving  Sir,  you  have  conquered—  What  heart  of  marble 
can  refrain  to  -weep,  and  yield  to  fuch  fad  fay  ings.  — 


Care.  I  thank  Heaven,  they  are  the  faddeft  that  I  ever 
faid—  Oh!  •  I  fliall  never  contain  laughter/          \Afidf* 
E.2  L.P+ 
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L.  P.  Oh,  I  yield  myfelf  all  up  to  your  uncontroulable 

embraces Say,    tbou  dear  dying  man,  when,  where, 

and  how  ? «  Ah,  there's  Sir  Paul.' 

Care.  'Slife,    yonder's  Sir  Paul,  but  if  he  were  not 

come,  I  am  fo  tranfported  I  cannot  fpeak This 

.note  will  inform  you.  [Gives  her  a  note.     Exit. 

Enter  Sir  Paul  and  Cynthia. 

Sir  P.  Thou  art  my  tender  lambkin,  and  (halt  do  what 
thou  wilt — But  endeavour  to  forget  this  Mellefont. 

Cyn.  1  would  obey  you  to  my  power,  Sir ;  but  if  I 
have  not  him,  I  havefworn  never  to  marry. 

Sir-  P.  Never  to  marry  !  Heavens  forbid  !  Muft  I  nei 
ther  have  fons  nor  grandfons  ?  Muft  the  family  of  the 
Plyants  be  utterly  extinct  for  want  of  iflue  male.  Oh, 
impiety !  But  did  you  fwear,  did  that  fweet  creature 
fwear  !  ha  ?  How  durft  you  fwear  without  my  confent, 
ah  ?  Gads-bud,  vyho  am  I  ? 

Cyn.  Pray  don't  be  angry,  Sir ;  when  I  fwore  I  had 
your  confent,  and  therefore  1  fwore. 

Sir  P.  Why  then  the  revoking  my  confent  does  annul, 
or  make  of  none  efted  your  oath  ;  fo  you  may  unfwear  it 
again  "The  law  will  allow  it. 

Cyn.  Ay,  but  my  confcience  never  will. 

Sir  P.  Gads-bud,  no  matter  for  that;  confcience  and 
law  never  go  together  ;  you  mull  not  expe£t  that. 

L.  P.  Ay,  but  Sir  Paul,  I  conceive  if  fhehas  fworn, 
d'ye  mark  me,  if  fhe  has  once  fworn,  it  is  moft  unchri- 

ftian,  inhuman,  and  obfcenethat  (he  mould  break  it; 

I'll  make  up  the  match  again,  becaufe  Mr.  Carelefs  faid 
it  would  oblige  him.  \_dfid?* 

Sir  P.  Does  your  Ladyfhip  conceive  fo  ? Why,  I 

was  of  that  opinion  once  too -Nay,  if  your  Ladyfliip 

conceives  fo,  lam  of  that  opinion  again  ;  but  I  can  nei 
ther  find  my  Lord  nor  my  Lady,  to  know  what  they  in 
tend. 

L.  P.  I  am  fatisfied  that  my  coulin  Mellefont  has  been 
much  wronged. 

Cyn.  [jtyfde.]  1  am  amazed  to  find  her  of  our  fide,  for 
I  am  fure  ihe  loved  him. 

.  L.  P.  1  know  my  Lady  Touchwood  has  no  kindnefs 
for  him  ;  and  befides,  I  have  been  informed  by  Mr. 
.Carelefs,  that  Mellefont  had  never  any  thing  more  than 

a  pro* 
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a  profound  refpedl  —  That  he  has  owned  himfelf  to  be  my 
admirer,  'tis  true,  but  he  was  never  fo  prefumptuous  to 
entertain  any  dilhonourable  notions  of  things  ;  fo  that  if 
this  be  made  plain  —  I  don't  fee  how  my  daughter  can  in 
confcience,  or  honour,  or  any  thing  in  the  world  - 

Sir  P.  Indeed  if  this  be  made  plain,  as  my  Lady  your 
mother  fays,  child 

jL.  P.  Plain  !  I  was  informed  of  it  by  Mr.  Carelefs-^ 
And  I  afllire  you  Mr.  Carelefs  is  a  perfon  —  that  has  a 
moft  extraordinary  refpe£t  and  honour  for  you,  Sir  Paul. 

Cyn.  [AJide.]  And  for  your  Ladyfliip  too,  I  believe, 
or  elfe  you  had  not  changed  fides  fo  foon  ;  now  I  begin 
to  find  it. 

Sir  P.  I  am  much  obliged  to  Mr.  Carelefs,  really,  he 
is  a  perfon  that  I  have  a  great  value  for,  not  only  for 
that,  but  becaufe  he  has  a  great  veneration  tor  your  La 
dy  (hip. 

L.P.  O  la,  no  indeed.  Sir  Paul,  it  is  upon  your  ac 
count. 

JSir  P.  No,  I  proteft  and  vow  I  have  no  title  to  hi* 
elteem,  but  in  having  the  honour  to,  appertain  in.  fome 
meafure  to  your  Ladyihip,  that's  all. 

L.  P.  O  la,  now,  I  fwear  and  declare,  it  (han't  be  fo,. 
you  are  too  modeit,  Sir  Paul. 

Sir  P.  It  becomes  me,  whea  there  is  any  comparifort 
made  between  • 

L.P+  O  fy,  fy,  Sir  Paul,  you'll  put  me  out  of  coun 
tenance  -  Your  very  obedient  and  affe&ionate  wife,, 
that's  all  -  And  highly  honoured  in  that  title. 

Sir  P.  Gads-bud  lam  tranf  ported  !  Give  me  leave  ta 
kifs  your  Ladyftiip's  hand. 

*  Cyn,.  That  my  poor  father  (hould  be  fo  very  filly!' 


L.  P.  My  lip,.  indeed,  Sir  Paul,  I  fwear  you  ftiall. 

[H*  kijjes  her+  and  bows^  very  low* 

Sir  P.  I  humbly  thank  your  Ladyftiip  —  I  don't  know 
whether  I  fly  on  ground,  or  walk  in  air  --Gads-bud, 
fhe  was  never  thus  before  -  Well,  I  muir.  own  myfelf 
beholden  to  Mr.  Carelefs  —  As  lure  as  can  be  this  is  all 
his  doing—  fomethtng  that  he  has  faid  ;  well,  'tis-  a  rarer 
thing  to  have  an  ingenious  friend..  Wellr  your  Lady- 
dip  is  of  opinion  that  the  match  may  go  forward- 

E  3,  L*  P» 
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L.  P.  By  all  means—Mr.  Care!efs  has  fatisfied  me  of 
the  matter. 

Sir  P.  Well,  why  then,  lamb,  you  may  keep  your 
oath,  but  have  a  care  of  making  ralh  vows ;  come  hither 
to  me,  and  kifs  papa, 

L.  P.  I  fwear  a«d  declare,  I  am  in  fuch  a  twitter  to 
read  Mr.  Carelefs's  letter,    that    I  cannot   forbear  any 
longer — But  though  I  may  read  all  letters  firft  by  prero 
gative,  yet  I'll  be  lure  to  be  unfufpeded  this  time. 
Sir  Paul.  i 

Sir  P.  Did  your  Ladyfliip  call  ? 

L.  P.  Nay,  not  to  interrupt  you,  my  dear — — .Only 
Jend  me  your  letter,  which  you  had  from  your  fteward 
to-day:  I  would  look  upon  the  account  again  ;  and  may 
fce  increafe  the  allowance. 

Sir  P.  -There  it  is,  Madam.  Do  you  want  a  pen  and 
ink  ?  [Bows  and  gives  the  letter* 

//.  P.  No,  no,  nothing  elfe,  I  thank  you,  Sir  Paul— 
So  now  I  can  read  my  own  letter  under  the  cover  of  his. 

[AJ&. 

.  Sir  P.  He  ?  and  wilt  thou  bring  a  grandfon  at  nine 
months  end— He  ?  A  brave  chopping  boy. — I'll  fettle  a 
thoufand  pounds  a  year  upon  the  rogue  as  foon  as  ever  he 
looks  me  in  the  face,  I  will  Gads-bud.  I  am  overjoyed 
Ho  think  I  have  any  of  my  family  that  will  bring  chil 
dren  into  the  world.  For  I  would  fain  have  fome  re-< 
fcmblance  of  myfelf  in  my  pofterity,  he,  Thy  !  '  Can- 

*  not   you  contrive  that  affair,    girl  ?    Do ;    Gads-bud 

*  think  on  thy  old  father ;'  heh  !   Make  the  young  rogue 
as  like  as  you  can. 

Cyn.  I  am  glad  to  fee  you  fo  merry,  Sir. 

Sir  P.  Merry  !  Gads-bud  I  am  ferious  !  Ill  give  thee 
£00 1.  for  every  inch  of  him  that  refembles  me  ;  ah,  this 
eye,  this  left  eye  !  A  thoufand  pounds  for  this  left  eye. 
3?his  has  done  execution  in  its  time,  girl ;  why,  thou  haft 
my  leer,  hully,  juft  thy  father's  leer. — Let  it  be  tranf- 
mittedto  the  young  rogue  by  the  help  of  imaginurion-— 
Why  'tis  the  mark  of  our  family,  Thy  ;  our  houfe  is 
diitinguifhed  by  a  languishing  eye,  as  the  houfe  of  Auftria 
is  by  a  thick  lip  -Ah  I  when  I  was  of  your  age,  huf 
fy,  I  would  have  held  fifty  to  one  I  could  have  drawn  my 
©wn  pi&ure-*— - -Gads-bud,  but  I  could  have  done* — -» 

not 
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not  fo  much  as  you  neither, but ——nay,  don't 

bluQi 

Cyn.  I  don't  blufh,  Sir,  for  I  vow  I  don't  underftand. ' 

SirP.  Pfhaw,  pfhaw^  you  fib,  you  baggage,  you  do 

\inderftand,  and  you  fhall  underftand  :    Come,  don't  be 

io  nice  ;  Gads-bud  don't  learn  after  your  mother-in-law, 

my  Lady  here Marry  Heaven  forbid  that  you  mould 

follow  her  example,  that  would  fpoil  all  indeed.  Blefs 
vis,  if  you  ft.ould  take  a  vagary,  and  make  a  rafh  fefolu- 
tion  on  your  wedding-night  to  die  a  maid,  as  fhe  did,  all 

were  ruined,   all  my  hopes  loft My  heart  would 

break,  and  my  eftate  would  be  left  to  the  wide  world,  he  ! 
I  hope  you  are  a  better  Chriilian  than  to  think  of  living 
a  nun,  he  ?  Anfwer  me. 

Cyn.  I  am  all  obedience,  Sir,  to  your  commands. 

-  L.  P.  [Having  read  the  letter.}  O  dear  Mr.  Carelefs^ 
I  fwear  he  writes  charmingly,  and  he  looks  charmingly, 
and  he  has  charmed  me  as  much  as  I  have  charmed  him  ; 
and  fo  I'll  tell  him  in  the  wardrobe  when  'tis  dark.     O 

.Crimine  1  I  hope  Sir  Paul  has  not  feen  both  letters - 

[Puts  the  'wrong  letter  baftily  up,  and  gives  bint  her  oivn,\ 
Sir  Paul,  here's  your  letter,  to-morrow  morning  I'll  fet 
tle  accounts  to  your  advantage. 

Enter  Brifk. 

Brisk.  Sir  Paul,  Gad's-bud  you  are  an  uncivil  perfon, 
let  me  tell  you,  and  all  that ;  and  I  did  not  think  it  had 
been  in  you. 

•  Sir  P.  Ola,  what's  the  matter  now?  I  hope  you  are 
not  angry,  Mr.  Brilk  ? 

Brisk.  Deuce  take  me,  I  believe  you  intend  to  marry 
your  daughter  yourfelf;  you  are  always  brooding  over 
her  like  an  old  hen,  as  if  fhe- were  not  well  hatched,  'egad,- 
.he? 

Sir  P.  Good  firange  !  Mr.  Brifk  is  fuch  a  merry  face 
tious  perfon,  he,  he,  he.  No,  no,  I  have  done  with  her^ 
I  have  done  with  her  now. 

Brisk.  The  fiddles  have  flayed  this  hour  in  the  hall^ 
and  my  Lord  Froth  wants  a  partner;  we  can  never  begin, 
without  her. 

Sir  P.  Go,  go,  chiJd,.go,  get  you  gone  and  dance,  and 
be  merry;  I  will  come  and  look  at  you  by  and  by. — — •* 
Wbese  is  my  fon  Mellefont  ? 
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L~  P.  I'll  Tend  him  to  them,  I  know  where  he  is • 

Brisk.  Sir  Paul,  will  you  fend  Carelefs  into  the  hall  i£ 
you  meet  him. 

Sir  P.  I  will,  I  will,  I'll  go  and  look  for  him  on  pur- 
pole.  [Ex.  all  but  Brifk. 

Brisk.  So  now  they  are  all  gone,  and  I  have  an  oppor 
tunity  to  pradife Ah  !  my  dear  Lady  Froth  !    She's 

a  moft  engaging  creature,  if  fhe  were  not  fo  fond  of  that 
damned  coxcombly  Lord  of  hers ;  and  yet  I  am  forced  ta 

allow  him  wit  too,  to  keep  in  with  him No  matter, 

{he's  a  woman  of  parts,  and  'egad  parts  will  carry  her. 

She  faid,  flie  would  follow  me  into  the  gallery Now 

to  make  my  approaches — Hem,  hem !  Ah,  Ma-  [Bows.]. 

dam  ! Pox  on*t,  why  fhould  I  difparage  my  parts  by 

thinking  what  to  fay  -r  None  but  dull  rogues  think :  witty 
men,  like  rich  fellows,  are  always  ready  for  all  expences, 
while  your  blockheads,  like  poor  needy  fcoundrels,  are 
forced  to  examine  their  ftock,  and  forecaft  the  charges  of 
the  day.  Here  (he  comes  j  I'll  feem  not  to  fee  her,  and 
try  to  win  her  with  a  new  airy  invention  of  my  own^ 
hern  ! 

Enter  Lady  Froth. 

[Briik^/v£.f,  walking  about.]  I'm  lick  with  love,  ha,  ha,, 
ha,  pr'ythee  come  cure  me. 

I'm  fick  with ,  &c, 

O  ye  powers !  O  my  Lady  Froth,  my  Lady  Froth !   My 

Lady  Froth  !  Heigho  !  Break  heart  j  Gods  I  thank  you» 

[Stands  mujing  'with  his  arms  acrofs* 

L.  F.  O  Heavens,  Mr.  Brift  !   What's  the  matter? 

Brisk.  My  Lady  Froth  !  Your  Ladyfhip's  moil  humble 

fervant The  matter,    Madam?     Nothing,   Madam,, 

rrothing  at  all  'egad.  I  was  fallen  into  the  moil  agreeable 
amufement  in  the  whole  province  of  contemplation  :: 
That  is  all  •  (1*11  feem  to  conceal  my  paffion,  and  that 
will  look  like  refpe6i>  \Jfidc. 

L.  F.  Blefs  me,    why  did  you  call  out  upon  me  fo 
loud,  ? 

Brisk.  O  lord,  I  Madam  !    I  befeech  your  LadyfhipH 
. When  ?• 

L.  F.  Juft  now  as  I  came,  in ;    blefs  me,    why  don't 
you  know  k  £ 

Brisk* 
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'•r  Brisk.  Not  I,  let  me  perifh But  did  I?  Strange ! 

I  confefs  your  Ladyfhip  was  in  my  thoughts ;  and  I  was 
in  a  fort  of  dream  that  did  in  a  manner  reprefent  a  very 
pleafing  object  to  my  imagination,  but but  did  I  in 
deed  ? TO  fee  how  love  and  murder  will  out.  But 

did  I  really  name  my  Lady  Frolh  ? 

L,  F.  Three  times  aloud,  as  I  love  letters But 

did  you  talk  of  love?  O  ParnafTus!  Who  would  have 
thought  Mr.  Briik  could  have  been  in  love,  ha,  ha,  ha. 
O  Heavens !  I  thought  you  could  have  no  miltrefs  but 
the  nine  mufes. 

Brijk.  No  more  I  have,  'egad,  for  I  adore  them  all  rn 

your  Ladyfhip Let  me  perifh,  I  don't  know  whether 

to  be  fplenetic  or  airy  upon  it  ;  the  deuce  take  me  if  I 
can  tell  whether  I  am  glad  or  forry  that  your  Ladyfliip 
has  made  the  difcovery. 

L.  F.  O,  be  merry  by  all  means— Prince  Volfcius 
in  love  !  Ha,  ha,  ha.  • 

Brisk.  O,  barbarous,  to  turn  me  into  ridicule  !  Yet, 
ha,  ha,  ha*  The  deuce  take  me,  I  cannot  help  laugh 
ing  myfelf,  ha,  ha,  ha;  yet  by  Heavens  I  have  a  violent 
pallion  for  your  Ladyfhip  ferioufly. 

L.  F.  Serioufly !  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Brisk.  Serioufly,  ha,  ha,  ha.  Gad  I  have  for  all  I 
laugh. 

L.  F.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  What  d'ye  think  I  laugh  at?  Haf 
ha,  ha. 

Brisk.  Me  'egad,  ha  ha. 

L.  F.  No,  the  deuce, take  me  if  I  don't  laugh  at  my 
felf;  for  hang  me  if  I  have  not  a  violent  paffion  for  Mi*, 
Brifk,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Brisk.  Serioufly  ? 

L.  F.  Serioufly,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Brisk.  That's  well  enough,  let  me  perifh,  ha,  ha,  ha» 
O  miraculous,  what  a  happy  difcovery  !  Ay,  my  dear 
charming  Lady  Froth  ! 

L.  F.  Oh,  my  adored  Mr.  Brifk  !  {Embrace* 

Enter  Lord  Froth. 

Ld.  F.  The  company  are  all  ready How  now ! 

Brisk.  Zoons,  Madam,  there's  my  Lord.  [Softly  to  her.] 

L.  F.  Take  no  notice— —but  obferve  me -Npw 

caft  off,  and  meet  me  at  the  lower  end  of  the  roomr  and 

then 
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then  join  hands  again;  I  could  teach  my  Lord  this  dance 
purely,  but  I  vow,  Mr.  Bnlk,  I  can't  tell  how  to  come 
fo  near  any  other  man,  Oh,  here's  my  Lord,  now  you 
fliall  fee  me  do  it  with  him. 

[  They  pretend  to  praflife  part  of  a  country  dance. 

Ld.  F.  -  Oh,  I  fee  there's  no  harm  yet  -  But  I 
don't  like  this  familiarity.  \Afide. 

L.  F.  —  Shall  you  and  I  do  our  clofe  dance,   to  fhew 
Mr.  Brifk  ? 

Ld.  F.  No,  my  dear,  do  it  with  him. 

L.  F.  I'll  do  it  with  him,   my  Lord,  when  you  are 
out  of  the  way. 

Brisk.  That's  good  'egad,  that's  good  ;  deuce  take  me 
I  can  hardly  hold  laughing  in  his  face.  [AJide* 

Ld.  F.  Any  other  time,  my  dear,  or  we'll  dance   it 
below. 

L.  F.  With  all  my  heart. 

Brisk.  Come,  my  Lord,  I'll  wait  on  you—  My  charm- 
ing  witty  angel  !  [To  her. 

L.  F.  We   fliall  have  whifpering  time  enough,  you 
know,  fince  we  are  partners.  [Exeunt* 

Enter  Lady  Plyant  and  Carelefs. 

L.  P.  O  Mr.  Carelefs,    Mr.  Carelefs,    I'm  ruined, 
I'm  undone. 

Care.  What's  the  matter,  Madam  ? 

L.  P.  O  the  unluckieft  accident,  I'm  afraid  I  {han't 
live  to  tell  it  you. 

Care.  Heaven  forbid  !  What  is  it  ? 

L.  P.  I'm  in  fuch  a  fright  ;  the  ftrangeft  quandary 
and  premunire  !  I'm  all  over  in  an  universal  agitation,  I 
dare  fwear  every  circumftance  of  me  trembles.  -  O 
your  letter,  your  letter  !  By  an  unfortunate  miftake,  I 
nave  given  Sir  Paul  your  letter  inflead  of  his  own. 
Care.  That  was  unlucky. 

L.  P.  O  yonder  he  comes  reading  of  it,  for  Heaven's 
fake  flep  in  here  and  advife  me  quickly,  before  he  fees. 


Enter  Sir  Paul  with  the  letter. 

Sir  P.  —  O  Providence,  what  a  coafpiracy  have  I  dif- 
covered  -  But  let  me  fee  to  make  an  end  on't—  —  —  — 


Hum—  After  f  upper   in  the  wardrobe  ly   the 
gallery.     If  Sir  Paul  Jhouldfttrprize  u  s,  I  have  a  commijjion 

from 
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from  bint  to  treat  ivithyou  about  the  very  matter  of f aft — — 
^Matter  offa£t !  Very  pretty  ;  it  feems,  then,  I  am  con 
ducing  to  my  own  cuckoldom  ;  why  this  is  a  very  trai- 
terous  pofition  of  taking  up  arms  by  my  authority  againft 
my  perfon  !  Well,  let  me  fee — "Till then  llanguijb  in  ex- 
petfation  of  my  adored  charmer. 

Dying  Ned  Carelefs. 

Gads-bud,  would  that  were  matter  of  faft  too.  Die  and 
be  damned  for  a  Judas  Maccabeus  and  Ifcariot  both.  O 
friendfhip,  what  art  thou  but  a  name  !  Henceforward 
let  no  man  make  a  friend  that  would  not  be  a  cuckold  : 
for  whomfoever  he  receives  into  his  bofom,  will  find  the 
way  to  his  bed,  and  there  return  his  carefles  with  intereft 
to  his  wife.  '  Have  I  for  this  been  pinioned  night  after 

*  night  for  three  years  part  ?  Have  I  been  fwathed  in 
4  blankets  'till  I  have  been  even  deprived  of  motion  ?' 
Have  I  approached  the  marriage-bed  with  reverence,  as 
to  a  facredfhrine,  *  and  denied  myfelf  the  enjoyment  of 

*  lawful  domeftic  pleafures  to  preferve  its  purity,'  and 
mult  I  now  find  it  polluted  by  foreign  iniquity  ?  O  my 
Lady  Piyant,  you  were  chafte  as  ice,  but  you  are  melted 

now,  and  falie  as   water. But  Providence  has  been 

conftant  to  me  in  difcovering  this  confpiracy  ;  ftill  I  am 
beholden  to  Providence ;  if  it  were  not  for  Providence, 
fure,  poor  Sir  Paul,  thy  heart  would  break. 

Enter  Lady  Piyant. 

L.  P.  So,  Sir,  I  fee  you  have  read  the  letter — Well, 
now,  Sir  Paul,  what  do  you  think  of  your  friend  Care 
lefs  e  Has  he  been  treacherous,  or  did  you  give  his  info- 
lence  a  licence  to  make  trial  of  your  wife's  iufpe6led  vir 
tue  ?  D'ye  fee  here  ?  [Snatches  the  letter  as  in  anger. ~\ 
Look,  read  it !  Gad's  my  life,  if  I  thought  it  were  fo,  I 
would  this  moment  renounce  all  communication  with 
you.  Ungrateful  monfler !  He  ?  Is  it  fo  ?  Ay,  I  fee  it, 
a  plot  upon  my  honour;  your  guilty  cheeks  confefs  it : 
Oh,  where  fiiall  wronged  virtue  fly  for  reparation  I  I'll 
be  divorced  this  inftant. 

Sir  P.  Gads-bud,  what  Ihall  I  fay  ?  This  is  the  ftran- 
geft  furprize  !  Why  I  don't  know  any  thing  at  all,  nor  I 
don't  know  whether  there  be  any  thing  at  all  in  the  world, 
or  no. 

i  L.P. 
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L.  P.  I  thought  I  fliould  try  you,  falfe  man.  -I  that 
never  difiembled  in  my  life;  yet  to  make  trial  of  you, 
pretended  to  like  that  moniler  of  iniquity,  Carelefs,  and 
found  out  that  contrivance  to  let  you  fee  this  letter ; 
which  now  I  find  was  of  your  own  inditing  I  do, 

Heathen,  I  .do;  fee  my  face  no  more;  *  I'il'be  divorced 
'*  prefently.' 

Sir  P.  O  flrange,  what  will  become  of  me! 1  am 

fo  amazed,  and  fo  overjoyed,  fo  afraid,  and  fo  forry. 
But  did  you  gl've  me  this  letter  on  purpofe,  he  ?  Did 
you  ? 

L.  P.  Did  I  ?  Do  you  doubt  me,  Turk,  Saracen  ?  I 
have  a  coiifin  that's  a  proctor  in  the  Commons,  I'll  go 
to  him  inftantly  .  • 

Sir  P.  Hold,  flay,  I  befeech  your  Ladyfhip— • I  am 
fo  overjoyed,  ftay,  I'll  confefs  all. 

L.  P.  What  will  you  confefs,  Jew  ? 

Sir  P.  Why  now  as  I  hope  to  be  faved,  I  had  no  hand 
in  this  letter — Nay,  hear  me,  I  befeech  your  Ladyfhip  : 
The  Devil  take  me  now  if  he  did  not  go  beyond  my  com- 

miffion If  I  delired  him  to  do  any  more  than  (peak  a 

good  word  only  juft  for  me  ;  Ga4s-bud,  only  for  poor  Sir 
Paul,  I  am  an  Anabaptift,  or  a  Jew,  or  what  you  pleafe 
to  call  me. 

/,.  P.  Why,  is  not  here  matter  of  fact? 

Sir  P.  Ay,  but  by  your  own  virtue  and  continency 
that  matter  of  fact  is  all  his  own  doing. — I  confefs  I  had 
a  great  deiire  to  have  fome  honours  conferred  upon  me, 
vyhich  lie  all  in  your  Ladymip's  breaft,  and  he  being  a 
vyell-fpoken  man,  I  delired  him  to  intercede  for  me. 

L.  P.  Did  you  fo,  Preemption  !     '  Oh  !  he  comes, 
*  the  Tarquin  comes ;  I  cannot  bear  his  light.*         [Exit* 
Enter  Carelefs. 

Care.  Sir  Paul,  I  am  glad  I  have  met  with  you ;  'egad 

I  have  faid  all  I  could,  but  cannot  prevail Then  my 

friendmip  to  you  has  carried  me  a  little  further  in  this 
matter 

Sir  P.  Indeed Well,  Sir— I'll  diffemble  with  him 

a.  little.  \AflJe. 

Care.  Why,  faith,  I  have  in  my  time  known  honeft 
gentlemen  abufed  by  a  pretended  coynefs  in  their  wives, 
and  I  had  a  mind  to  try  my  Lady's  virtue— And  when  I 

could 
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could  not  prevail  for  you,  'egad  I  pretended  to  be  in  love 
myfelf — but  all  in  vain,  flie  would  not  hear  a  word  upon 
that  fubjecl:  j  then  I  writ  a  letter  to  her  ;  I  don't  know 
what  efteds  that  will  have,  but  I'll  be  fufe  to  tell  you 
when  I  do  ;  though,  by  this  light,  I  believe  her  virtue  is 
impregnable. 

Sir  P.  O  Providence  1  Providence  !  What  difcoveries 
are  here  made  !  Why,  this  is  better  and  more  miraculous 
than  the  reft. 

Care.  What  do  you  mean  ? 

Sir  P.  I  cannot  tell  you,  I  am  fo  overjoyed  ;  come 
along  with  me  to  my  Lady,  I  cannot  contain  myfelf; 
Come  my  dear  friend. 

Care.  So,  fo,  fo,  this  difficulty's  over,  {Afidc. 

{Exit. 
Enter  Mellefont  and  Malkwell  from  different  daors. 

Mel.  Maikwell,  I  have  been  looking  lor  you— It  is 
within  a  quarter  of  eight. 

Mask.  My  Lady  is  juft  gone  into  my  Lord's  clofet, 
you  had  beft  fteal  into  her  chamber  before  me  comes, 
ami  lie  concealed  (here,  otherwife  (lie  may  lock  the  door 
when  we  are  together,  and  you  not  ealily  get  in  to  fur- 
prise  us. 

MeL  He  ?  You  fay  true. 

Mask.  You  had  beft  make  haile,  for  after  fhehas  made 
fome  apology  to  the  company  for  her  own  and  my 
Lord's  abfence  all  this  while,  flie'll  retire  to  her  chamber 
inftantly. 

Mil.  I  go  this  moment :  Now,  Fortune,  I  defy  thee, 

[Exit. 

Mask.  I  confefs  you  may  be  allowed  to  be  fecure  in 
your  own  opinion ;    the  appearance  is  very  fair,  but  I 
have  an  after-game  to  play  that  fhall  turn  the  tables,  and 
here  comes  theman  that  I  muft  manage. 
Enter  Lord  Touchwood. 

U.  T.  Maikwell,  you  are  the  man  I  wiflied  to  meet, 

Mask,  I  am  happy  to  be  in  the  way  of  your  Lordfhip's 
commands. 

Lcl*  T.  I  have  always  found  you  prudent  and  careful 
in  any  thing  that  has  concerned  me  or  my  family. 

Mask,  I  were  a  villain  elfe— 1  am  bound  by  duty  and 
F  grati- 


62        THE    DOUBLE    DEALER. 

gratitude,  and  my  own  inclination,  to  be  ever  your 
Lord  (hip's  fervant. 

Ld.  7.  Enough— —You  are  my  friend  ;  I  know  it : 
Yet  there  has  been  a  thing  in  your  knowledge  which  has 
concerned  me  nearly,  that  you  have  concealed  from  me, 

Mask.  My  Lord  ! 

Ld.  T.  Nay,  I  excufeyour  friendfliip  to  ray  unnatural 

nephew  thus  far But  I  know  you  have  been  privy  to 

his  impious  deiigns  upon  my  wife.  This  evening  flie 
has  told  me  all :  her  good-nature  concealed  it  as  long  as 
was  poffible ;  but  he  perfeveres  fo  in  villainy,  that  flic 
has  told  me  even  you  were  weary  of  dhTuading  him,  tho* 
you  have  once  actually  hindered  him  from  forcing  her. 

Mask.  I  am  forry,  my  Lord,  I  cannot  make  you  an 
anfwer;  this  is  an  occalion  in  which  I  would  not  wil 
lingly  be  filetit. 

Ld.  T.  I  know  yeu  would  excufe  him — And  I  know 
as  well  that  you  cannot, 

Mask.  Indeed  I  was  in  hopes  it  had  been  but  a  youth 
ful  heat  that  might  have  (bon  boiled  over  $  but 

Ld.  T.  Say  on. 

Mask.  I  have  nothing  more  to  fay,  my  Lord but 

to  exprefs  my  concern  ;  for  I  think  his  frenzy  increafes 
daily. 

Ld.  T.  How  !  give  me  but  proof  of  it,  ocular  proof, 
that  I  may  juftify  my  dealing  with  him  to  the  world,  and 
ihare  my  iortunes. 

Mask.  O  my  Lord !  confider  that  is  hard  :  befides, 
time  may  work  upon  him  :  then,  for  me  to  do  it !  I  have 
profefled  an  everlafting  friendfhip  to  him. 

Ld.  T.  He  is  your  friend,  and  what  am  I  ? 

Mask.  I  am  anfwered, 

Ld.  T.  Fear  not  his  difpleafure  5  I  will  put  you  out  of 
his  and  Fortune's  power ;  and  for  that  thou  art  fcrupu- 
loufly  honeft,  I  will  fecure  thy  fidelity  to  him,  and  give 
my  honour  never  to  own  any  difcovery  that  you  (hall 
make  me.  Can  you  give  me  a  demonnrative  proof? 
Speak. 

Mask.  I  wifh  I  could  not To  be  plain,  my  Lord, 

I  intended  this  evening  to  have  tried  all  arguments  to 

difluade  him  from  a  defign,  which  I  fufpe&  j  and  if  I  had 

3  not 
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not  fuceeeded,  to  have  informed  your  Lordfhip  of  what 
I  knew. 

Ld.  T.  I  thank  you.     What  is  the  Tillaia*s  purpofe  ? 

Mask.  He  has  owned  nothing  to  me  of  late,  and  what 
1  mean  now  is  only  a  bare  fufpicion  of  my  own.  If  your 
Lordihip  will  meet  me  a  quarter  of  an  hour  hence  there, 
in  that  lobby  by  my  Lady's  bed-chamberr  I  (hall  be  able 
to  tell  you  more. 

Ld  T.  I  will. 

Mask.  My  duty  to  your  Lordfliip  makes  me  do  a  fe~ 
vere  piece  ofjuft  ice. 

Ld.  T.  1  will  be  fecret,  and  reward  your  honeity  be 
yond  your  hopes. 

SCENE  opening,  Jbews 

MellefontyS///.?. 
Mel.  Pray  Heaven  my  aunt  keep  touch  with  her  aflig- 

nation. Oh,  that  her  Lord  were  but  fweating  behind 

this  hanging,  with  the  expectation  of  what  I  fhall  fee-- 

Hift,  (lie  comes Little  does  (he  think  what  a  mine  U- 

juft  ready  to  fpring  under  her  feet.     But  to  my  poft. 

\Goes  behind  we  hangings. 
Enter  Lady  Touchwood. 

L.  T.  "Tis  eight  o'clock :  methinks  I  fliould  have 
found  him  here — Who  does  not  prevent  the  hour  of  love, 
outftays  the  time  ;  for  to  be  duly  punctual  is  too  flow.— 
I  was  accuilng  you  of  negleft. 

Enter  Mafkwell. 
Mel  le  font  abfconding. 

Mask.  I  confefs  you  do  reproach  me  when  I  fee  you 
here  before  me  ;  but  'tis  fit  I  mould  be  Hill  behind-hand, 
ftill  to  be  more  and  more  indebted  to  your  goodnefs. 

L.  T.  You  can  excufe  a  fault  too  well,  not  to  have 
been  to  blame  —A  ready  anfwer  (hews  you  were  pre 
pared. 

Mask.  Guilt  is  ever  at  a  lofs,  and  confufion  waits  up 
on  it ;  when  innocence  and  bold  truth  are  always  ready 

for  expreflion 

L.  T.  Not  in  love ;  words  are  the  weak  fupport  of 
cold  indifference  ;  love  has  no  language  to  be  heard. 

Mask.  Excefs  of  joy  has  made  me  ftupid  !  Thus  may 

jny  lips  be  ever  c.lofed.  [KiJJcs  her.]  And  thus—Oh,  who 

F  2  would 
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would  not  lofe  his  fpeech  upon  condition  to  have  joys 
above  it ! 

L.  T.  Hold,  let  me  lock  the  door  firft. 

[Goes  to  the  door. 

Mask.  {Ajidc.l  That  I  believed  ;  'twas  well  I  left  the 
private  paffage  open. 

L.  T.  So,  that's  fafe. 

Mask.  And  fo  may  all  your  pteafures  be,  and  fecret  as 
this  kifs 

Mel.  And  may  all  treachery  be  thus  difcovered. 

[Leaps  out. 

L.T.Ahl  [Shrieks. 

Mel.  Villain  !  [Offers  to  draw. 

Mask.  Nay  then,  there's  but  one  way.          [Runs  out. 

Mel.  Say  you  fo,  were  you  provided  for  an  efcape  ? 
Hold,  Madam,  you  have  no  more  holes  to  your  burrow, 
I  Hand  between  you  and  this  fally-port. 

JL.  T.  Thunder  ftrike  thee dead  for  this  deceit,  imme 
diate  lightning  blaft  thee,  me,  and  the  whole  world • 

Oh  !  I  could  rack  myfelf,  play  the  vulture  to  my  own 
heart,  and  gnaw  it  piece-meal,  for  not  boding  to  me  thia 
inisfortune. 

MeL  Be  patient 

*  L.  T.  Be  damned.* 

Mel.  Confider  I  have  you  on  the  hook  ;  you  will  but 
flounder  yourfelf  a  weary,  and  be  nevertheless  my  pii- 
foner. 

L.  T.  I'll  hold  my  breath  and  die,  but  I'll  be  free. 

Mel.  O  Madam,  have  a  care  of  dying  unprepared,  I 
doubt  that  you  have  fome  unrepented  fins  that  may  hang 
heavy,  and  retard  your  flight. 

Z,,r.  Oh!  what  (hall  I  do?  fay?  Whither  ihall  I 
turn  ?  Hiss  Hell  no  remedy  ? 

Mel.  None.  Hell  has  ferved  you  even  as  Heaven  has 
done,  left  you  to  yoiuielf. — You  are  in  a  kind  of  Erai- 
mus  Paradife ;  yet  if  you  pleafe,  you  may  make  it  a 
purgatory  ;  and  with  a  little  penance  and  my  abfolution, 
all  this  may  turn  to  a  good  account. 

L.  T.  ^Afide.'}  Hold  in  my  paffion,  and  fall,  fall  a  little, 
thou  fwelling  heart ;  let  me  have  fome  intermiffion  of 
this  rage,  and  one  minute's  coolnefs  to  difiemble. 

[She  weeps,, 
Mel. 
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Mel.  You  have  been  to  blame 1  like  thofe  tears, 

and  hope  they  are  of  the  pureft  kind — Penitential  tears. 

L.  T.  O,  the  fcene  was  fhifted  quick  before  me — I^had 

not  time  to  think 1  was  furprized  to  fee  a  mcnfter  in 

theglafs,  and  now  I  find  'tis  myfelf :  Can  you  have  mer 
cy  to  forgive  the  faults  I  have  imagined,  but  never  put 

in  practice O  confider,  confider  how  fatal  you  have 

been  to  me,  'you  have"  already  killed  the  quiet  of  this 
'  life.'  The  love  of  you  was  the  firil  wandering  fire  that 
e'er  mifled  my  fteps,  and  while  I  had  only  that  in  view, 
I  was  betrayed  into  unthought-of  ways  of  ruin. 

Mel.  May  I  believe  this  true  ? 

L.  T.  O  be  not  cruelly  incredulous How  can  you 

doubt  thefe  teaming  eyes  ?  Keep  the  fevereft  eye  over 
all  my  future  conduct,  and  if  I  once  relapfe,  let  me  not 
hope  forgivenefs,  'twill  ever  be  in  your  power  to  ruin  me 
—My  Lord  (hall  fign  to  your  defires ;  I  will  myfelf  cre 
ate  your  happiiiefs,  and  Cynrhia  (hall  be  this  night  your 
bride — Do  but  conceal  my  failings,  and  forgive. 

Mel.  Upon  fuch  terms,   I  will  be  ever  yours  in  every 
honeft  way. 
Mafkwell/0/>/y  introduces  Lord  Touchwood,  and  retires. 

Mask.  I  have  kept  my  word,  he  is  here,  but  I  muib 
not  be  feen. 

Ld.  T.  Hell  and  amazement  \  She  is  in  tears* 

L.  T.  [Kneeling.]  Eternal  bleflings  thank  you— Ha  ?% 
My  Lord  liftening  !  O,  Fortune  has  overpaid  me  all,  all  ! 
all's  my  own  \  [Afidi* , 

Mel.  Nay,  I  befeech  you  rife. 

L.  T.  [Ahud.]  Never,  never!  Til  grow  to  ths 
ground,  be  buried  quick  beneath  it,  ere  I'll  be  coafeat- 
ing  to  fo  damned  a lin  as  inceil !  unnatural  inceffc  i 

Mel.  Ha  ! 

JL.  T.  O  cruel  man,  will  you  not  let  me  go— Pll  for 
give  all  that's  pad — O  Heaven,  you  will  not  ravifli  me  1. 

Mel.  Damnation  ! 

Ld.7.  Monfter!  Dog!  your  life  fhall  anfwer  this — 
[Draw  sand  runs  at  Mel.  is  fa  1,1  by  Lady  Touchwood, 

L.  T.  O  Heavens,  my  Lord !  Hold,  hold,  for  Hea 
ven's  fake. 

JV/t7.  Confufion,  ray  uncle  !  O,  the  damned ibrcerefs* 
E  5  L.  iT. 
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L.  T.  Moderate  your  rage,  good  my  Lord  !  He's  mad, 
alas,  he's  mad — Indeed  he  is  my  Lord,  and  knows  not 
what  he  does  'See  how  wild  he  looks. 

Mel.  By  Heaven,  'twere  fenfelefs  not  to  be  mad,  and 
fee  fuch  witchcraft. 

L.  T.  My  Lord,  you  hear  him,  he  talks  idly. 
Ld.  T.  Hence  from  my  fight,  thou  living  infamy  to  my 
name  :  when  next  I  fee  that  face,  I'll  write  villain  in  it 
with  my  fword's  point. 

Mel.  Now,  by  my  foul,  I  will  not  go  *till  I  have  made 

known  my  wrongs Nay,  'till   I  have  made  known 

yours,  which    (if  poflible)  are  greater — though  (he  has 
all  the  hoft  of  Hell  her  fervants. 

L.  T,  Alas,  he  raves !  *  Talks  very  poetry.'  For 
Heaven's  fake  away  my  Lord,  he'll  either  tempt  you  to 
extravagance,  or  commit  fome  himfelf. 

Mel.  Death  and  furies,  will  you  not  hear  me — Why, 
by  Heaven  flie  laughs,  grins,  points  to  your  back  ;  flic 
forks  out  cuckoldom  with  her  fingers,  and  you  are  run 
ning  horn-mad  after  your  fortune. 

[Asjbe  is  going  Jbe  turns  lack  andfmlks~at  him. 
Ld.  T.  1  fear  he's  mad  indeed — Let's  fend  Mafkwell  to 
him. 

Mel.  Send  him  to  her. 

<  L.  T.  Come,  come,  good  my  Lord,  my  heart  achs 
*  fo,  I  (hall  faint  if  I  flay.'  [Exeunt  Ld.  and  L.  T. 

Mel.  Oh,  I  could  curfe  my  ftars,  fate,  and  chance ;  all 
caufes  and  accidents  of  fortune  in  this  life !  But  to  what 
purpofe  ?    '  Yet,  'fdeath,  for  a  man  to  have  the  fruit  of 
all  his  induflry  grow  full  and  ripe,  ready  to  drop  into 
his  mouth,  and  juft  when  he  holds  out  his  hand  to  ga 
ther  it,  to  have  a  fudden  whirlwind  come,  tear  up  yee 
and  all,  and  bear  away  the  very  root  and  foundation  of 
his  hopes ;  What  temper  can  contain  ?'    They  talk  of 
fending  Mafkwell  to  me  ;  I  never  had  more  need  of  him 
But  what  can  he  do  ?    Imagination  cannot  form  a 
fairer  and  more  plaufible  defign  than  this  of  his  which 

has  mifcarried O  my  precious  aunt !    I   fliall  never 

thrive  without  I  deal  with  the  devil,  or  another  woman, 
*  Women,  like  flames,  have  a  destroying  pow'r, 
«  Ne'er  to  be  quench'd  'till  they  themfelves  devour.* 

[Extt. 
END  of  the  FOURTH  ACT. 

ACT 
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ACT   V. 

Enter  Lady  Touchwood  and  Malkwell. 

LADY  TOUCHWOOD. 

WAS  it  not  lucky? 
.-..  Mask.  Lucky  !  Fortune  is  your  own,  and  rt»s 
her  intereft  fo  to  be ;  by  Heaven  I  believe  you  can  cou- 
troul  her  power,  and  (he  fears  it;  though  chance  brought 
my  Lord,  'twas  your  own  art  that  turned  it  to  advan 
tage. 

L.  T.  'Tis  true,  it  might  have  been  my  ruin But 

yonder's  my  Lord,  I  believe  he  is  coming  to  find  you, 
I'll  not  be  feen.  [  Exit. 

Mask.  So ;  I  durfl  not  own  my  introducing  my  Lord, 
though  it  fucceeded  well  for  her,  for  fhe  would  have  fuf- 
pecled  a  defign  which  I  fhould  have  been  puzzled  to  ex- 
cufe.  My  Lord  is  thoughtful — I'll  be  fo  too ;  yet  he 
ftiali  know  my  thoughts ;  or  think  he  does  -  • 

Enter  Lord  Touchwood. 
What  have  I  done  ? 

Ld.  T.  Talking  to  himfelf! 

Mask.  'Twas  honeft— and  {hall  I  be  rewarded  for  it  ? 
No,  'twas  honeft,  therefore  I  fhall  not :— Nay,  rather 
therefore  I  ought  not ;  for  it  rewards  itfelf. 

Ld.  T.  Unequalled  virtue !  \AJMe. 

Mask.  But  ihouid  it  be  known  !  then  I  have  loft  a 
friend !  He  was  an  ill  man,  and  I  have  gained ;  for  half 
myfelf  I  lent  him,  and  that  I  have  recalled  ;  fo  I  have 
ferved  myfelf,  and  what  is  yet  better,  I  have  ferved  a 
worthy  Lord,  to  whom  I  owe  myfelf. 

Ld.  T.  Excellent  man  !  [.^fcfr. 

Mask.  Yet  I  am  wretched — O,  there  is  a  fecret  burns 
within  this  breaft,  which,  fhould  it  once  blaze  forth, 
would  ruin  all,  confume  my  honeft  character,  and  brand 
rne  with  the  name  of  villain. 

Ld.  T.  Ha ! 

Ma\k.  Why  do  I  love  !  Yet  Heaven  and  my  waking 
confcience  are  my  witnefies,  I  never  gave  one  working 
thought  a  vent,  which  might  difcover  that  I  loved,  nor 
ever  muft  ;  no,  let  it  prey  upon  my  heart ;  for  I  would 
rather  die  than  feem  once,  barely  feera,  once  difhoneft : — 
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O,  fhould  it  once  be  known  I  love  fair  Cynthia,  all  this 
that  I  have  done  would  look  like  rival's  malice,  falfe 
friendfhip  to  my  Lord,  and  bafe  felf-intereft.  Let  me 
perifh  firft,  and  from  this  hour  avoid  all  fight  and  fpeech, 
and,  if  I  can,  all  thought  of  that  pernicious  beauty. 
Ha  !  but  what  is  my  diftra&ion  doing  ?  I  am  wildly  talk 
ing  to  myfelf,  and  fome  ill  chance  might  have  directed 
malicious  ears  this  way.  [Seems  to  ftart,  feeing  my  Lord* 

Ld.  T.  Start  not  -  let  guilty  and  difhoneft  fouls  flart 
at  the  revelation  of  their  thoughts,  but  be  thou  fixed,  as 
is  thy  virtue. 

Mask.  I  am  confounded,  and  beg  your  Lordfhip's  par 
don  for  thofe  free  difcourfes  which  1  have  had  with  my 
felf. 

Ld.  7*.  Come,  I  beg  your  pardon  that  I  over-heard 
you,  and  yet  it  (hall  not  need  —  Honeft  Mafkwell  !  Thy 
and  my  good  genius  led  me  hither  —  Mine,  in  that  I  have 
difcovered  fo  much  manly  virtue  ;  thine,  in  that  thou 
(halt  have  due  reward  of  all  thy  worth.  Give  me  thy 
hand  -  my  nephew  is  the  alone  remaining  branch  of 
all  our  ancient  family  ;  him  I  thus  blow  away,  and  con- 
ititute  thee  in  his  room  to  be  my  heir 

Mask.  Now  Heaven  forbid—  —  — 

Ld.  71  No  more  -  1  have  refolved—  The  writings 
are  ready  drawn,  and  wanted  nothing  but  to  be  figned, 
and  have  his  name  inferted  —  Yours  will  fill  the  blank  as 
well  I  will  have  no  reply  -  Let  me  command  this 
time,  for  'tis  the  laft  in  which  I  will  aflame  authority- 
hereafter  you  fhall  rule  where  I  have  power. 

Mask.  I  humbly  would  petition 


Ld.  T.  Is  it  for  yourfelf  ?  [Malk./^j.]  I'll  hear  of 
nought  for  any  body  elfe. 

Mask.  Then  witnefs  Heaven  for  me,  this  wealth  and 
honour  was  not  of  my  feeking,  nor  would  I  build  my 
fortune  on  another's  ruin  :  I  had  but  one  defire  - 

Ld  T.  Thou  malt  enjoy  it.  -  If  all   I  am  worth  in 
wealth  orintereft  can  purchafe  Cynthia,  fheis  thine. 
I  am  fure  Sir  Paul's  confent  will  follow  fortune  ;  I  will 
quickly  fhew  him  which  way  that  is  going. 

Mask.  You  opprefs  me  with  bounty  ;  my  gratitude  is 
weak,  and  fhrinks  beneath  the  weight,  and  cannot  rife 
to  thank  you  -  What,  enjoy  my  love  !  Forgive  the 

tranf- 
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tranfports  of  a  bleffing  fo  unexpe&ed,  fo  unhoped  for, 
fo  unthoughtof ! 

Ld.  T.  I  will  confirm  it,  and  rejoice  with  thee. 

[Exit. 

Mask.  This  is  profperous  indeed  ! — Why,  let  him  find 
me  out  a  villain,  fettled  in  pofleffion  of  a  fair  eftate,  and 
full  fruition  of  my  love,  1*11  bear  the  railings  of  a  lofing 
gamefter  — But  (hould  he  find  me  out  before  !— -'tis  dan 
gerous  to  delay — Let  me  think Should  my  Lord 

proceed  to  treat  openly  of  my  marriage  with  Cynthia, 
all  muft  be  difcovered,  and  Mellefont  can  be  no  longer 
blinded. — It  muft  not  be ;  nay,  fliould  my  Lady  know 

it Ay,  then  were  fine  work  indeed  !  Her  fury  would 

fpare  nothing,  though  flie  involved  herfelf  in  ruin.     No, 

it  muft  be  by  ftratagem 1  muft  deceive  Mellefont 

once  more,  and  get  my  Lord  to  confent  to  my  private, 

management.     He  comes  opportunely Now  will 

I,  in  my  old  way,  difcover  the  whole  and  real  truth  of 
the  matter  to  him,  that  he  may  not  fufpect  one  word 
on'r. 

No  mafk  like  open  truth  to  cover  lies, 
As  to  go  naked  is  the  beft  difguifc. 
.Enter  Mellefont. 

Mel.  O,  Malkwell,  what  hopes  ?  I  am  confounded  in 
a  maze  of  thoughts,  each  leading  iptcf  another,  and  all 
ending  in  perplexity.  My  uncle  will  not  fee  nor  hear 
me. 

Mask.  No  matter,  Sir,  don't  trouble  your  head,  all  is 
in  my  power. 

Md.  How,  for  Heaven's  fake  ? 

Mask.  Little  do  you  think  that  your  aunt  has  kept  her 

word How  the  devil  fhe  wrought  my  Lord  into  this 

dotage  I  know  not ;  but  he  is  gone  to  Sir  Paul  about  my 
marriage  with  Cynthia,  and  has  appointed  me  his  heir. 

Mel.  The  devil  he  has!  What's  to  be  done? 

Mask.  I  have  it,  it  muft  be  by  ftratagem  ;  for  it  is  in 
vain  to  make  application  to  him.  I  think  I  have  that  in 
my  head  which  cannot  fail.  Where  is  Cynthia? 

M*L  In  the  garden. 

Mask.  Let  us  go  and  confult  her :— My  life  for  yours, 
I  cheat  my  Lord. 
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Enter  Lord  and  LaJy  Touchwood. 
L.  T.  Mafkwell  your  heir,  and  marry  Cynthia ! 
U.  T.  I  cannot  do  too  much  for  fo  much  merit.     . 
L.  T.  But  this  is  a  thing  of  too  great  moment  to  be  fo 
fuddenly  refolved.     Why  Cynthia  ?    Why  muft  he  be 
married  ?    Is  there  not  reward  enough  in  railing  his  low 
fortune,  but  he  muft  mix  his  blood  with  mine,  and  wed 
jny  niece  ?  How  know  you  that  my  brother  will  confent, 
or  (he  ?    Nay,  he  himfelf  perhaps  may  have  affections 
otherwhere. 

Ld.  T.  No,  I  am  convinced  he  loves  her. 
L.  T.  Mafkwell  love  Cynthia,  impoffible! 
LJ.  T.  I  tell  you,  he  confefTed  it  tome. 
L.  T.  Confulion  !  HQW  is  this  !  [Afde. 

Ld.  T.  His  humility  long  ftifltd  his  paflion  ;  and  his 
love  of  Mellefont  would  have  made  him  ftill  conceal  it  : 
but  by  encouragement  I  wrung  thefecret  from  him,  and 
know  he  is  no  way  to  be  rewarded  but  in  her.  I  will  de 
fer  my  farther  proceedings  in  it  'till  you  have  confidered 
it :  but  remember  how  we  are  both  indebted  to  him. 

(£*&• 

L,  T.  Both  indebted  to  him  !  Yes,  we  are  both  in 
debted  to  him,  if  you  knew  all,  *  villain !  '  Oh,  I  am 
wild  with  this  furprize  of  treachery  :  it  is  impolfible,  it 

cannot  be He  love  Cynthia !    '  What,  have  I  been 

bawd  to  his  defigns  !'  his  property  only,  *  a  baiting- 
place  1  Now  I  fee  what  made  him  falie  to  Mellefont-— 
Shame  and  diftraftion  !  I  cannot  bear  it,  Oh  !  What 
woman  can  bear  to  be  a  property  ?  To  be  kindled  to  a 
flame,  only  to  light  him  to  another's  arms :  Oh  !  that 
I  were  fire  indeed,  that  I  vnioht  burn  the  vile  traitor.' 

What  (hall  I  do?  How  (hall  I  think  ?  I  cannot  think 

All  my  deiigns  are  loft,  my  love  unfated,  my  revenge 
imfinilhed,  and  frefh  caufe  of  fury  from  unthought-of 
plagues. 

Enter  Sir  Paul. 

Sir  P.  Madam,  fifter,    my  Lady  filler,  did   you  fee 
my  Lady,  my  wife  ? 
L.  T.  Oh  !  Torture  ! 

Sir  P.  Gads-bud,  I  cannot  find  her  high  nor  low; 
Where  can  (he  be,  think  you  ? 

L.  T.  Where  ihe  is  ferving  you  as  all  your  fex  ought 

to 
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to  beferved  ;  making  you  a  beafl.  Don't  you  know  that 
you  are  a  fool,  brother  ? 

SJrP.  A  fool ;  he,  he,  he,  you  are  merry— No,  no, 
not  I,  I  know  no  fuch  matter. 

L.  T.  Why  then  you  don't  know  half  your  happinefs. 

Sir  P.  That's  a  jell  with  all  my  heart,  faith  and  troth 
— But  hark  ye,  my  Lord  told  me  fomething  of  a  revo 
lution  of  things  ;  I  don't  know  what  to  make  on't— — 
Gads-bud  I  muft  confult  my  wife  He  talks  of  difin- 

heriting  his  nephew,    and  I  don't  know  what Look 

you,  filter,  I  muft  know  what  my  girl  has  to  truft  to; 
or  not  a  fyllable  of  a  wedding,  Gads-bud— to  fliew  you 
that  I  am  not  a  fool. 

L.  T.  Hear  me ;  confent  to  the  breaking  off  this  mar 
riage,  and  the  promoting  any  other,  without  confuhing 
me,  and  I  will  renounce  all  blood,  all  relation  and  con» 
oern  with  you  for  ever  Nay,  I'll  be  your  enemy,  and 
purfue  you  to  deftru&ion;  I'll  tear  your  eyes  our,  and 
tread  you  under  my  feet. 

Sir  P.  Why,    what's  the  matter  now  ?    Good  Lord, 

what's  all  this  for  ?  Pooh,  here's  a  joke  indeed Why, 

where's  my  wife  ? 

L.  T.  With  Careleft,  in  the  clofe  arbour;  he  may 
want  you  by  this  time,  as  much  as  you  want  her. 

Sir  P.  Oh,  if  (he  be  with  Mr.  Carelefs,  'tis  well 
enough. 

L.  7X  Fool,  fot,  infenfible  ox  !  But  remember  what  1 
faid  to  you,  or  you  had  better  eat  your  own  horns,  by 
this  light  you  had, 

Sir  P.  You  are  a  paflionate  woman,  Gads -bud — . 

But  to  fay  truth,  all  our  family  are  choleric  j  I  am  the 

only  peaceable  perfon  amongft  them.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Mellefont,  Malkwell,  and  Cynthia. 

MeL  I  know  no  other  way  but  this  he  has  propofed ; 
if  you  have  love  enough  to  run  the  venture. 

Cyn.  I  don't  know  whether  I  have  love  enough 
but  I  find  I  have  obltinacy  enough  to  purfue  whatever  I 
have  once  refolved ;  and  a  true  female  courage  to  oppofe 
any  thing  that  refills  niy  will,  though  it  were  reafon  it- 
felf. 

Mask.  That's  right Well,  I'll  fecute  the  writings, 

and  run  the  hazard  along  with  you. 

Cyn. 
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Cyn.  But  how  can  the  coach  and  fix  horfes  be  got  ready 
without  fufpicion  ? 

Mask.  Leave  it  to  my  care  ;  that  fhall  be  fo  far  from 
being  fufpedted,  that  it  ihall  be  got  re ady  by  my  Lord's 
own  order. 

Mel.  How? 

Mask.  Why,  I  intend  to  tell  my  Lord  the  whole  mat 
ter  of  our  contrivance,  that's  my  way. 

Mel.  I  do  not  underfland  you. 

Mask.  Why,  I'll  tell  my  Lord  I  laid  this  plot  with 
you  on  purpofe  to  betray  you  ;  and  that  which  put  me 
upon  it,  was  the  finding  it  impoffible  to  gain  the  lady  any 
other  way,  but  in  the  hopes  of  her  marrying  you. 

Mfl.  So. 

Mask.  So,  why  fo,  while  you  are  bufied  in  making 
yourfelf  ready,  I'll  wheedle  her  into  the  coach  ;  and  in- 
lleadofyou,  borrow  my  Lord's  chaplain,  and  fo  run 
away  with  her  myfelf. 

Mel.  O,  I  conceive  you,  yoir'41  tell  him  fo. 

Mask.  Tell  him  fo !  Ay,  why,  you  don't  think  I  mean 
to  do  fo. 

Mel.  No,  no ;  ha,  ha,  I  dare  fwear  thou  wilt  not. 

Mask.  Therefore,  for  our  farther  fecurity  I  would 
have  you  difguifed  like  a  parfon,  that  if  my  Lord  (hould 
have  curiofity  to  peep,  he  may  not  difcover  you  in  the 
coach,  but  think  the  cheat  is  carried  on  as  he  would  have 
it. 

Mel.  Excellent  Mafkwell !  thou  wert  certainly  meant 

for  a  ftatefman  or  a  /efuit but  thou  art  too  honeft 

for  one,  and  too  pious  for  the  other. 

Mask.  Well,  get  yourfelves  ready,  and  meet  me  in 
half  an  hour  yonder  in  my  Lady's  dreffing-room  ;  go  by 
the  back-ftairs,  and  fo  we  may  (lip  down  without  being 
obierved— —  I'll  fend  the  chaplain  to  you  with  his  robes ; 
I  have  made  him  my  own — and  ordered  him  to  meet  us 
to-morrow  morning  at  St.  Albans  ;  there  we  will  fum  up 
this  account  to  all  our  fatisfa&ions. 

Mel.  Should  I  begin  to  thank  or  praife  thee,  I  fhould 
wafte  the  little  time  we  have.  [£*•//. 

Mask.  Madam,  you  will  be  ready. 

Cyn.  I  will  be  punctual  to  the  minute.  [Going. 
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Mask.  Stay,  I  have  a  doubt — Upon  fecond  thoughts, 
we  had  better  meet  in  the  chaplain's  chamber  here,  the 
corner  chamber  at  this  end  of  the  gallery  ;  there  is  a 
back  way  into  it,  fo  that  you  need  not  come  through  this 
door '  and  a  pair  of  private  flairs  leading  down  to  the 
flables-*-— — It  will  be  more  convenient. 

Cyn.  I  am  guided  by  you — but  Mellefont  will  miflake. 

Mask,  No,  no,  I'll  after  him  immediately,  and  tell 
him. 

Cyrt.  1  will  not  fail.  [£*//. 

Mask.  Why,  qni  vult  dcclpt  dtciptatftr.—'T'is  no  fault 
of  mine,  I  have  told  them  in  plain  terms  how  eafy  it  is 
for  me  to  cheat  them  ;  and  if  they  will  not  hear  the  fer- 
pent's  hifs,  they  mufl  be  flung  into  experience  and  fu 
ture  caution. — — Now  to  prepare  my  Lord  to  confent  to 
this.  But  firfl  I  muft  inflru<5t  my  little  Levite  ; 

there  is  no  plot,  public  or  private,  that  can  expect  to 
profper  without  one  of  them  has  a  finger  in  it ;  he  pro- 
mifed  me  to  be  within  at  this  hour— Mr.  Saygrace,  Mr, 
Saygrace.  [Goes  to  the  chamber  door,  and  knocks. 

[Mr.  Saygrace  looking  out.']  Sweet  Sir,  I  will  but  pen 
the  laft  line  of  an  acroflick,  and  be  with  you  in  the 
twinkling  of  an  ejaculation,  in  the  pronouncing  of  an 
Amen^  or  before  you  can— — — 

Mask.  Nay,  good  Mr.  Saygrace,  do  not  prolong  the, 
time  by  defcribing  to  me  the  fhortnefs  of  your  flay  ;    ra 
ther,  if  you  pleafe,  defer  the  finifhing  of  your  wit,  and 
let  us  talk  about  our  bulinefs  j  it  lhall  be  tithes  in  your 
way. 

Enter  Saygrace. 

Sayg.  You  fhall  prevail ;  I  would  break  off  in  the  mid 
dle  ot  a  fermon  to  do  you  a  pleafure. 

Mask.  You  could  not  do  me  a  greater except 

thebufinef&in  hand -Have  you  provided  a  habit  for 

Mellefont? 

Sayg.  I  have  ;  they  are  ready  in  my  chamber,  toge 
ther  with  a  clean  flarched  band  and  cuffs. 

Mask.  Good  :  let  them  be  carried  to  him— Have  you 
flitched  the  gown-fleeve,  that  he  may  be  puzzled,  and 
wafle  time  in  putting  it  on  ? 

Sayg.  I  hare ;  the  gown  will  not  be  indued  without 
perplexity. 

G  "  Mask. 
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Mask.  Meet  me  in  half  an  hour,  here  in  your  own 
chamber.  When  Cynthia  comes,  let  there  be  no  light ; 
and  do  not  fpeak,  that  fhe  may  not  diitinguifh  you  from 
Mellefont.  I'll  urge  hafte  to  excufe  your  filence. 

Sayg.  You  have  no  more  commands  ? 

Mask.  None,  your  text  is  (hort. 

Sayg.  But  p^ithy,  and  I  will  handle  it  with  difcretion. 

Mask.  It  will  be  the  firit  you  have  fo  ferved.    [Exeunt. 
Enter  Lord  Touchwood  and  Mafkwell. 

Ld.  T»  Sure  I  was  born  to  be  controuled  by  thofe  I 
fliould  command :  my  very  Haves  will  ihortly  give  me 
rules  how  I  fhall  govern  them. 

Mask.  I  am  concerned  to  fee  your  Lordfhip  difcom- 
pofed 

Ld.  T.  Have  you  feen  my  wife  lately,  or  difobliged 
her? 

Mask.  No,  my  Lord. What  can  this  mean  ? 

[Afide. 

Ld.  T.  Then  Mellefont  has  urged  fomebody  to  incenfe 

her Something  (he  has  heard  of  you,  which  carries 

her  beyond  the  bounds  of  patience. 

Mask.  This  I  feared.  [.A/Me.]  Did  not  your  Lordfhip 
tell  her  of  the  honours  you  defigned  me  ? 

Ld.  7'.  Yes. 

Mask.  'Tis  that ;  you  know  my  Lady  has  a  high  fpi- 
rit,  flie  thinks  I  am  unworthy. 

Ld.  T.  Unworthy !  *Tis  an  ignorant  pride  in  her  to 
think  fo Honefty  to  me  is  true  nobility.  Howe 
ver,  Vis  my  will  it  fhall  be  fo,  and  that  mould  be  con 
vincing  to  her  as  much  as  reafon By  Heaven,  I'll 

not  be  \vife-ridden  !  Were  it  poffible,  it  mould  be  done 
this  night. 

Mask.  By  Heaven  he  meets  my  wilhes !  [Aflde.]  Few 
things  ?.re  impoflible  to  willing  minds. 

Ld.  T.  Inltruct  me  how  this  may  be  done,  you  fhall 
fee  I  want  no  inclination. 

Mask.  I  had  laid  a  fmall  deiign  for  to-morrow  (as  love 
will  be  inventing)  which  I  thought  to  communicate  to 
your  Lordfhip But  it  may  be  as  well  done  to-night. 

Ld.  T.  Here  is  company— Come  this  way,  and  tell 

me.  [Exeunt. 

4  Enter 
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Enter  Carelefs  and  Cynthia. 

Care,  Is  not  that  he,  now  gone  out  with  my  Lord  ? 

Cyn.  Yes. 

Care.  By  Heaven  there's  treachery— The  confufion 
that  I  faw  your  father  in,  my  Lady  Touchwood's  paffion, 
with  what  imperfectly  I  overheard  between  my  Lord  and 
her,  confirm  me  in  my  fears.  Where's  Mellefont  ? 

Cyn.  Here  he  comes. 

Enter  Mellefont. 

•  •  -Did  Mafkwell  tell  you  any  thing  of  the  chaplain's 
chamber  ? 

Mel.  No  ;  my  dear,  will  you  get  ready?— The  things 
are  all  in  my  chamber ;  I  want  nothing  but  the  habit. 

Care.  You  are  betrayed,  and  Malkwell  is  the  villain  I 
always  thought  him. 

Cyn.  When  you  were  gone,  he  faid  his  mind  was 
changed,  and  bid  me  meet  him  in  the  chaplain's  room, 
pretending  immediately  to  follow  you,  and  give  you  no 
tice. 

Care.  There's  Saygrace  tripping  by  with  a  bundle  un 
der  his  arm— He  cannot  be  ignorant  that  Mafkwell  means 
to  ufe  his  chamber ;  let's  follow  and  examine  him. 

Mel.  'Tis  lofs  of  time 1  cannot  think  him  falfe. 

[Exeunt  Mel.  and  Care. 
Enter  Lerd  Touchwood. 

Cyn.  My  Lord  muting  ! 

Ld.  T.  He  has  a  quick  invention,  if  this  were  fud- 
denly  defigned— Yet  he  fays  he  had  prepared  my  chap- 
lain  already. 

Cyn.  How  is  this !  Now  I  fear,  indeed. 

Ld.  T.  Cynthia  here  !  Alone,  fair  coufin,  and  me 
lancholy  ? 

Cyn.  Your  Lordfhip  was  thoughtful. 

Ld.  T.  My  thoughts  were  on  ferious  buiinefs,  not 
worth  your  hearing. 

Cyn.  Mine  were  on  treachery  concerning  you,  and 
may  be  worth  your  hearing. 

Ld.  T.  Treachery  concerning:  me !  Pray,  be  plain 
Hark  !  What  noife  ! 

Mask.  [Within.]  Will  you  not  hear  me  ? 

Lady  T.  [Within.]  No,  moniter !  Traitor  !  No. 

G  z  Cn. 
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Cyn.  My  Lady  and  Mafkwell  !  This  may  be  lucky--—* 
My  Lord,  let  me  intreat  you  to  ftand  behind  this  fcreen, 
and  liften  ;  perhaps  this  chance  may  give  you  proof  oF 
what  you  never  could  have  believed  from  my  fufpicions. 
Knter  Lady  Touchwood,  ^ivitb  a  dagger  ^  and  Malkwell  : 
Cynthia  and  Lord  Touchwood  abfcond,  likening. 

L.  T.  You  want  but  leifure  to  invent  frefh  falfhood, 
and  footh  me  to  a  fond  belief  of  all  your  fictions  ;  but  I 
will  ftab  the  lie  that's  forming  in  your  heart,  and  fave  a 
fin  in  pity  to  your  foul. 

Mask.  Strike  then  -  iince  yuu  will  have  it  fo. 

/,.  r.  Ha  !  a  fteady  villain  to  the  laft  ! 

Mask.  Come,  why  do  you  dally  with  me  thus  ? 

4  L.  T.  Thy  itubborn  temper  fhocks  me,  and  you 
'  know  it  would  .This  is  cunning  all,  and  not  con- 

4  .rage;.  BO,  I  know  thee  well  -  But  thou  ihah  mils 
'  thy  aim.' 

Mask.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

L.  T.  Ha  !  Do  you  mock  ray  rage  ?  Then  this  fhall 
punifti  your  fond,  rafh  contempt  I  Again  fmile  ! 


And  fuch  a  fmile  as  fpeaks  in  ambiguity  ! 

Ten  thoufand  meanings  lurk  in  each  corner  of  that  va 

rious  face. 

O  1  that  they  were  written  in  thy-  heart, 

That  I,  with  this,  might  lay  thee  open  to  my  fight  \ 

But  then  'twill  be  too  late  to  know 

Thou  haft,  thou  haft  found  the  only  way  to  turn  myv 

rage  ;  too  well  thou  knoweft  my  jealous  foul  could  never 

bear  uncertainty.     Speak  then,  and  tell  me  -  Yet  are 

you  lilent  ?  Oh,  I  am  wildered  in  all  paflions  !  But  thus 

my  anger  melts.    \W"ecps.~\  Here,  take  this  poniard,  for 

my  very  fpirits  faint,    and   I  want  ftrength  to  hold  it, 

thou  haft  difarmed  my  foul.  \Gi<ves  the  dagger. 

Ld.  T.  Amazement  fhakes  me—  Where  will  this  end  ? 

Mask.  So  'tis  well  -  let  your  wild  fury  have  a  vent, 
and  when  you  have  temper,  tell  me. 

L.  T.  Now,  now,  now  I  am  calm,  and  can  hear  you. 

Mask.  [4jiJe.~\  Thanks,  my  invention  :  and  now  I  have 
it  for  you.     .....  Firft  tell  me,  what  urged  you  to  this  vio 

lence  ?    For   your  paifion  broke  out  in  fuch  imperfect 
terms,  that  yet  I  am  to  learn  the  caufe. 
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J,.  71  My  Lord  himfelf  furprized  me  with  the  news, 
you  were  to  marry  Cynthia — That  you  had  owned  your 
love  to  him,  and  his  indulgence  would  aflilt  you  to  attain 
your  ends. 

Cyn.  How,  my  Lord  ! 

Ld.  <f.  Pray  forbear  all  refentments  for  a  while,  and 
let  us  hear  the  reft. 

Mask.  I  grant  you  in  appearance  all  is  true  ;  I  feemed 
confenting  to  my  Lord  ;  nay,  tranfported  with  the  blef- 
jftng But  could  you  think  that  I,  who  had  been  hap 
py  in  your  loved  embraces,  could  e'er  be  fond  of  infe 
rior  flavery  ? 

Cyn.  Nay,  good  my  Lord,  forbear  refentment,  let  us 
hear  it  out* 

Ld.  T.  Yes,  I  will  contain,  though  I  could  burft. 

Mask.  I  that  had  wantoned  in  the  rich  circle  of  your 
world  of  love,  could  be  confined  within  the  puny  pro- 
vince  of  a  girl  ?  No Yet  tho*  I  dote  on  each  lart  fa 
vour  more  than  all  the  reft,  though  I  would  give  a  limb 
for  every  look  you  cheaply  throw  away  on  any  other  ob 
ject  of  your  love  ;  yet  ib  far  I  prize  your  pleafures  o'er 
iny  own,  that  all  this  feeming  plot  that  I  have  laid,  has 
been  to  gratify  your  tafte,  and  cheat  the  world,  to  prove 
a  faithful  rogue  to  you. 

L.  T.  If  this  were  true— But  how  can  it  be? 

Mask.  I  have  fo  contrived,  that  Mellefont  will  prefent* 
ly,  in  the  chaplain's  habit,  wait  for  Cynthia  in  your 
drefling-room  :  but  I  have  put  the  change  upon  her,  that 
Ihe  may  be  otherwhere  employed — Do  you  procure  her 
night-gown,  and  with  your  hoods  tied  over  your  face, 
meet  him  in  her  ftead  ;  you  may  go  privately  by  the 
back-ftairs,  and,  unperceived,  there  you  may  propofe  to 
reinftate  him  in  his  uncle's  favour,  if  he  will  comply 
with  your  delires ;  his  cafe  is  defperate,  and  I  believe 

he'll  yield  to  any  conditions If  not,  here,  take  this  j 

you  may  employ  it  better  than  in  the  heart  of  one  who  is 
nothing  when  not  yours.  [Gives  the  dagger* 

L.  5T.  Thou  canft:  deceive  every  body -Nay,  thou» 

haft  deceived  me;    but  Vis  as  I  would  wrlh, Trufty 

villain  !  I  could  worfhip  thee.        -     . 

Mask.  No  more it  wants  but  a  few  minutes  of  the 

time  ;    and  Mellefont's  love  will  carry  him  there  before 
his  hour* 

G   *  L*T* 
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L.  T.  I  go,  I  fly,  incomparable  Mafkwell !       [Exit, 
Mask.  So,  this  was  a  pinch  indeed  ;  my  invention  was 
upon  the  rack,  and  made  difcovery  of  her  lafl  plot :  I 
hope  Cynthia  and  my  chaplain  will  be  ready.     I'll  pre 
pare  for  the  expedition.  [Exit. 
Cynthia  and  Lord  Touchwood  come  forward. 

Cyn.  Now,  my  Lord  ! 

Ld.  T.  Aftonilhment  binds  up  my  rage  !  Villainy  up 
on  villainy !  Heavens,  what  a  long  track  of  dark  deceit 
has  this  difcovered  !  I  am  confounded  when  I  look  back, 
and  want  a  clue  to  guide  me  through  the  various  mazes 
of  unheard-of  treachery.  My  wife !  Damnation  !  My 
Hell  ! 

Cyn.  My  Lord,  have  patience,  and  be  fenlible  how- 
great  our  happinefs  is,  that  this  difcovery  was  not  made 
too  late. 

Ld.  T.  I  thank,  you,  yet  it  maybe  ftill  too  late,  if  we. 
don't  prefently  prevent  the  execution  of  their  plots :  .  • 
Ha  !  I'll  do  it.  Where  is  Mellefont,  my  poor  injured 
nephew  ?  How  {hall  I  make  him  ample  fatisfadHon  ? 

Cyn.  I  dare  anfwer  for  him. 

Ld.  T.  I  do  him  frefli  wrong  to  quefHon  his  forgive- 

nefs,  for  I  know  him  to  be  all  gpodcefs Yet  my 

wife  !  Damn  her She'll  think  to  meet  him   in  that 

dreffing-room — Was't  not  fo  ?  And  Maikwell  will  expect 

you  in  the  chaplain's  chamber For  once  I'll  add  my 

plot  too  -  let  us  hafle  to  find  out,  and  inform  my  ne 
phew;  and  do  you,  quickly,  as  you  can,  bring  all  the 
company  into  this  gallery. — I'll  expofe  the  ftrurapet  and 
the  villain.  [Exeunt* 

Enter  L0rd  Froth  and  Sir  Paul. 

Ld.  F.  By  Heavens,  I  have  ilept  an  age — Sir  Paul, 
what  o'clock  is  it  ?  Pail  eight,  on  my  confcience,  my 
Lady's  is  the  moil  inviting  couch,  and  a  flumber  there  is 
the  prettieil  amufement  !  But  where  is  all  the  company  ? 

Sir  P.  The  company,  Gad's-bud,  I  don't  know,  my 
Lord ;  but  here's  the  flrangcfl  revolution,  all  turned 
topfy-turvy,  as  I  hope  for  Providence. 

Ld.  F.  O  Heavens !  What's  the  matter  ?  Where  is 
my  wife  ? 

Sir  P.  All  turned  topfy-turvy,  as  fure  as  a  gun. 

Ld.  F.'  How  do  you  mean  ?  My  wife  I 

Sir.  P. 
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Sir  P.  The  ft  range  ft  pott  u  re  of  affairs-! 

JLJtF.  What,  my  wife? 

Sir  P.  No,  no,  I  mean  the  family.  Your  Lady's  af 
fairs  may  be  in  a  very  good  pofture  ;  I  favv  her  go  into, 
the  garden  with  Mr.  Brifk. 

Ld.  F.  How?  Where,  when,  what  to  do? 

Sir  P.  I  fuppofe  they,  have  been  laying  their  heads 
together. 

LJ.F.  How? 

Sir  P.  Nay,  only  about  poetry,  I  fuppofe,  my  Lord  ; 
making  couplets. 

Ld.  F.  Couplets. 

Sir  P.  O,  here  they  come. 

Enter  Lady  Froth  and  Brifk. 

Brisk.  My  Lord,  your  humble  fervant ;  Sir  Paul, 
yours The  fineft  night  ! 

L.  F,  My  dear,  Mr.  Brifk  and  I  have  been  ftar-ga- 
sing  I  don't  know  h0w  long. 

.  Sir  P.  Does  it  not  tire  your  Ladyfhip  ?  Are  not  you 
weary  with  looking  up  ? 

L.  F.  Oh,  no  !    I  love  it. violently  ..My  dear, 

you  are  melancholy. 

Ld.,F.  No,  my  dear,  I  am  but  juft  awake. 

L.  F.  Snuff  fome  of  my  fpirit  of  hartfhorn. 

Ld.  F-»  I  have  fome  of  my  own,  thank  you,  my  dear. 

L.F.  Well,    I  fwear,    Mr.  Brifk,    you   underftood. 
aftronomy  like  an  old  Egyptian. 

Brisk.  Not  comparably  to  your  Ladyfhip  ;  you  are 
the  very  Cynthia  or  the  Ikies,  and  queen  of  liars. 

L.  F.  That's  becaute  I  have  no  jightj  but  what's  by 
reflexion  from  you,  who  are  the  fun. 

Brisk.  Madam,  you  have  eclipfed  me  quite,  let  me 
perifh 1  cannot  anfvver  that. 

L.  F.  No  matter —Harkee,  fhallyou  and  I  make 

an  almanack  together  ? 

Brisk.  With  all   my  foul,  Your  Ladyfhtp  has 

made  me  the  man  in  it  already,  I  am   fo  full  of  the 
wounds  which  you  have  given. 

L.  F.  O,  finely  taken  !  I  fwear  now  you  are  even  with 
me;  OParnafTus,  you  have  an  infinite  deal  of  wit. 

Sir  P,  So  he  has,  Gads-bud,  and  fo  has  your  Lady- 
fliip. 

Enter 
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Enter  Lady  Plyant,  Carelefs,  and  Cynthia. 

L.  P.  You  tell  me  moll  furprizing  things ;  blefs  me, 
who  would  ever  truft  a  man  ?  O,  my  heart  achs  for  fear 
they  fhould  be  all  deceitful  alike. 

Care.  You  need  not  fear,  Madam,  you  have  charms 
to  fix  inconftancy  itfelf. 

L.  P.  O  dear,  you  make  me  blufli. 

Ld.  F.  Come,  my  dear,  fliall  we  take  leave  of  my 
Lord  and  Lady  ? 

Cyn.  They'll  wait  upon  your  Lordfhip  prefently; 

L.  F.  Mr.  Brilk,  my  coach  fhall  fet  you  down. 

All.  What's  the  matter  ? 

[  A  great  jhriekfrom  the  corner  of  theftage* 
Enter  Lady  Touchwood,  and  runs  out  affrighted^  nty  Lord 
after  her ^  like  a  parfon. 

L,*  T.  O,  I'm  betrayed-  Save  me,  help  me  ! 

Ld.  T.  Now  what  evafion,  {trumpet  ? 

L.  T.  Stand  off,  let  me  go. 

Ld.  T.  Go,  and  thy  own  infamy  pwrfue  thee You 

ftare  as  you  were  all  amazed  I  do  not  wonder  at  it, 

— But  too  foon  you'll  know  mine,  and  that  woman's 

{hame. 

Enter  Mellefont,  difguifed  in  a  parfon' s  balit,  and  pul- 
ling  in  Mafkwell. 

Mel.  Nay,  by  Heaven  you  (hall  be  feen Carelefs> 

your  hand — Do  you  hold  down  your  head  ?  Yes,  I  am 
your  chaplain  ;  look  in  the  face  of  your  injured  friend, 
thou  wonder  of  all  falfhood. 

Ld*  T.  Are  you  filent,  monfler  ? 

MeL  Good  Heavens !  How  I  believed  and  loved  this 
man  !— Take  him  hence,  for  he  is  a  difeafe  to  my  fight. 

Ld.  T.  Secure  that  manifold  villain. 

[Servants  fcize  him*, 

Care.  Miracle  of  ingratitude  \ 

Brisk.  This  is  all  very  furprizing,  let  meperifh. 

L.  F.  You  know  I  told  you  Saturn  looked  a  little  more 
angry  than  ufual. 

Ld.  T.  \Ve'll  think  of  punifhment  at  leifure,  but  let 
me  haften  to  do  juftice,  in  rewarding  virtue  and  wronged 
innocence.— Nephew,  I  hope  I  have  your  pardon, 
and  Cynthia's, 

Mel.  We  are  your  Lordfhip *s  creatures. 

Ld.  T: 
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Ld.  T.  And  be  each  other's  comfort : Let  me  join 

your  hands— ^ — Unwearied  nights,-  andwifhing  days 

attend  you  both  ;  mutual  love,  lafting  health,  and  cir 
cling  joys,  tread  round  each  happy  year  of  your  long 
lives. 

Let  fecret  villainy  from  hence  be  vvarn'd  ; 
Howe'er  in  private  mifchiefs  are  conceiv'd, 
Torture  and'fliame  attend  their  open  birth  : 
Like  vipers  in  the  womb,  bafe  treachery  lies        *\ 
Still  gnawing  that  whence  firft  it  did  arife  ;  > 

No  iboner  boorn,  but  the  vile  parent  dies,  J 

[Exeunt. 

of  the  PIFTH  ACT. 
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EPILOGUE. 

if^OULD  poets  but  forefee  how  plays  would  take ^ 

-  Then  they  could  tell  what  epilogues  to  make  ; 
Whether  to  thank  or  blame  their  audience  mojl  :  -i 

But  that  late  knowledge  does  much  hazard  coft,  L 

'TV//  dice  are  thrown,  there's  nothing  won,  nor  loft*          J 
So  'till  the  thief  hasjlofn,  he  cannot  know 
Wliether  hejball  efiape  the  law^  or  no. 
But  poets  run  much  greater  hazards  far , 
Than  they  whojland  their  trials  at  the  bar  ; 
The  law  provides  a  curb  for  its  own  fury , 
And fuffcrs  judges  to  diretf  the  jury. 
But  in  this  court,  what  difference  does  appear  A 
for  every  one's  loth  judge  and  jury  here  j 
Nay,  andwhat'sworfe,  an  executioner, 
dll  Lwve  a  right  and  title  to  fame  part, 
fiacb  choofiug  that  in  which  he  has  mojl  art. 
The  dreadful  men  of  learning  all  confound^ 
Unlefs  the  fable's  good,  and  moral  found. 
The  vizor -majks  that  are  in  pit  and  gallery >f 
Approve  or  damn  the  repartee  and  raillery. 
The  lady  critics^  who  are  better  read^ 
Inquire  if  characters  are  nicely  bred ; 
Jf  the  foft  things  are  penned  and Jpoke  with  grace? 
They  judge  of  aft  ion  tooy  and  time  y  and  place  ; 
Jn  which  we  do  not  doubt  but  they're  difccrning. 
For  that's  a  kind  ofaffignation  learning. 
Beaus  judge  of  drefs  ;   the  witlings  judge  offongs ; 
The  cuckoldom^  of  ancient  right,  to  Cits  belongs* 
Thus  poor  poets  the  favour  are  dcny'd. 
Even  to  make  exceptions,  when  they're  try'd. 
9Tis  hard  that  they  muft  every  one  admit :  •* 

M.  thinks  I  fee  fame  faces  in  the  pit,  \ 

Wlj'ch  muft  of  confequcnce  be  foes  to  wit. 


muft  of  confequence  be  foes  to  wit. 

'ho  can  judge,   tofentence  may  proci 

>o9  he  cannot  write,  let  him  be  frcec, 

At  k<\fti  from  their  contempt  who  cannot  read* 


You  who  can  judge )   to  fentence  may  proceed  \  -\ 

JKut  tho*  he  cannot  write,  let  him  be  freed,  ^ 


*,A*^. 


THE 


Scene  j 


MISS  jP0f£  ///  ///,-  f  7,,r/ss,  •/, 


BELL'S     EDITION. 

~^*mm  m,m  n  ****** 

THE 

FOUNDLING, 

A      C   O   M   E   D   Y, 

As    written   ly  Mr.   MOOR  £. 

DISTINGUISHING    ALSO    THE 

VARIATIONS  OF  THE  THEATRE, 

AS    PERFORMED    AT    THE 

in 


Regulated  from  the  Prompt-Book, 

fir  PERAflSSlON  of  the 

P.y  'Mr.    HOPKINS,   Prompter, 


L  0  N  D  0  Nt 

Printed  for  JOHN  BELT,,   near  Exeter~Exclange>  in   the  Strati* 


MUCCLXXVII, 


[    3-1 

1~, '.    '     , r  6  -  .  '  '  ••  -.  ! '-''« <.'.•'        •        .-      ..."       ,f 

TO   BE»  GRACE   TH-E 

DUCHESS 

O    F 

BEDFORD, 


MADAM, 

THE  permiffion  your  Grace  honours  me  with,  of 
prefenting  the  Foundling  to  your  protection,  is 
the  higheft  gratification  of  my  pride,  and  my  beft  fecu- 
rity  for  the  indulgence  of  the  town.  It  is  in  writing  as 
in  life  ;  an  introduction  to  the  world  by  a  great  name  is 
a  fan&ion,  even  where  merit  is  wanting,  and  can  adorn  it 
where  it  is.  And  though  my  pretenfions  are  inconfide- 
rable,  my  fears  are  leflened,  while  I  can  boaft  the  Duchefs 
of  Bedford  for  my  patronefs. 

I  have  no  intention  to  alarra^  vour  Grace  with  the  com 
mon  flattery  of  dedications.  TThe  mind  that  deferves 
praife,  is  above  receiving  it.  Your  own  confcioufnefs, 
though  in  your  humbleft  hours,  will  afford  truer  fatisfac- 
tion  than  the  beft  written  panegyric.  But  while  your 
Grace  forbids  me  praife,  I  am  at  liberty  to  indulge  my 
wimes  for  your  happinefs  and  honour.  In  thofe,  I  may 
be  allowed  to  name  the  Duke  of  Bedford  with  his  Du  chefs, 
and  to  rejoice,  with  every  Englimman,  that  the  higheft 
dignities  are  the  reward  of  the  higheft  merit. 

If  I   defcend  to  fay  a  little  of  myfelf,    I  mail  hope 

for  your  Grace's  pardon.     This  is  my  firft  attempt  in 

dramatic  poetry.    Whether  I  deferve  the  favour  the  town 

A  2  has 
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lias  ftewn  me,  is  fubmitted  to  your  Grace's  candour,  and 
the  judgment  of  my  readers.  The  difapprobation  which 
the  character  of  Faddle  met  with  the  firft  night,  made  it 
neceflary  for  me  to  fhorten  it  in  almofl  every  fcene,  where 
it  was  not  immediately  connected  wkh  the  fable.  But 
though  fuccefs  has  attended  ihe  alteration,  I  have  ven 
tured  to  publifh  it  in  its  original  drefs ;  fubmitting  it  Hill 
to  your  Grace  and  the  public,  from  whom  I  have  BO  ap 
peal  to  my  own  partiality.  But  I  am  detaining  your 
too  long,  and  fliall  only  add,  that  I  am, 

Madam, 

Your  Grace's 
Mbft  obliged,  and 
Moil  obedient  fervant, 

E  D  W.    MOORE, 


PRO- 
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PROLOGUE. 

Written  by  Mr.  BROOKE. 

T  JNPRACTIS'D  in  tbe  drama's  artful  page, 
^    And  new  to  all  tbe  dangers  of  tbe  ft  age  * 
Wrbcre  judgment  fits  to  fave  or  damn  his  fifty  ^ 
Our  poet  trembles  for  bis  fir  ft  e(J~ay. 
He,  like  all  authors,  a  conforming  race  ! 
Writes  to  tbe  tafte  and  genius  of  tbe  place  \ 
Intent  to,  fix,  and  emulous  to plcafe 
Tbe  happy  fenfe  of  tbefe  politer  days, 
Trie  'forms  a  model  of  a  virtuous  fort, 
And  gives  you  more  of  moral  tbau  of  f port ; 
fie  rather  aims  to  draw  tbe  melting  Jigh^ 
Or  fteal  tbe  pitying  tear  from  beauty's  eve  ; 
To  touch  tbe  firings  that  bumani/e  our  kind, 
Alan's  f-voecteft  firain,  the  mufic  of  tbe  mind 
Ladies,  be  bids  me  tell  you,  that  from  you 
His  firfi,  bis  favorite  cbaraSler,  be  drew  J 
A  young,  a  lovely,  unexperienced  maid, 
In  boneft  truth  and  innocence  arrayed ; 
Of  fortune  deftitute,  with  wrongs  oMrr/s'tf, 
By  fraud  at  tc*  pied,  and  by  love  dijirefid  ; 
Yet,  guarded  fi ill,  and  every  fujf* ring  paft^ 
tier  virtue  meets  the  fure  reward  at  loft. 
From  fucb  examples  JJiall  tbe  fcx  be  taught, 
Ho<w  virtue  fixes  wbojn  their  eyes  have  caught  J 
HOW  honour  beautifies  the  faireft  face, 
Improves  the  mien,  and  dignifies  the  grace* 
And  hence  tbe  libertine,  w/jo  builds  a  name 
On  the  bafe  ruins  of  a  wotnan's  fame, 
Shall  own,  the  befi  of  human  blcjjings  lie 
In  tbe  cbafte  honours  of  the  nuptial  tie ; 
There  lives  the  bomefe.lt  fweet,  the  near  delighft 
There  peace  repcfcs,  and  there  joys  unite ; 
And  female  virtue  ivas  by  Heav'n  defign'd 
To  charm,  to  polijh^  and  to  blcfs  mankind. 


DRA- 


DRAMATIS    PERSONS 

M  E  N. 

Dritry-Lane, 

Sir  Roger  Belmont,         —  — .  Mr.  Yates. 

6';r  Charles  Raymond^           — -  »  Mr.  Banniiler* 

Toung  Belmont,              •  •  Mr.  Reddiih. 

Colonel  Raymond,           •••'   ••••  •  ••—  Mr.  Packer. 

— : — i  Mr.Branfby., 

Mr,  Dodd. 

WOMEN. 

< 

•  Mifs  P6pe. 

Fidelia^.  «  Mils  Younge*. 

SCENE,  Sir  Roger  Belmont's  houfe  in  LONDON*. 
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THE 

FOUNDLING. 
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*#*  7be  lints  marked,  with  Inverted  commas  t  '  I  tut,'  art  omitted  In  tfag 
reprefentatian. 

ACT    I. 
SCENE,  an  Apartment  in  Sir  Roger  Belmont^  Houfc*. 

Enter  Young  Belmont  and  Col.  Raymond. 

,"•.  iv'r  a.i\>       * '•••&  wi  '%   eii   ~'        '•  *» 

BELMONT. 

MY  dear  Colonel,,  you  are  as  unlettered  in  love  as  I 
am  in  war.  Whatr  a  woman,  a  fine  woman,  a  «y 

quette,  and  my  filler! and  to  be  won  by  whining  ! 

Mercy  on  us  !  that  a  well-built  fellow,  with  common 
fenfe,  fhould  take  pains  to  unman  himfelf,  to  tempt  a 
warm  girl  of  two-and-twenty  to  come  to  bed  to  him  I— 
I  fay,  again,  and  again,  Colonel,  my  filler's  a  woman. 

Col.  And  the  very  individual  woman  that  1  wanty 
Charles.  ^  ^, 

Bel.  And  of  all  women  in  the  world,  the  leaft  fit 
for  thee.  An  April  day  is  lefs  changeable  than  her  hu 
mour.  She  laughs  behind  her  fan  at  what  fhe  fhould  not 
imderftand  ;  calls  humility  meannefs,  and  blufhing  the 
want  of  education.  In  all  affairs  with  a  man,  flie  goes 
by  contraries ;  if  you  tell  her  a  merry  ftory>.lhe  fighs  ;  if 
a  ferious  one,  fbe  laughs  ;  for.  yes,  (lie  fays  no,  and  for  no, 
yes ;.  and  is  miilrefs  of  fuch  obedient  features,  that  her 
looks  are  always  ready  to  confirm  what  her  tongue  utten. 

Col.  Fine  painting,  upon  my  word,  and  no  flattery  ! 

23cL  This  is  the  lady.  Now  for  the  lover.  A  lellow 
made  up  of  credulity  and  fufpicion  ;  believing  where  he 
fhould  doubt,  and  doubting  where  he  mould  believe  ;  jea 
lous  without  caiife*  and  fatisficd  without,  proof..  A  great 
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boy,  that  has  loft  his  way,  and  blubbering  through  every 
road,  but  the  right,  to  find  his  home  again  ;  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 
Col.  Mighty  florid,  indeed,  Sir  ! 

Bel.  Come,  come,  Colonel ;  Love,  that  can  exalt  the 
"brute  to  a  man,  has  fet  you  upon  all-fours.  Women  are 
indeed  delicious  creatures;  but  not  what  you  think  them. 
The  firit  wifh  of"  every  mother's  daughter  is  power,  the 
fecond  mifchief :  the  way  to  her  heart  is  by  indifference, 
ior  abufe;  for  whoever  owns  her  beauty,  will  feel  her  ty 
ranny:  but  if  he  calls  her  ugly,  or  a  fool,  fhe'll  let  htr 
cap  at  him,  and  take  pains  for  his  good  opinion. 

Col.  And  ib,  fubmiffion  and  flattery  are  out  of  your 
fyftem  ? 

Bel.  For  fubmiffion  and  flattery,  I  fubftitute  impudence 
and  contradiction  ;  thefe  two,  well  managed,  my  dear, 
\vill  do  more  with  beauty  in  an  hour,  than  fine  fpeeches 
in  a  year.  Your  fine  woman  expects  adoration,  and  re 
ceives  it  as  common  incenfe,  which  every  fool  offers ; 
while  the  rqde  fellow,  -who  tells  her  truth,  claims  all  her 
attention.  Difficulty  endears  conqueft.  To  him  only 
(he  appears  what  fhe  fliould  be  to  all ;  and  while  fhe  la 
bours  with  her  naturar  charms  to  fecure  him,  file's  loft 
herfelf. 

Col.  Why,  faith,  Charles,  there  may  be  fome  mulicin 
thefe  wild  notes  ;  but  I  am  ib  far  gone  in  the  old  ballad, 
that  I  can  fing  no  other  words  to  any  tune. 

Bel.  Ha,  ha  5  Thou  poor  mournful  nightingale  in  a 
cage,  fmg  on  then  ;  and  I'll  whittle  an  upper  part  with, 
thee,  to  give  a  little  life  to  the  meafure. 

Col.  That  will  be  kind ;  for  Heaven  knows,  I  have 
need  of  affiftance  [• — Pr'ythee,  tell  me,  doll  think  Rofetta 
wants  underftanding  ? 

Bel.  N o,  faith,  I  think  not. 

Col.  Good-humour  ? 

Bel.  Hum She's  generally  pleafed. 

Col.  What  then  can  reconcile  her  behaviour  to  me,  and 
her  fondnefs  for  fu-.cn  a  reptile  as  Faddle  ?  A  fellow  made 
up  of  knavery  and  noife,  with  fcandal  for  wit,  and  impu 
dence  for  raillery ;  and  fo  needy,  that  the  very  devil  might 
buy  him  for  a  lingle  guinea.  I  fay,  Charles,  what  can 
tempt  her  even  to  an  acquaintance  with  this  fellow  ? 
Eel.  Why,  the  very  underftanding  and  good-humour 

you 
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you  fpeak  of.  A  woman's  underftanding  is  defign,  and 
her  good-humour  mifchief.  Her  advances  to  one  fool 
are  made  only  to  teize  another. 

Col.  Sir,  your  molt  humble  fervant. 
Bel.  And  her  good-humour  is  kept  alive  by  the  fuccefe 
of  her  plots. 

Col,  But  why  fo  conftant  to  her  fool  ? 
Bel.  Becaufe  her  fool's  the  fitteft  for  her  purpofe— 
He  has  more  tricks  than  her  monkey,  more  prate  than 
her  parrot,  more  fervility  than  her  lap-dog,  more  lies 
than  her  woman,  and  more  wit  than  her — Colonel.  And 
faith,  all  thefs  things  confidered,  I  can't  blame  my  filter 
for  her  conflancy. 

Col.  Thou  art  a  wild  fellow,  and  in  earneft  about  no 
thing  but  thy  own  pleafures — and  fo  we'll  change  the 
fubjecl.  What  fays  Fidelia  ? 

Eel.  Why,  there,  now  ! — That  a  man  can't  inftruft 
another,  but  he  muft  be  told,  by  way  of  thanks,  how 
much  he  ftands  in  need  of  affiftance  himfelf  I  ^  « 

Col.  Any  new  difficulties  ? 

Bel.  Mountains,  Colonel,  a  few  mountains  in  my  way. 
But  if  I  want  faith  to  remove  them,  I  hope  I  fliall  have 
itrength  to  climb  them,  and  that  will  do  my  bufinefs. 
Col.  She's  a  woman,  Charles. 

Bel.  By  her  outfide  one  would  guefs  fo;  but  look. ft 
little  farther,  and,  except  the  ftubbornnefs  of  her  temper, 
(he  has  nothing  feminine  about  her.  She  has  wit  without 
pertnefs,  beauty  without  confcioufnefs,  pride  without  in- 
folence,  and  defire  without  wantonnefs.  In  ihort,  (he  has 

every  thing 

Col.  That  you  would  wifh  to  ruin  in  her.     Why,  what 
a  devil  are  you,  Charles,  to  fpeak  fo  feelingly  of  virtues, 
which  you  only  admire  to  deftrcy  ! 
Bel.  A  very  pretty  comforter,  truly  ! 
Col.  Come,  come,  Charles,  if  (he  is  as  well  born  as 
you  pretend,  what  hinders  you  from  cheriming  thefe 
qualities  in  a  wife,  which  you  would  ruin  in  a  miftrefs  ? 
Marry  her,  marry  her. 

Bel.  And  hang  myfelf  in  her  garters  the  next  morning, 
to  give  her  virtues  the  reward  of  widowhood.  Faith,  I 
mull  read  Pamela  twice  over  firil.  But  fuppofe  her  not 

bom 


io          T  H  E    FO  U  N  D  L  I  N  G. 

born  as  I  pretend,  but  the  outcafl  of  a  beggar,  and  obliged 
to  chance  for  a  little  education. 

Col.  Why,  then  her  mind  is  dignified  by  her  obfcurity ; 
and  you  will  have  the  merit  of  railing  her  to  a  rank  which 
(lie  was  meant  to  adorn.  And  where's  the  mighty  mat 
ter  in  all  this?  You  want  no  addition  to  your  fortune, 
and  have  only  to  facrifice  a  little  unneceflary  pride  to  ne- 
.ceflary  happinefs. 

Bel.  Very  heroical,  upon  my  word  !  And  fo,  my  dear 
Colonel,  one  way  or  other,  I  muflbe  married,  it  feems. 

Col.  If  Fidelia  can  be  honefl,  my  life  on't,  you  are  of 
my  mind  within  this  fortnight.  But,  pr'ythee,  fince  I 
am  not  to  believe  your  former  account  of  her,  who  is 
this  delicious  girl,  that  muft  and  will  get  the  better  of 
your  pride? 

Bel.  A  fifter  of  the  Graces,  without  mortal  father  or 
mother ;  fhe  dropped  from  the  clouds  in  her  cradle,  was 
lulled  by  the  winds,  chriflened  by  the  rains,  foftered  by 
a  hag,  fold  for  a  whore,  fentenced.  to  a  rape,  and  refcued 
by  a  rogue — to  be  ravilhed  by  her  own  confent.  There's 
myftery  and  hieroglyphic  for  you  !  and  every  fyllable, 
my  dear,  a  truth,  beyond  apocrypha. 

Col,  And  what  am  I  to  underftand  by  all  this  ? 
Bel.  Faith,  juft  as  much  as  your  undemanding  can  car- 
fy.     A  man  in  love  is  not  to  be  trulted  with  a  fecret. 

Col.  And,  pray,  molt  difcreetSir,  is  Rofetta  acquainted 
jvith  her  real  hiilory  ? 

Bel.  Not  a  circumflance.  She  has  been  amufed,  like 
you,  and  Hill  believes  her  to  be  the  filler  of  a  dead  friend 
of  mine  at  college,  bequeathed  to  my  guardi-anfhip.  But 
the  devil,  I  find,  owes  me  a  grudge,  for  former  virtues ; 
for  this  filler  of  mine,  who  doats  upon  Fidelia,  and  be 
lieves  every  thing  I  have  told  herot  her  family  and  for 
tune,  has  very  fairly  turned  the  tables  upon  me.  She 
talks  of  equality  of  birth,  forfooth  ;  of  virtue,  prudence, 
and  good  fenfe  ;  and  bids  me  blefs  my  ftars  for  throwing 
in  my  way  the  only  woman  in  the  world  that  has  good 
qualities  enough  to  redeem  my  bad  ones,  and  make  me, 
what  fhe  fays  every  man  ought  to  be — a  good  hulband. 

Col.  Was  ever  poor  innocent  fellow  in  fuch  diftrefs !— • 
But  what  fays  the  old  gentleman,  your  father  ? 
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Bel.  Why,  faith,  the  certainty  of  a  little  money 

would  fet  him  at  work  the  fame  way But  I'll  have 

one  trial  of  (kill  with  them  yet.— As  I  brought  her 
in  by  one  lie,  I'll  take  her  out  by  another— I'll  fwear 

fhe's  a  whore that  I  may  get  an  opportunity  to  make 

her  one. 

Col.  Moft  religioufly  refolved,  upon  my  word  ! 

Bel.  Between  you  and  me,  Colonel,  has  not  your 
old  gentleman,  Sir  Charles,  a  liquorilh  look  out  for  Fide- 
deliahimfelf? 

Col.  No,  upon  my  honour.  I  believe  his  afliduities 
there,  are  more  to  prevent  the  defigns  of  another,  than 
to  forward  any  of  his  own. 

Bel.  As  who  fhould  fay,  becaufe  I  have  no  teeth  for  a 
cruft,  I'll  m  uzzle  the  young  dog  that  has.  A  pox  of  every 
thing  that's  old,  but  a  woman  ! — for  'tis  but  varying  her 
vocation  a  little,  and  you  may  make  her  as  ufeful  at  fif 
ty-five,  as  fifteen.  But  what  fay  you  to  a  little  chat 
with  the  girls  this  morning  ?  I  believe  we  (hall  find 
them  in  the  next  room. 

Gol.  Not  immediately— —I  have  an  appointment  at 
White's. 

Bel.  For  half  an  hour,  I  am  your  man  there  too.-* 
D'ye  ret  urn  fo  foon  ? 

Col.  Sooner,  if  you  will. 

Bel.  With  all  my  heart.    Alons  f  [Exeunt. 

SCENE,  Another  Apartment. 

Enter  Rofetta  and  Fidelia  meeting. 

Rof.  O,  my  dear!  I  was  juft  coming  to  fee  if  you 
were  drefled.  You  look  as  if  you  had  pleafant  dreams 
laft  night. 

Fid.  Whatever  my  dreams  were,  they  can't  difturb 
the  morning's  happinefs,  of  meeting  my  dear  Rofetta  fo 
gay  and  charming. 

Rof.  My  fweet  creature  !  But  what  were  your 

dreams  ? 

Fid.  O,  nothing — A  confufion  of  gay  caftles,  built  by 
Hope,  and  thrown  down  by  Difappointment. 

Rof.  O  barbarous  !     Well,    for   my  part,    I   never 

built  a  caftle  in  my  fleep,  that  would  not  laft  till  doomf- 

day.     Give  me  a  dream,  and  I  am  miftrefs  of  the  crea- 
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tion.  I  can  do  what  I  will  with  every  man  in  it— And 
power,  power,  my  dear,  fleeping  or  waking,  is  a  charm 
ing  thing  ! 

Fid.  Now,  in  my  opinion,  a  woman  has  no  bufinefs 
with  power— —Power  admits  no  equal,  and  difmifles 
friendfhip  for  flattery.  Befides,  it  keeps  the  men  at  a 
diitance,  and  that  is  not  always  what  we  wi(h. 

.  Rof.  But  then,  my  dear,  they'll  come  when  we  call 
them,  and  do  what  we  bid  them,  and  go  when  we  fend 

them- There's  fomething  pretty  in  that,   fure — And 

for  flattery — take  my  word  for't,  'tis  the  higheft  proof 
of  a  man's  efteem — 'Tis  only  allowing  one  what  one  has 
not,  becaufethe  fellow  admires  what  one  has — And  ftie, 
that  can  keep  that,  need  not  be  afraid  of  believing  fhe 
has  more. 

Fid.  Ay,  if  fhe  can  keep  that.  But  the  danger  is, 
In  giving  up  the  fubftance  for  the  fhadow.  Come, 
come,  my  dear,  we  are  weak  by  nature ;  and  'tis  but 
knowing  that  we  are  fo,  to  be  always  upon  our  guard. 
Fear  may  make  a  woman  flrong,  but  confidence  un 
does  her. 

Rof.  Ha  !  ha  !  How  different  circumftances  direct  dif 
ferent  opinions !  You  are  in  love  with  a  rake  of  a  fel 
low,  who  makes  you  afraid  of  yourfelf— And  I  hold 
in  chains  a  mighty  Colonel,  who's  afraid  of  me.  And 
fo,  my  -dear,  we  both  go  upon  right  principles.  Your 
vveaknefs  keeps  you  upon  your  guard,  and  my  power 
leaves  me  without  danger. 

Fid.  And  yet  you  mud  forgive  me,  if  I  tell  you,  that 
you  love  this  Colonel. 

Rof.  Who  told  you  fo,  my  dear  creature  ? 

Fid.  I  know  it  by  the  pains  you  take  to  vex  him.  Be- 
lides,  I  have  feen  you  look  as  if  you  did. 

Rof.  Look,  child  !  Why  don't  1  look  like  other  peo 
ple  ? 

Fid.  Ay,  like  other  people  in  love.  Oh,  my  dear, 
I  have  feen  juft  fuch  looks  in  the  glafs,  when  my  hem 
h#s  beat  at  my  very  lips. 

Rof.  Thou  art  the  moft  provoking  creature-— 

fid.  You  muft  pardon  me,  Rofetta -I  have  a'  heart 

but  little  inclined  to  gaiety  ;  and  am  rather  wondering, 

that  when  happinefs  is  in  a  woman's  powera  (he  Ihouid 
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neglect  it  for  trifles — or  how  it  fhould  ever  enter  her 
thoughts,  that  the  rigour  of  a  miftrefs  can  endear  the 
fubmhTion  of  a  wife. 

Rof.  As  certain,  my  dear,  as  the  repentance  of  a  mi 
ner  out-weighs  in  opinion  the  life  of  a  faint.  But,  to 
come  to  ferious  confeflion,  I  have,  befides  a  woman's  in 
clination  to  mifchief,  another  reafon  for  keeping  oft*  a 

little *I  am  afrajd  of  being  thought  mercenary. 

Fid.  Hey  day  ! — why,  are  you  not  his  equal  every 
way  ? 

Rof.  That's  not  it — I  have  told  you,    that  before  his 
father's  return  from  exile — You   know  his  unhappy  at 
tachments  to  a  fuccefslefs  party — This  Colonel  (brought 
up  in  our  family,  and  favoured  by  Sir  Roger  and   my 
brother)  laid  violent  liege  to  me  for  a  whole  year.  Now, 
tho'  I  own  I  never  dilliked  him,    in  all  that  time,   either 
thro*  pride,  folly,  or  alittle  mifchief,  I  never  gave  him  the 
leaft  hint,  by  which  he  could  guefs  at  my  inclinations. 
Fid.  Right  woman,  upon  my  word  ! 
Rof.  'Tis  now  about  three  months,  fince  the  king  in 
his  goodnefs  recalled  Sir  Charles  ;  and,  by  reftoring  the 
eftate,  made  the  Colonel  heir  to  a  fortune,  more  than 
equal  to  my  expectations.     And  now,  to  confefs  all,  the 
airs  that  Folly  gave  me  before,  Reafon  bids  me  continue 
*for  to  furrender  my  heart  at  once  to  this  new-made 
commander,  would   look  as  if  the   poor  Colonel  had 
wanted   a  bribe  far  the  governor.     Befides,   he  h.is  af 
fronted  my  pride,  in  daring  to  imagine  I  could  "defcend 
fo  low,  as  to  be  fond  of  that  creature,  Faddle.     A  fel 
low,  formed  only  to  make  one  laugh — a  cordial  for  the 
fpleen,  to  be  bought  by  every  body  ,•  and  juft  as  necefia- 
ry  in  a  family  as  a  monkey.     For   which   infolence, "I 
muft  and  will  be  revenged. 

Fid.  Well,  I  confefs,  this  looks  a  little  like  reafon. 
But  are  you  fure,  all  this  while,  the  Colonel,  in  defpair^ 
won't  raife  the  liege,  and  draw  off  his  forces  to  another 
place  ? 

Rof.  Pfliah  !  I  have  a  better  opinion  of  the  men, 
child.-  Do  bat  ply  them  with  ill  ufage,  and  they  are  the 
gentleft  creatures  in  the  world,  '  Like  other  bealts  of 

*  prey,  you  mud   tame  them  by  hunger — but  if  once 

*  you  feed  them  high,  they  are  apt  to  run  wild,  and  for- 
'  get  their  keepers.' 

B  mj. 
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Fid.  And  are  all  men  fo,  Rofetta  ? 

Rof.  By  the  gravity  of  that  queftion,  I'll  be  whipped 
now,  if  you  don't  expect  me  to  fay  fomething  civil  of 
my  brother— -Take  care  of  him,  Fidelia,  *  for  hunger 

*  can't  tame  him,  nor  fulnefs  make  him  wilder.' To 

leave  you  to  his  guardianship,  was  fetting  the  fox  to  keep 
the  chicken. 

Fid.  Wild  as  he  is,  my  heart  can  never  beat  to  another 
---And  then  I  have  obligations,  that  would  amaze  you. 

Rofet.  Obligations  I — Let  me  die,  if  I  would  not  mar 
ry  my  Colonel's  papa,  and  put  it  out  of  his  power  to 
oblige,  or  dilbblige  me. 

Fid.  Still  you  banter  me  with  Sir  Charles — Upon  my 
life,  he  has  no  more  deligns  upon  me  than  you  have — I 
know  no  reafon  for  his  friendfhip,  but  his  general  huma 
nity,  or  perhaps  the  particularity  of  my  circumftances. 

Rofet.  Why,  as  you  fay,  youth  and  beauty  are  particu 
lar  circumstances  to  move  humanity — Ha,  ha,  ha  ! — Oh, 
my  dear,  time's  a  great  tell-tale,  and  will  difcover  all— 
What  a  fweet  mamma  mail  I  have,  when  I  marry  the 
Colonel ! 

Enter  Toung  Belmont,  and  the  Colonel. 

Bel.  When  you  marry  the  Colonel,  lifter  ! — A  match, 
a  match,  child! — Here  he  is,  juft  in  the  nick;  and, 
faith,  as  men  go,  very  excellent  fluff*  for  a  hufband. 

Col.  Thofe  were  lucky  words,  Madam. 

Rofet.  Perhaps  not  ib  lucky,  if  you  knew  all,  Sir.— 
Now,  or  never,  for  a  little  lying,  Fidelia,  if  you  love  me. 

\_Apart  to  Fid. 

Fid.  I'll  warrant  you,  my  dear — You  muft  know,  Sir, 
[To  Bel.]  that  your  fitter  has  taken  it  into  her  head,  that 
the  Colonel's  father  is  my  lover. 

Rofet.  What  is  (he  going  to  fay  now  ?  [Afdc. 

Fid.  And  as  fhe  looks  upon  herfelf  to  be  as  good  as 
married  to  the  Colonel. 

Rofet.  Who  I!— 1!— 

Fid.  She  has  been  fettling  fome  family  affairs  with  her 
new  mamma  here :  and  upon  «iy  word,  (he's  a  fweet 
contriver. 

Rof.  And  you  think  I  won't  be  even  with  you  for  this, 

•!"»•   i     *•       >  * 

Fidelia  ? 
£cl.  Sifter ! 

CeL 
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Col.  And  was  it  fo,  Madam  ? — And  may  I  hope  ? 

Rof.  Was  it  fo,  Madam  ?-— And  may  I  hope  ?  [Mock 
ing  him.']  No,  Sir,  it  was  not  fo,  and  you  may  not  hope. 
—Do  you  call  this  wit,  Fidelia  ? 

Fid.  My  dear  creature,  you  muft  allow  me  to  laugh  a 
little — Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Rof.  'Tis  mighty  well,  Madam-— Ob,  for  a  little  devil 
at  my  elbow  now,  to  help  out  invention.  [Afide. 

Bel.  Ha,  ha,  ha!— Won't  it  come,  lifter? 

Rnf.  As  foon  as  your  manners,  brother.  You  and  your 
grave  friend  there,  have  been  genteelly  employed  indeed, 
in  liftening  at  the  door  of  a  lady's  chamber :  and  then, 
becaufe  you  heard  nothing  for  your  purpofe,  to  turn  my 
own  words  to  a  meaning,  I  fhould  hate  myfelf  for  dream 
ing  of. 

Bel.  Why,  indeed,  child,  we  might  have  perplexed  you 
a  little,  if  Fidelia  had  not  fo  artfully  brought  you  off. 

Rof.  Greatly  obliged  to  her,  really. 

[Walking  in  dif order. 

Col.  I  never  knew  till  now,  Rofetta,  that  I  could  find 
a  pleafure  in  your  uneafinefs. 

Rof.  And  you  think,  Sir,  that  I  (hall  eafily  forgive  this 
infolence  ?  But  you  may  be  miftaken,  Sir. 

Bel.  Poor  thing,  how  it  pants  !  Come,  it  ftiall  have  a 
huiband  !  We  muft  about  it  immediately,  Colonel,  for 
file's  all  over  in  a  flame. 

Rof.  You  grow  impertinent,  brother.  Is  there  no  re 
lief?  \Afde. 

Ed.  Shall  I  lift  up  the  fafli  for  a  little  air,  child  ? 
Enter  Servant. 

Rof.  So,  John  !— -Have  you  delivered  the  card,  I  gave 
you  ? 

Serv.  Yes,  Madam  ;  and  Mr.  Faddle  defires  his  com 
pliments  to  your  Ladyfhip,  and  Madam  Fidelia. 

Rof.  Mr.  Faddle,  John  ! Where  did  you  fee  him  ? 

Serv.  He  met  me  in  the  ftreet,  Madam,  and  made  me 
ftep  into  a  coffee-houfe  with  him,  'till  he  wrote  this,  Ma 
dam.  [D'elivers  a  letter,  and  Exit. 
•  Rof.  Oh,  the  kind  creature  !— Here's  a  letter  from  Mr. 
Faddle,. Fidelia!— Fortune,  I  thank  thee  for  this  little 
re  fpi te.  [A/Me,  and  reading  the  letter. 

Col.  Does  fhe  fuffer  the  fool  to  write  to  her  too  ? 

B  2  Fid. 
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Fid.  What,  pining,  Colonel,  in  the  midft  of  vi&ory  ? 
Col.  To  receive  his  letters,  Madam  !--- 1  {hall  run  mad, 
EeL  So  !---Away  prop,  and  down  fcaffold--- All's  over, 
I  fee. 

Rof.  0h,  Fidelia  !—  You  fhall  hear  it— You  fhall  all 
hear  it—And  there's  fomething  in't  about  the  Colonel 
too. 

Col.  About  me,  Madam.  [Peevifify. 

Rof.  Nay,  Colonel,  I  am  not  at  all  angry  now.  Me- 
thinks  this  letter  has  made  me  quite  another  creature.- — 
To  be  fure,  Mr.  Faddle  has  the  moft  gallant  way  of  writ 
ing  !  But  his  own  words  will  fpeak  belt  for  him.  [Reads. 

44   Dear  creature, 

"  Since  I  faw  you  yefterday,  time,  has  hung  upon  me 
like  a  winter  in  the  country ;  and  unlefs  you  appear  at 
rehearfal  of  the  new  opera  this  morning,  my  fun  will  be 
in  total  eclipfe  for  two  hours.  Lady  Fanny  made  us  laugh 
laft  .night,  at  What's  my  Thought  like,  by  comparing 
your  Colonel  to  a  great  box  o*  the  ear---Becaufe  it  was 
very  rude,  fhe  f;ud,  and  what  nobody  cared  for---I  have 
a  thoufand  things  to  fay,  but  the  clamour  of  a  cofFee-houfe 
is  an  interruption  to  the  fentiments  of  love  and  vene 
ration,  with  which  I  am, 

"  Madam,  mofl  unfpeakably  yours, 

"  WM,  FADDLE." 
Is  it  not  very  polite,  Colonel  ? 

Col.  Extremely,  Madam  !— Only  a  little  out  as  to  the 
box  o'the  ear  :  for  you  (hall  fee  him  take  it,  Madam,  as 
carelefsly  as  a  pinch,  of  fnuff. 

Rof.  Fie,  Colonel !  You  would  not  quarrel  before  a 
lady,  I  hope.  Fidelia, '  you  muft  oblige  me  with  your 
company  to  rehearfaU— I'll  go  put  on  my  capuchin,  and 
ilep  into  the  coach,  this  moment. 

Fid.  I  am  no  friend  to  public  places ;  but  I'll  attend 
you,  Madam. 

Rof.  You'll  come,  Colonel  ? 

Col.  To  be  fure,  Madam. 

£cL  Sifter! ---Oh,  you're  a  good  creature  ! 

[Exit  Rofetta,  laughing  affeSlecRy. 

Fid.  Shall  we  have  your  company,  Sir  ?          [To  Bel.- 

£cl.  We  could  find  a  way  to  employ  time  better,  child 

—But  I  am  your  fliadow,  and  mult  move  with  you 

every 
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everywhere.  \TLxit  Fidelia.]— Ha,  ha,  ha!— How 

like  a  beaten  general  doft  thou  look  now  ! while  the 

enemy  is  upon  the  march,  to  proclaim   Te  Deum  for  a 
complete  vidory. 

CoL  I  am  but  a  man,  Charles,  and  find  myfelf  no 
match  for  the  devil  and  a  woman. 

Bel.  Courage,  boy  ! — and  the  flefh  and  the  devil  may 
be  fubdued—  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! —Such  a  cglonel  !  [Exit. 

'  Col.  Why  this  it  is  to  be  in  love  ! Well ! Let 

*  me  but  flip  my  leading-firings  ! — and  if  ever  I  am  a 
'woman's  baby  again  !— 

*  To  cheat  our  wiflies  nature  meant  the  fex, 

4  And  form'd  them,  lefs  to  pleafe  us,  than  perplex. 

•  [£*//.' 
END  of  the  FIRST  ACT. 


ACT    II. 

SCENE     continue]. 

Enter  Sir  Roger  Belmont,  and  Sir  Charles  Raymond. 

SIR  ROGER. 
Voracious  young  dog ! — Mufl  I  feed  ortolans  to 


A 


pamper  his  gluttony  \ 

Sir  Char.  Be  under  no  apprehenfions,  Sir  Roger  ;  Mr. 
Belmont's  excefles  are  mitigated  by  the  levity  of  youth, 
and  a  too  early  indulgence.  In  his  moments  of  think 
ing,  I  know  him  generous  and  noble — And  for  Fidelia ! 

1  think  I  can  be  anfwerable  for  her  conduct,  both  in 

regard  to  what  Ihe  owes  herfelf,  and  you. 

Sir  Ro.  Why,  look  you,  Sir  Charles,  the  girl's  a  fweet 
girl,  and  a  good  girl — and  beauty's  a  fine  thing,  and  vir 
tue's  a  fine  thing But  as  for  marriage  ! Why— a 

man  may  buy  fine  things  too  dear. — A  little  money,  Sir 
Charles,  would  fet  off  her  beauty,  and  find  her  virtue  em 
ployment — But.  the  young  rogue  does  not  fay  a  word  of 
that,  of  late. 

SirCba.  Nor  of  marriage,  I  am  fure  His  love  of 
liberty  will  prevent  your  fears  one  way ;  and,  I  hope, 
Fidelia's  honour,  another. 

B  3  Sir 
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Sir  Ro.  Muft  not  have  her  ruined  though  ! 

Sir  Char.  Fear  it  not.  Sir  Roger And  when  next 

you  fee  your  fon,  be  a  little  particular  in  your  enquiries 
about  her  family  and  circumftances— If  (lie  is  what  her 
behaviour  befpeaks  her,  and  he  pretends,  a  lady  of  birth 
and  fortune— why,  fecrets  are  unneceffary  :  if  he  declines 
an  explanation,  look  upon  the  whole  as  a  contrivance  to 
cover  purpofes,  which  we  muft  guard  againft. 

Sir  Ro.  What  you  don't  think  the  rogue  has  had  her, 
hah,  Sir  Charles  ? 

Sir  Char.  No,  upon  my  honour rl  hold  her  inno 
cence  to  be  without  flain But  to  deal  freely  with  my 

friend,  I  look  upon  her  ftory,  as  ilrange  and  improbable. 
— An  orphan,  of  beauty,  family,  and  fortune  j  com 
mitted  by  a  dying  brother  to  the  ible  care  of  a  licentioua 
young  fellow  ! — You  mult  pardon  me,  Sir  Roger. 

Sir  Ro.  Pray  go  on,   Sir. 

•Sir  Char.  Brought  in  at  midnight  too!— -And  then  a. 
young  creature,  ib  educated,  and  fo  irrefiflibly  amiable,. 
to  be,  in  all  appearance,  without  alliance,  friend,  or  ac 
quaintance  in  the  wide  world! a  link,  torn  off  from.; 

the  general  chain  ! 1  fay,  Sir  Roger,  this  is  flrange. 

Sir  Ro.  By  my  troth,  and  fo  it  is  ! 

Sir  Char.  1  know  not  why  I  am  fo  interefted  in  this 
lady's  concerns  ;  but  yeiterday,  I  indulged  my  curiofity, 
with  her,  perhaps,  beyond  the  bounds  of  good-manners 
—I  gave  a  loofe  to  my  fufpicion,  and  added  oaths  of  fe- 
crecy  to  my  enquiries.  But  her  anfwers  only  ferved  to 
multiply  my  doubts ;  and  ftill  as  J  perfifted,  I  faw  her 
cheeks  covered  with  bluflies,  and  her  eyes  fwimming  in 
tears — —But  my  life  upon't,  they  were  the  blufhes  and: 
the  tears  of  innocence  ! 

Sir  Ro*  We  muft  and  will  be:  fatisfied,  Sir  Charles. 

Sir  Char.  For  who  knows,  while  we  are  delaying,  but 
fome  unhappy  mother,  perhaps,  of  rank  too,  may  be 
wringing  her  hands  in  bitternefs  of  mifery  for  this  loft, 
daughter* — Girls,  who  have  kept  their  virtue,  Sir  Roger, 
have  done  mad  things  for  a  man  they  love. 

Sir  Ro.  Andfo  indeed  they  have— I  remember  when 

I   was  a  young  fellow  myfelf But  is,  not  that  my 

Charles  coming  through  the  hall  yonder  ? 

Sir  Char.  Ay,  Sir  Roger.,    Attack  him  now—But  let 
i  your 
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your  enquiries  have  more  the  (hew  of  accidental  chat  than 
deiign  ;  for  too  much  earneftnefs  may  beget  fufpicion— 
And  fo,  Sir,  I  leave  you  to  your  difcretion.  [Exit.. 

Sir  Ro.  You  (hall  fee  me  again  before  dinner A  pox 

of  thefe  young,  rakehelly  rogues  ! — a  girl's  worth  twenty, 
of  them — if  one  could  but  manage  her. 

Enter  Toung  Belmont,  repeating  ; 

Bel.  No  warning  of  th'  approaching  flame-,, 
Swiftly  like  fudden  death,  it  came  ; 
Like  mariners,  by  lightning  kill'd, 

I  burnt  the  moment-- . 

My  dear  Sir,  I  have  not  feen  you  to-day  before  ! 

Sir  Ro..  What,,  ftudying  poetry,  boy,  to  help  out  the^ 
year's  allowance  * 

Bel.  Faith,  Sir,  times  are  hard— and  unlefs  you  come 
down  with  a  frefli  hundred  now  and  then,  I  may  go  near 
todifgrace  your  family and  turn  poet. 

SirRo.  And  fo  want  friends  all  thy  life  after !  But  now 
we  talk  of  money,  Charles,  what  art  thou  doing  with 
Fidelia's  money  ?— I  am  thinking,  that  a  round  fum- 
thrown  into  the  flocks  now,  might  turn  to  preny  tolera 
ble  account. 

Bel.  The  flocks,  Sir  ? 

Sir  Ro.  Ay,  boy.  My  broker  will  be  here  after  din 
ner,  and  he  (hall  have  a  little  chat  with  thee,  about  lay 
ing  out  a  fe,w  of  her  thoufands. 

Bel.  I  hope,  he'll  tell  us  where  we  fhall  get  thefe 
thoufanjs.  [A/ida. 

Sir  Ro.  Thou  doft  not  anfwer  me,  Charles— Art  dumb, 
boy? 

Bel.  Why,  to  be  fure,  Sir,  as  to  that Fidelia  .     » 

I  can't  fay,  but  that  (he  may However,  that  is,  you 

know,  Sir— If  as  to  poffibility Will  your  broker 

be  here  after  dinner,  Sir  ? 

Sir  Ro.  Take  a  little  time,  Charles ;  for  at  prefent, 
thou  dofl  not  make  thyfelf  fo  clearly  underflood. 

Bel.  Quite  right-,  to  be  fure,  Sir — Nothing  could,  be 
yond  all  doubt,  be  more  judicious,  or  more  advantageous 
—Her  intereft,  Sir — why  as  to  that — a  pretty  fortune- 
but — did  you  know  her  brother,  Sir? 

Sir  Ro.  Who  I,  child  ? No. 

Bel.  Faith,  nor  I  neither*  [-^&fr.]— -  Not  know,  Jack, 
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Sir  ?— The  rogue  would  have  made  you  laugh. Did 

I  never  read  you  any  of  his  epigrams  ? — But  then  he  had 
fuch  an  irch  for  play  ! — Why  he  would  fet  you  a  whole 
fortune  at  a  call ! — And  fuch  a  mimic  too  ! — but  no  ceco- 
nomy  in  the  world Why,  it  coft  him  a  cool  fix  thou 
fand,  to  ftand  for  member  once Oh,  I  could  tell  you 

fuch  {lories  of  that  election,  Sir 

SirRo.  Pr'ythee,  what  borough  did  he  (land  for  ? 

Bel.  Lord,  Sir  ! He  was  flung  a"ll  to  nothing 

My  Lord  What-d'ye-call-um's  fon  carried  it  fifteen  to 
one,  at  half  the  expence In  fhort,  Sir,  by  his  extra 
vagance,  affairs  are  fo  perplexed,  fo  very  intricate,  that 
upon  my  word,  Sir,  I  declare  it,  I  don't  know  what  to 
think  of  them A  pox  of  theie  queilions  1  [Afide. 

Sir  Ro.  But  {he  has  friends  and  relations,  Charles : — I 
fancy,  if  I  knew  who  they  were,  fomething  might  be 
done. 

Bel.  Yes,  yes,  Sir,  (he  has  friends  and  relations  I 
fee,  Sir,  you  know  nothing  of  her  affairs — Such  a  firing 

of  them  ! The  only  wife  thing  her  brother  ever  did, 

was  making  me  her  guardian,  to  take  her  out  of  the  reach 
of  thofe  wretches 1  fliall  never  forget  his  laft  words 

•  .      Whatever  you  do,  my  dear  Charles,  fays  he,  taking 
me  by  the  hand,  keep  that  girl  from  her  relations.   Why, 
I  would  not  for  a  thoufand  pounds,  Sir,  that  any  of  them 
fhould  know  where  fhe  is. 

Sir  Ro.  Why,  we  have  been  a  little  cautious,  Charles 

•  "But  where  does  theeilate  lie  ? 

Bel.  Lord,  Sir  ! an  eftate  and  no  eftate 1  won 
der  a  man  of  your  knowledge  would  alk  the  queftion.— 
An  earthquake  may  fwallow  it  for  any  thing  I  care. 

Sir  Ro.  But  where  jjoes  it  lie,  Charles  ?— —  In  what 
county,  I  fay  ? 

Bel.  And  then  there's  the  fix  thoufand  pounds,  that 
her  father  left  her 

SirRo.  What,  that  gone  too,  Charles  ? 

Bel.  Jufl  as  good,  I  believe -Every  (hilling  on't  in 

a  lawyer's  hands. 

Sir  Ro.  But  (lie  is  not  afraid  to  fee  him  too,  Charles  ? 
Where  does  he  live  ? 

Bel.  Live,  Sir  ! Do  you  think  fuch  a  fellow  ought 

to  live  ?— Why  he  has  trumpt  up  a  contrad  of  marriage 

with 
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with  this  girl,  Sir,  under  the  penalty  of  her  whole  fortune 
—There's  a  piece  of  work  for  you  ! 

Kir  Ro.  But  has  he  no  name,  Charles? What  is 

he  called,  I  fay  ? 

Bel.  You  can't  call  him  by  any  name,  that's  too  bad  for 
him— But  if  I  don't  draw  his  gown  over  his  ears— why 
*fay,  I  am  a  bad  guardian,  Sir — that's  all. 

Sir  Ro.  If  this  fhould  be  apocryphal  now  ? 

Bel.  Sir? 

Sir  Ro.  A  fetch !  a  fib,  Charles !  to  conceal  fome 
honefl  man's  daughter,  that  you  have  ftolen,  child  ! 

Bel.  And  brought  into  a  fober  family,  to  have  the  en 
tire  poffeffion  of,  without  lett,  or  moleflation  ? Why, 

what  a  deal  of  money  have  you  lavifhed  away,  Sir,  upoq 
the  education  of  a  fool  ? 

Sir  Ro.  There  is  but  that  one  circumflance  to  bring 

thee  oft* For  to  be  fure,  her  affairs  might  have  been  as 

well  fettled  in  private  lodgings — And  befides,  Charles,  a 
world  of  troublefome  qneilions,  and  lying  anfwers,  might 
have  been  faved.  But  take  care,  boy  ; — for  I  may  be  in 

the  fecret  before  thou  art  aware  on't A  great  rogue, 

Charles !  [Exit. 

Bel.  So !  The  mine's  fprung,  I  fee and  Fidelia  has 

betrayed  me.  And  yet,  upon  cooler  thoughts,  (he  durft 
not  break  her  word  with  me ;  for  though  flic's  a  wo 
man,  the  devil  has  DO  part  in  her Now  will  I  be 

hanged,  if  my  loving  filler  is  not  at  the  bottom  of  all  this 
But  if  I  don't  out-plot  her !         Let  me  fee  !  — - 

Ay Faddle  (hall  be  called  in— for  the  fool  loves 

mifchief  like  an  old  maid ;  and  will  out-lie  an  attorney. 
Enter  Rofetta. 

Rofet.  What,  mufing,  brother! -Now  would  I  fain 

know,  which  of  all  the  virtues  has  been  the  fubjeft  of 
your  contemplations  ? 

Bel.  Patience,  patience,  child— for  he  that  has  con 
nection  with  a  woman,  let  her  be  wife,  miftrefs,  or  filler, 
muft  have  patience. 

Rofet.  The  moft  ufeful  virtue  in  the  world,  brother ! 

—and  Fidelia  (hall  be  your  tutorefs I'll  hold  fix  to 

four,  that  file  leads  you  into  the  practice  on't  with  more 

dexterity,  than  the  bed  philofopher  in  England She 

Ihali 
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(hall  teach  it,  and  yet  keep  the  heart  without  hope,  bro 
ther. 

Bel,  Why  that's  a  contrary  method  to  yours,  lifter  ;— 

for  you  give  hope,  where  you  mean  to  try  patience  moft 

and  I  take  it,  that  you  are  the  abler  miftrefs  in  the 

art.     Why  every  coxcomb  in  town  has  been  your  fcho- 

lar,  child. 

Rofet.  Not  to  learn  patience — there's  your  miftake 
now  ;  for  it  has  been  my  conftant  practice,  to  put  my 
fcholars  out  of  all  patience.  What  are  you  thinking  of, 
brother  ? 

Bel.  Why,  I  was  thinking,  child,  that  'twould  be  a 
queilion  to  puzzle  a  conjurer,  what  a  coquette  was  made 
for? 

Rofct.  Am  I  one,  brother  ? 

Bel.  Oh,  fie,  fitter! 

Rofct.  Lord  !  I,  that  am  no  conjurer,  can  tell  you  that 

—A  coquette  ! Oh  ! — Why,  a  coquette  is  a  fort 

of  beautiful  defert  in  wax-work,  that  tempts  the  fool  to 

an  entertainment,  merely  to  baulk  his  appetite. And 

will  any  one  tell  me,  that  nature  had  no  hand  in  the 
making  a  <roquette,  when  ihe  anfwers  fuch  wife  and  ne- 
ceffary  purpofes  ?— Now,  pray,  Sir,  tell  me  what  a  rake 
was  made  for  ? 

Bel.  Am  I  one,  fiftcr  ? 

Rofet.  Oh,  fie,  brother  ! 

Bel.  Nay,  child,  if  a  coquette  be  fo  ufeful  in  the  fyfteni 
of  morals,  a  rake  muft  be  the  mod  horrid  thing  in  na 
ture He  was  born  for  her  deflruction,  child Ihe 

lofes  her  being  at  the  very  light  of  him and  drops 

plump  into  his  arms,  like  a  charmed  bird  into  the  mouth 
of*  a  rattle-fnake. 

Rofet.  Blefs  us  all ! What  a  mercy  it  is,  that  we 

are  brother  and  lifter  ! 

Bel.  Be  thankful  for't  night  and  morning  upon  your 

knees,  huffy for  I  ftiould  certainly  have  been  the 

ruin  of  you But  come,  Rofetta 'tis  allowed  then, 

that  we  are  rake  and  coquette — And  now,  do  you  know, 
that  the  eflential  difference  between  us  lies  only  in  two 
words petticoat  and  breeches. 

Rofet.  Ay,  make  that  out,  and  you'll  dofomething. 

Bel.  Pleafure,  child,  is  the  bufinefs  of  both— — and 

the 
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the  fame  principles,  that  make  me  a  rake,  would  make 

you— no  better  than  you  fhould  be were  it  not  for 

that  tax  upon  the  petticoat,  called  Scandal.  Your  vvifhes 
are  retrained  by  fear  ;  mine,  authorised  by  cuftom  : 
and  while  you  are  forced  to  fit  down  with  the  flarved 
comfort  of  making  men  fools,  I  am  upon  the  wing  to 
make  girls women,  child. 

Rofet.  Now,  as  I  hope  to  be  married,  I  would  not  be  a 
rake  for  the  whole  world — unlefs  I  were  a  man ;  and 
then  I  do  verily  believe,  I  fhould  turn  out  jufl  fuch  ano 
ther. 

Bel.  That's  my  dear  filler  !  Give  me  your  hand,  child. 
Why  now  thou  art  the  honefteft  girl  in  St  James's 

parifli and  I'll  truft  thee  for  the  future  with  all  my 

fecrets—  •••-  I  am  going  to  Fidelia,  child. 

Rofer.  What  a  pity  'tis,  brother,  that  fhe  is  not  fuch  a 
coquette  as  I  am  ? 

Bd.  Not  fo  neither,  my  fweet  fifter ;  for,  faith, 
the  conqueft  would  be  too  eafy  to  keep  a  man  conftant* 

Rofet.  Civil  creature! 

Bel.  But  here  comes  the  Colonel-        Now  to  our  feve- 

ral  vocations — : You  to  fooling,  arid  I  to  bufinefs        * 

At  dinner  we'll  meet,  and  compare  notes,  child. 

Rofet.  For  a  pot  of  coffee,  I  fucceed  beft. 

Bel.  Faith,  I'm  afraid  fo.  {£*//« 

Enter  the  Colonel. 

Col.  To  meet  you  alone,  Madam,  is  a  happinefs- — 

Rofet.  Pray,  Colonel,  are  you  a  rake?  Methinks  I 
would  fain  have  you  a  rake. 

Col.  Why  fo,  Madam  ? 'Tis  a  character  I  never 

was  fond  o£ 

Rofct.  Becaufe  I  am  tired  of  being  a  coquette— and  my 
brother  fays,  that  a  rake  can  transform  one,  in  the  flirt  of 
a  fan. 

Col.  I  would  be  any  thing,  Madam,  to  be  better  in 
your  opinion. 

Rofet.  If  you  were  a  rake  now,  what  would  y®u  fay 
to  me? 

Col.  Nothing,  Madam 1  would 

[Snatches  'her  banely  and  kljjes  it. 

Rofet.  Blefs  me  ! is  the  man  mad ! 1  only  afked 

what  you  would  lay  to  me  ? 
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Col.  I  would  fay,  Madam,  that  you  are  my  life,  my 

foul,  my  angel! That  all  my  hopes  of  happinefs  are 

built  upon  your  kindnefs ! 

Rofet.  Very  well ! -keep  it  up  ! 

Col.  That  your  fmiles  are  brighter  than  virtue,  and 
your  chains  fweeter  than  .liberty  ! 

Rofet.  Upon  my  word  ! 

Col.  Oh,  Rofetta! How  can  you  trifle  fo  with  a 

heart  that  loves  you  ? 

Rofet.  Very  well !—  •• — Pathetic  too  ! 

*  Col.  Nay,  nay,  this  is  carrying  the  jefl  too  far — If 
*  you  knew  the  fituation  of  my  mind,  you  would  not  tor- 
6  ture  me  thus. 

*  Rofet.  Situation  of  the  mind  ! Very  geographi- 

«  call- Go  on  ! 

*  Col.  Pihah  ! This  is  not  in  your  nature, 

*  Rofet.  Sufpicion  !  ——pretty  enough  ! 

'  Col.  You  know  I  have  not  deferved  this. 

*  Rofet.  Anger  too  !' — -Go  on  ! 

Col.  No,  Madam,— Faddle  can  divert  you  this  way 
at  an  eafier  price. 

Rofet.  And  jealoufy  ! All  the  vicifiitudes  of  love! 

Incomparable  ! 

Col.  You  will  force  me  to  tell  you,  Madam,  that  I  can 
Bear  to  be  your  jeft  no  longer. 
Rofet.  Or  thus— 
Am  I  the  jefl:  of  her  I  love  ! 
Forbid  it  all  the  gods  above  ! 
It  may  be  rendered  either  way         But  I  am  for  the 

rhyme— 1  love  poetry  vailly — Don't  you  love  poetry, 

Colonel  ? 
Col.  This  is  beyond"  all  patience,  Madam. 

\Very  angrily* 
Rofet.  Blefs  me  ! — Why,  you  have  not  been  in  earneft, 

Colonel? Lord,  Lord,  how  a  filly  woman  may  be 

miftaken  ! 

Col.  Shall  I  afk  you  one  ferious  queftion,  Madam  ? 
Rofet.  Why,  I   find  myfelf  fomewhat  whimiical  this 
morning — and  I  don't  care  if  I  do  take  a  little  fluff—— 
but  don't  let  it  be  bitter. 

Col.  Am  I  to  be  your  fool  always,  Madam,  or,  like 

other 
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(  other  fools,  to  be  made  a  huCband  of,  when  my  time's 

\  out '  fi 

\      Rofct.  Lord,  you  men-creatures  do  alk  the  ftrangeft 

queftions  !— Why  how  can  I  poflibly  fay  now,  what  I. 
I  ihall  do  ten  years  hence  ? 

1      Col  I  am  anfwered,  Madam.          [Walking  in  diforder.- 
Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  Mr.  Faddle,  Madam.  [Exit. 

Enter  Faddle. 

Fad.  Oh,  my  dear,  foft  toad  ! And  the  Colonel, 

by  all  that's  fcarlet ! — Now  pox  catch  me,  if  nature  ever 

formed  fo  complete  a  couple fince  the  firfl  pair  in 

Paradife. 

Rofct.  'Tis  well  you  are  come,  Faddle — Give  me  fome- 
thing  to  laugh  at,  or  I  fiiall  die  with  the  fpleen. 

Col.  Ay,  Sir,  make  the  lady  laugh  this  moment,  or  I 
(hall  break  your  bones,  rafcal. 

Fad.  Lord,  Colonel!— What '.—What!— hah!— 

Col.  Make  her  laugh  this  inftant,  I  fay,  or  I'll  make 
you  cry — Not  make  her  laugh,  when  Ihe  bids  you  !— 

Why,  lirrah  ! 1  have 'made  her  laugh  this  half 

hour,  without  bidding. 

Rofet.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

FW.  Why  there,  there,  there,  Colonel '.—She  does, 
file  does,  flie  does  ! 

Enter  young  Belmont,  and  Fidelia. 

Bel.  Why,  how  now,  Faddle !  What  has  been  the 
matter,  pr'ythee  ? 

Col.  A  rafcal !         Not  make  a  lady  laugh 

Fad.  What,  Charles,  and  my  little  Fiddy,  too  ! — Stand 

by  me  a  little for  this  robuft  Colonel  has  relaxed  my 

very  (inews,  and  quite  tremulated  my  whole  fyftem. 

I  could  not  have  collected  myfelf,  without  yourprefence. 

Fid.  And  was  he  angry  with  you,  Faddle  ? 

Fad.  To  a  degree,  my  dear But  I  have  forgot  it— 

I  bear  no  malice  to  any  one  in  the  world,  child. 

Rofct.  Do  you  know,  Faddle,  that  I  have  a  quarrel  with 
you  too  ? 

Fad.  You,  child  !— Heh  !  heh  !— What,  I  am  incon- 
flant,  Ifuppofe — and  have  been  the  ruin  of  a  few  fami 
lies  this  winter,  hah,  child  ? — Murder  will  out,  though 

it's  done  in  the  centre But  come,  vicacef  Let  the 

C  ftorra 
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florm  loofe and  you  fhall  fee  me  weather  it,  like 

the  ofier  in  the  fable It  may  bend,  but  not  break  me. 

Rofet.  Nay,  it  fhall  corae  in  a  breeze I'll  whif- 

per  it..  [PTbifpers  Fuddle. 

Bel.  Colonel! 

Col.  Now  I  could  cut  my  throat,  for  being  vexed  at 
this  puppy  :  and  yet  the  devil,  jealoufy,  will  have  it  fo. 

[dpart  to  Belmont. 
Fad.  Oh,  what  a  creature  have  you  named,  child  ! — 

Heh,  heh,  heh! May  grace  renounce  me,  and  dark- 

nefs  feal  my  eye-lids,  if  I  would  not  as  foon  make  love  to 
a  millener's  doll. 

Bd.  Pr'ythee,  what  miftrefs  has  fhe  found  out  for  thee, 
Faddle  ? 

Fad.  By  all  that's  odious,  Charles,  Mifs  Gargle,  the 
'pothecary's  daughter:  the  toad  is  fond  of  me,  that's 
pofitive  :  but  fuch  a  mefs  of  water-gruel ! — Ugh  !  — ~~ 
To  all  purpofes  of  joy,  (lie's  an  armful  of  dry  (havings ! 
And  then  fhe's  fo  jealous  of  one  !  Lord,  fays  fhe,  Mr. 
Faddle,  you  are  eternally  at  Sir  Roger's ;  one  can't  fet 
eyes  upon  you  in  a  whole  day— Heh,  heh  !  And  then 
the  tears  do  fo  trickle  down  thofe  white-wafh  cheeks  of 
hers,  that  if  fhe  could  but  warm  me  to  theleaflfit  of  the 
heart-burn,  I  believe  I  fhould  be  tempted  to  take  her, 
by  way  of  chalk  and  water.— Heh,  heh,  heh  ! 
Bel  -> 

Rof.     I    Ha,  ha,  ha! 
Fid.    J 

Rof.  Ifn't  he  a  pleafant  creature,  Colonel  ? 
Col.  Certainly,   Madam,  of  infinite  wit,  with  abun 
dance  of  modefty. 

Fad.  Pugh  I— Pox  of  modefly,  Colonel !  But  do  you 
know,  you  Him  toad  you,  [To  Rofet.]  what  a  battle  I  had 
laft  night,  in  a  certain  company,  about  you,  and  that 
yg!y  gipfy  there  ? 

Fid.  Meaning  me,  Sir  ? 

Fad.  Pert,  and  pretty! — You  muft  know,  there  was 
Jack  Taffety,  Billy  Cruel,  Lord  Harry  Gymp,  and  I,  at 
Jack's  lodgings,  all  in  tip-top  fpirits,  over  a  pint  of  Bur 
gundy — A  pox  of  all  drinking  though  !  I  fhall  never  get 
it  out  of  my  head. — Well,  we  were  toafling  a  round  of 
beauties,  you  mufl  know  ;  the  girl  of  your  heart,  Faddie, 

fays 
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fays  my  Lord.  Rofetta  Belmont,  my  Lord,  fays  I— and, 
faith,  down  you  went,  you  delicate  devil  you,  in  almoft 

half  a  glafs. Rot  yourtoaft,  fays  my  Lord,  I  was 

fond  of  her  laft  winter. She's  a  wit,  fays  Jack  ;  and  a 

fcold,  by  all  that's  noify,  fays  Billy. Ifn't  (he  a  little 

freckled,  fays  my  Lord  ?  Damnationly  padded,  fays 
Jack ;  and  painted  like  a  Dutch  doll,  by  Jupiter,  fays 
Billy.  She's  very  unfufceptible,  fays  my  Lord.  No  more 
warmth  than  a  fnow-ball,  fays  Jack* — A  mere  cold-bath- 
to  a  lover,  curfe  catch  me,  fays  Billy.— Heh,  heh,  heh  ! 
Says  I,  that's  becaufe  you  want  heart  to  warm  her,  my 
dears  :  to  me  now,  (lie's  all  over  combuilibles ;  I  can 
electrify  her  by  a  look  :  touch  but  her  lip,  and  fnap  (he 
goes  off  in  a  flafh  of  fire. 

Rof.  Oh,  the  wretch  !  what  a  picture  has  he  drawn  of 
me!  [foFideliiu 

Fid.  You  muft  be  curious,  my  dear- 

Bel.  Ha,  ha  !   But  you  forget  Fidelia,  Faddle. 

fad.  Oh  ! And  there's  the  new  face,  fays  Billy- 
Fidelia,  I  think  they  call  her. If  (he  was  an  appurte 
nance  of  mine,  fays  my  Lord,  I'd  hang  her  upon  a  peg 
in  my  wardrobe,  amongft  my  call  clothes. — With  thole 
demure  looks  of  hers,  (ays  Jack,  I'd  fend  her  to  my  aunt 
in  Worcefterfhire,  to  fet  her  face  by,  when  me  went  to- 
church.  Or  what  think  you,  fays  Billy,  of  keeping  her  in 
a  (how-glafs,  by  way  of—Gentlemen  and  Ladies,  walk 
in,  and  fee  the  curiofity  of  curiofities— the  perfect  Pa 
mela  in  high  life  !  Obferve,  gentlemen,  the  blufhing  of 
her  cheeks,  the  turning  up  of  her  eyes,  and  her  tongue, 
that  fays  nothing  but  fie!  fie  !— Ha,  ha,  ha! In 
comparable!  (aid  all  three Pugh,  pox,  fays  I,  notfo 

bad  as  that  neither :  the  little  toad  has  not  feen  much  of 
the  town  indeed  :  but  (he'll  do  in  time  ;  and  a  glafs  o£ 
Preniac  may  ferve  one's  turn,  you  know,  when  Cham* 
paign  is  not  to  be  had,  [Sowing  to  Rofetta. 

All.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

'  Bel.  Why,  thoudidft  give  it  them,  faith,,  bully. 

*  F/W.  I  think,  Rofetta,  we  were  mighty  lucky  in  aa 
1  advocate. 

'  Rof.  Prodigious  ! 

•  Fad.   Poor  toads !— Oh  !---!  had  forgot:  you  left 
'  the  rehearfalof  the  new  opera  this  morning  in  the  mod 

Q  z-  *  un»- 
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*  unlucky  time  !  The  very  moment  you  were  gone,  f 

'  came  into  the  pit,  my  friend  the  alderman  and  his  fat 
'  wife,  tricked  out  in  fun-mine  :  you  mull  know,  I  drank 

*  chocolate  with  them  in  the  morning,  and  heard  all  the 

*  ceremony  of  their  proceedings---Sir  Barnaby,  fays  my 

*  Lady,  I  fliall  wear  my  pink  and  filver,  and  my  bell 

*  jewels ;  and,  d'ye  hear  ?  Do  you  get  Betty  to  tack  on 

*  your  Drefdens,  and  let  Pompey  comb  out  the  white  tie, 

*  and  bring  down  the  blue  coat  lined  with  buff,  and  the 

*  brown  filk  breeches,  and  the  gold-headed  cane  :  I  think 
'  as  you  always  wear  your  coat  buttoned,  that  green 
4  waiitcoat  may  do  ;  but  'tis  fo  befmeared,  that  I  vow  it's 
'  a  filthy  iight  with  your  night-gown  open  :  and  as  you 

*  go  in  the  coach  with  me,  you  may  get  your  white 
4  ftockings  aired But  you  are  determined  never  to 

*  oblige  me  with  a  pair  of  roll-ups  upon  thcfe  occaiions, 

*  notwithflanding  all  I  have  faid.     We  are  to  mix  with 

*  quality  this  morning,  Mr.  Faddle,  and  it  may  be  proper 

*  to  let  them  know  as  how,  there  are  people  in  the  city, 

*  who  live  of  the  Weftminfter  fide  of  Wapp'mg.     Your 

*  Ladyihip's  perfe&ly  in  the  right,  Madam,  fays  I 

*  [Stifling  a  laugh.']  and  for  fear  of  a  horfe-laugh  in  her 
4  face,  flap-dalh,  I  made  a  leg,  and  brufhed  off  like  llght- 

*  ning. 

4  AIL  Ha,  ha,  ha!' 

Enter  Servant,  and  ivhifpers  Rofetta. 

Rof.  Come,  gentlemen,  dinner  waits We  ftiall  have 

all  your  companies,  I  hope. 

"  Eel.  You  know,  you  dine  with  me  at  the  King's-Arms, 
Faddle.  [Apart  to  Faddle. 

Fad.  Do  I  ?  I  am  forry,  my  dear  creature,  that  a  par 
ticular  appointment  robs  me  of  the  honour.  [To  Rofetta. 
Rof.  Pihah  !  you  are  always  engaged,  I  think.  Come, 
Fidelia.  [Exeunt  Rofetta  and  Fidelia. 

Col.  Why  then,  thank  heaven,  there's  fome  refpite  ! 

[Exit. 

Bel.  Hark  you,  Faddle  ;  I  hope  you  are  not  in  the  leaft 
ignorant,  that  upon  particular  occafions,  you  can  be  a 
-very  great  rafcal  ? 

m  Fad.  Who  I,  Charles  ?— Pugh  !— Pox  !— Is  this  the 
dinner  I  am  to  have  ? 

Bel.  Courage,  boy !     And  becaufe  I  think  fo  well  of 

thee, 
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thee,  there  :  [Gives  him  apurfe.~\  'twill  buy  thee  a  new 
laced  coat,  ami  a  feather. 

Fad.  Why  ay,  this  is  fomething,  Charles.  But  what 
am  I  to  do,  hah  ?  I  won't  fight,  upon  my  foul,  I,  won't 
fight. 

Bel.  Thou  canft  lie  a  little. 

Fad.  A  great  deal,  Charles,,  or  I  have  fpent  my  time 
among  women  of  quality  to  little  purpofe. 

Bel.  I'll  tell  thee  then.  This  fweet  girl,  this  angel, 
this  ftubborn  Fidelia,  Hicks  fo  at  my  heart,  that  I-fnuft: 
either  get  the  better  of  her,  or  run  mad. 

Fad.  And  fo  thou  wouldft  have  me  aiding  and  abet 
ting,  hah,  Charles  ?  Muft  not  be  tucked  up  for  a  rape 
neither. 

Bel.  Peace,  fool !  About  three  months  ago,  by  a  very 
extraordinary  adventure,  this  lady  dropped  into  my 
arms.  It  happened  that  our  hearts  took  fire  at  firfr.  fight 
•But  as  the  devil  would  have  it,  in  the  hurry  of  my 
firfl  thoughts,  not  knowing  where  to  place  her,  I  was 
tempted,,  for  fecurity,  to  bring  her  to  this  haunted  houfe 
here,  where,  between  the  jealoufy  of  Sir  Charles,  the 
gravity  of  the  Colonel,  the  curiofity  of  a  fifter,  and  the. 
awkward  care  of  a  father,  flie  mufl  become  a  veltal,  or 
I — a  hulband. 

Fad.  And  fo,  by  way  of  a  little  fimple  fornication, 
you  want  to  remove  her  to  private  lodgings,  hah, 
Charles  ? 

Bel.  But  how,  how,,  how— thou  dear  rafcal  ?; 

Fad.  Let  me  fee Hum- And  fo,  you  are  not 

her  guardian,  Charles  ?• 

Bel.  Nor  fhe  the  woman  fhe  pretends,  boy— I  tell. 

thee,  fhe  was  mine  by  fortune 1  tilted  for  her  at 

midnight But  the  devil  tempted  me,  I  fay,  to  bring 

her  hither  The  family  was  in  bed,  which  gave 

me  time  for  contrivance  I  prevailed  upon  her  to 

call  me  guardian that  by  pretending  authority  over 

her,  I  might  remove  her  at  pleafure— But  here  too 
I  was  deceived  •  My  filler's  fondnefs  for  her  has 
rendered  every  plot  of  mine  to  part  them  impracticable- 
And  without  thy  wicked  affiftance,  we  muft  both.. 
die  in  our  virginity. 

C  3.  fat?*. 
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Fad.  Hum  !  That  would  be  a  pity,  Charles 

But  let  me  fee Ay 1  have  it. Within  theie 

three  hours,  we'll  contrive  to  fet  the  houfe  in  fuch  a 

flame,  that  the  devil  himfelf  may  take  her if  he  ftand 

at  the  ftreet-door To  dinner,  to  dinner,  boy  !  Tig 

here,  here,  here,  Charles ! 

Bd.  If  thou  doft 

Fad*  And  if  I  don't why  no  more  purfes,  Charles. 

«•  •  "  .  I  tell  thee,  'tis  here,  here,  boy  !  To  dinner,  to 
dinner !  [Exeunt. 

END  of  the  SECOND  ACT. 


ACT        III. 

SCENE  continues. 
Enter  Rofetta  and  Fidelia. 

FIDELIA. 

S  all  your  own  doing,  my  dear.    You  firft  teize 
him  into  madnefs,  and  then  wonder  to  hear  his 
chains  rattle. 

Rof.  And  yet  how  one  of  my  heavenly  fmiles  fobered 
him  again  ! 

Fid.  If  I  were  a  man,  you  mould  ufe  me  fo  but  once, 
Rofetta. 

Rof.  Pfhah  !—  If  you  were  a  man,  you  would  do,  as 
men  do,    child  --  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  -  They  are  creatures 
of  robufl  conftitutions,  and  will  bear  a  great  deal 
Befides,  for  my  part,  I  can't  fee  what  a  reafonable  fel 
low  ought  to  expect  before  marriage,  but  ill  ufage. 
You  can't  imagine,   my  dear,  how  it  fweetens  kindnefs 
afterwards  -  '  *Tis  bringing  a  poor  fhirved  creature  to 
a  warm  fire,  after  a  whole  night's  wandering  through 
froft  and  fnow. 

*  Fid.  But,  to  carry  on  the  image,  my  dear  --  won't 
he  be  apt  to  curfe  the  tongue  that  mrfguided  him  ;  and 
take  up  with  the  firfl  fire  he  meets  with,  rather  than 
perifli  in  the  cold  ?  I  could  ling  you  a  fong, 

Rofetta,  that  one  would  fvrear  was  made  o'  purpoie 
for  you, 
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*  Rof.  O,  pray  let  me  hear  it. 

'SONG,     Fidelia, 

«  I. 

*  For  a  ftiape,  and  a  bloom,  and  an  air,  and  a  mien, 

*  Myrtilla  was  brighteft  of  all  the  gay  green  ; 

*  But  artfully  wild,  and  affectedly  coy, 

*  Thofe  her  beauties  invited,  her  pride  would  deftroy. 

II. 

*  By  the  flocks,  as  {he  flray'd  with  the  nymphs  of  the 

vale, 

*  Not  a  fhepherd  but  woo'd  her  to  hear  his  foft  tale  ; 
4  Tho'  fatal  the  paffion,  me  laugh'd  at  the  fwain, 

*  And  return'd  with  neglect,  what  (he  heard  with  difdain. 

III. 

*  But  beauty  has  wings,  and  too  haftily  flies, 

*  And  love,  unrewarded,  foon  fickens  and  dies. 

'  The  nymph  cur'd,  by  time,  of  her  folly  and  pride, 

*  Now  lighs  in  her  turn  for  the  blifs  Ibe  den/  ;u. 

IV. 

*  No  longer  flie  frolicks  it  wide  o'er  the  plain, 

*  To  kill  with  her  coynefs  the  languifhing  fwain  ; 

*  So  humbled  her  pride  is,  fo  foften'd  her  mind, 

*  That,  tho'  courted  by  none,  (he  to  all  would  be  kind. 

4  Rof.  Pfliah! -there's  a  fong  indeed  ! You 

*  fliould  fing  of  men's  perjuries,  my  dear —of  kind 

4  nymphs,  and  cloy'd  fliepherds' For,  take  my  word 

for't,  there's  no  charm  like  cruelty,  to  keep  the  men 
conftant ;  nor  no  deformity  like  kindnefs,  to  make  them 
loath  you. 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  A  letter  for  your  Ladyfhip,  Madam.         [Exit. 
Rof*  For  me  ?  1  don't  remember  the  hand. 

[Off  ns  and  reads  the  letter  to  bcrfclf. 
4  FiA 
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Fid.  *  I  have  little  inclination  to  be  chearful,  tho'  I 
'  (ing  fongs,  and  prattle  thro*  the  whole  day — Belmont  ! 
*  Belmont!  [^Jide."}  '  You  feein  ftrangely  concerned, 
Madam 1  hope  no  ill  news  ? 

Rof.  The  woril  in  the  world,  Fidelia,  if  it  be  true. 

Fid.  Pray  Heaven  it  be  falfe  then  ! — But  muft  it  be  a 
fecret  ? — I  hope,  my  dear  Rofetta  knows,  that  whatever 
aife&s  her  quiet,  can't  leave  mine  undifturbed. 

Rof.  Who's  there  ? 

Enter  Servant, 
How  did  you  receive  this  letter  ? 

Ser.  From  a  porter,  Madam. 

Rof.  I  she  without  ? 

Ser.  No,  Madam  ;  he  faid  it  required  no  anfwef* 

Rof,  Had  you  any  knowledge  of  him  ? 

Ser.  Not  that  I  remember,  Madam. 

Rof.  Should  you  know  him  again  ? 

Ser.  Certainly,  Madam. 

Rof,  Where  did  my  brother  fay  he  dined  to-day  ? 

Ser.  At  the  KingVArms,  Madam. 

Rof.  And  Mr.  Faddle  with  him  ? 

Ser.  They  went  out  together,  Madam. 

Rof.  Run  this  moment,  and  fay  I  defire  to  fpeak  with, 
both  of  them  immediately,  upon  an  extraordinary  af 
fair. 

Ser.  Yes  r  Madam.  \_Exit. 

Fid.  What  can  this  mean,  Rofetta  .^  Am  1  unfit 

to  be  trufted  ? 

,     Rof.  Tell  me,  Fidelia— But  JIG  matter— Why  ftiould  I 
difturb  you  ?— I  have  been  too  grave. 

Fid.  Still  more  and  more  perplexing  ! But  my  en* 

quiries  are  at  an  end 1 -{hall  learn  to  be  lefs  trouble* 

fome,  as  you  are  lefs  kind,  Rofetfa. 

Rof.  Pr'ythee  don't  talk  fo,  Fidelia 1  can  never  be 

lefs  kind. 

Fid.  Indeed,  I  won't  deferveyou  ftiould. 

Rof.  I  know  it,  Fidelia. But  tell  me  then  —Is  there 

a  circumflance  in  your  life,,  that  would  call  a  blufli  to- 
your  cheeks,  if  .t'were  laid  as  open  to  the  world's  know 
ledge,  as  to  your  own  ? 

^  Fid.  If.  from  the  letter  you  aflc  me  that  flrange  quef- 
tion,  Madam.,  furely  I  fhould  fee  it. 
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Rof.  I  think  not,  Fidelia-—  For,  upon  fecond  thoughts, 
'tis  a  trifle,  not  worth  your  notice. 

Fid.  Why  were  you  fo  much  alarmed  then  ? 

Ref.  I  confefs,  it  ftartled  me  at  firfl—  But  'tis  a  lying 
letter,  and  ihould  not  trouble  you. 

Fid.  Then  it  relates  to  me,  Madam  ? 

Rof.  No  matter,  Fidelia. 

Fid.  I  have  loft  my  friend  then  —  I  begged  at  firfl:,  to 
be  a  fharer  in  Rofetta's  griefs  —  but  now  I  find  they  are 
all  my  own,  and  fhe  denies  my  right  to  them. 

Rof.  This  is  too  much,  Fidelia  -  And  now  to  keep 
you  longer  in  fufpenfe  would  be  cruelty  --  But  the 
writer  of  this  fcroll  has  a  mind  darker  than  night.  You 
(hall  join  with  me  in  wondering,  that  there  is  fuch  a  mon- 
fter  in  the  world.  [Reads* 

To  Mif$  Rofetta  Belmont. 
Madam, 

As  I  write  without  a  name,  I  am  alike  indifferent  to 
your  thanks  or  refentment.  -  Fidelia  is  not  what  fhe 
feems  -  She  has  deceived  you,  and  may  your  brother, 
to  his  ruin.  —  Women  of  the  town  know  how  to  wear  the 
face  of  innocence,  when  it  ferves  the  purpofes  of  guilt. 
-  -  Faddle,  if  he  pleafes,  can  inform  you  farther—* 
But  be  allured,  I  have  my  intelligence  from  more  fuffi- 
cient  authority. 

P.  S.  There  needs  no  farther  addrefs  in  this  matter,. 
than  a  plain  queftion  to  Fidelia  —  Is  fhe  the  lifter  of  Mr. 
Belmont's  friend  ? 


fid.  Then  I  am  loft  ! 

Rof.  What,  in  tears,  Fidelia  ?-—  Nay,  I  meant  to  raife 
your  contempt  only  —  Pr'ythee,  look  up,  and  let  us  laugh 
at  the  malice  of  this  namelefs  libeller. 

Ful.  No,  Rofetta—  The  mind  muft  be  wrapt  in  its 
own  innocence,  that  can  ft  and  againft  the  ftorms  of  ma 
lice  —  I  fear,  I  have  not  that  mini 

Rof.  What  mind,  Fidelia  ? 
•  Fid.  And  yet  that  letter  is  a  falfe  one. 

Rof.  Upon  my  life,  it  is—For  you  are  innocence 

Wcif. 

Fid* 
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Fid.  Oh,  Rofetta! No  filter  of  Mr,  Belmont's 

friend  kneels  to  you  for  pardon— *~but  a  poor  wretched 
out-caft  of  fortune,  that  with  an  artful  tale  has  impofed 
upon  your  nature,  and  won  you  to  a  friendfhip  for  a 
helplefs  ftranger,  that  never  knew  herfelf. 

Rof.  Rife,  Fidelia— But  take  care  !— For  if  you  have 
1      deceived  me,  honefty  is  nothing  but  a  name. 
I          Fid.  Think  not  too  hardly  of  me  neither— For  tho* 
I     Jam  not  what  I  fee m,    I  would  not  be  what  that  lettef 
I    calls  me,  to  be  miftrefs  of  the  world. 

\       Rof.  I  have  no  words,  Fidelia Speak  on But 

i  methinks  you  (liould  not  weep  fo. 

i       Fid.  Nay,  now,  Rofetta,   you  compel  me— For  this 

1  gentlenefs  is  top  much  for   me— I  have  deceived  you, 

I  <md  you  are  kind If  you  would  dry  up  my  tears,  call 

I  forth  your  refentment— Anger   might  turn  me  intoi 
Iftone — but  compaffion  melts  me. 

Rof.  I  have  no  anger,  Fidelia Pray  go  on. 

Fid.  When  my  tears  will  let  me— —I  have  played   a 
Ifbolifh  game,  Rofetta— and  yet  my  utmoft  fault  has  been 
iconfenting  to  deceive  you.— What  I  am,  I  know  not 
That  I  am  not  what  I  feem,  I  know. — But  why  I  have 
Meemed  otherwife  than  I  am,  again  I  know  not. — 'Tis  a 

riddle,  that  your  brother  only  can  explain. He  knows 

the  ftory  of  my  life,  and  will  in  honour  reveal  it.  Would 
he  were  here  ! 

Rof.  Would  he  were,  Fidelia ! — for  I  am  upon  the 
rack — -Pr'ythee,  goon,  and  inform  me  farther. 

Fid.  There's  my  grief,  Rofetta — For  I  am  bound  by. 
fuch  promifes  to  filence,  that  to  clear  my  innocence, 

would  be  to  wound  it All  I  have  left  to  fay  is,  that 

my  condition  of  life  only  has  been  aiiuined,  my  virtue 
never. 

Ente  r  Servant. 
Rof.  Well,  Sir  ! 

Ser.  Mr.  Belmont,  Madam,  was  juft  gone  ;    but  Mr. 
Faddle  will  wait  upon  your  Ladyiliip  immediately. 
Rof.  Did  they  lay  where  my  brother  went  ? 

Ser.  They  did  not  know  " Mr,  Faddle  is  here, 

Madam.  [Exit. 

Enter 
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Enter  Faddle,  humming  a  tune. 

Fad.  In  obedience  to  your  extraordinary  commands, 
Madam But  you  mould  h  ve  been  alone,  child. 

Rof.  No  trifling,  Sir Do  you  know  this  hand 
writing?  [Gives  him  the  letter. 

Fad.  Hum  ! Not  I,  as  I  hope  to  be  faved — — 

Nor  you  neither,  I  believe.  [-4^.]-— Is  it  for  my  peru- 
fal,  Madam  ? 

Fid.  And  your  anfwe/ing  too,  Sir. 

fad.  Mighty  well,  Madam.  {Reads.}  Hum  ! — Fide 
lia — Women — of  the  town — Innocence — Guilt Fad- 
die  inform  you  farther  !-* Why,  what  a-pox  am  I 

brought  in  for?-- Intelligence — Queftion— • -Fidelia 

K.  Sifter  of  Mr.  Belmont's  friend. 

[Stares  and  whiffles. 

Rof.  Well,  Sir  !  {Takes  the  letter. 

fad.  Oh  ! — I  am  to  guefs  at  the  writer — Can't,  upon 

my  foul  Upon  my  foul,   I  can't,  child 'Tis 

a  woman,  I  believe  tho',  by  the  damned  blabbing  that's 
in't. 

Fid.  The  letter  fays,  Sir,  that  you  can  inform  this 
lady  farther  concerning  me. — Now,  Sir,  whatever  you 
happen  to  know,  or  to  have  heard  of  me}  deliver  it  freely, 
and  without  difguife. — I  entreat  it,  as  an  a&  of  friendfhip, 
that  will  for  ever  oblige1  me. 

fad.  Let  me  fee No It  can't  be  her  nei 
ther — She  is  a  woman  of  too  much  honour — and  yet,  I 
don't  remember  to  have  opened  my  lips  about  it,  to  any 
foul  but  her. 

Fid.  You  know  me  then,  Sir? 

Rof.  Speak  out,  Sir. 

Fad.  Methinks,  if  thefe  letter- writers  were  a  little 
more  communicative  of  their  own  names,  and  lefs  fo  of 
th'^ir  neighbours,  there  would  be  more  honefty  in  them, 
-—Why  am  I  introduced  here  ! — Truly,  forfooth,  be- 
caufe  a  certain  perfon  in  the  world  is  overburthened  with 
the  fecrets  of  her  own  flips,  and  for  a  little  vent,  chu- 
fes  to  blab  thofe  of  another — Faddle  inform  you  farther  ! 
Faddle  will  be  damned  as  foon. 

Rof.  Hark  you,  Sir — If  you  intend  to  enter  thefe 
doors  again,  tell  me  all  you  know,  for  I  will  have  it. 
You  have  owned  your  telling  it  elfewhere,  Sir. 

Fid. 
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What  is  it  you  told,  Sir  ? 

.  What  I  (han't  tell  here,  Madam.     Her  angry 
lyfliip  mud  excuie  me,  faith. 
Rof.  'Tis  very  well,  Sir  ! 
Fid.  Indeed,  Rofetta,  he  knows  nothing. 
Fad.  Nothing  in  the  world,  Madam,  as  I  hope  to  be 
faved.     Mine  is  all  hear-fay.     And,    curfe  upon  them  ! 
the  whole  town  may  be  in  a  lie,   for  any  thing  I  know. 
So  they  faid  of  Lady  Bridget,  that  (he  went  otf  with  her 
footman  ;  but  'twas  all  (lander,   for  'twas  a  horfe  grena 
dier,  that  (he  bought  a  commiffion  for  lad  week. 

Rof.  What  has  Lady  Bridget,  or  the  town,  to  do  with 
Fidelia,  Sir  ? 

Fad.  So  I  faid,  Madam — the  very  words.  Says  I,  a 
woman  of  the  town  ?  Does  a  (lip  or  two  with  particu 
lars  make  a  lady  a  woman  of  the  town  ?  Or  it  it  did, 
fays  I,  many  a  one  has  taken  up,  and  lived  honedly  af 
terwards.  A  woman  of  the  town  indeed  ! 

Fid.  Hold  your  licentious  tongue,  Sir  !  Upon  my 
life,  Rofetta,  'tis  all  malice.  'Tis  his  own  contrivance. 
I  dare  him  to  produce  another  villain,  that's  bafe  enough 
to  fay  this  of  me. 

Fad.  Right,  Madam  !  Stick  to  that,  and  'egad,  I'll 
be  of  your  fide.  [Aloud  in  her  ear. 

Fid.  Infolence  !  [Strikes  him.]  Oh,  I  am  hui  t  beyond 
all  bearing  ! 

Rof.  And  I,  loft  in  perplexity.  If  thou  art  linked 
with  any  wretch  bafe  enough  to  contrive  this  paper,  or 
art  thyfelf  the  contriver,  may  poverty  and  a  bad  heart, 
be  thy  companions  :  but  if  thou  art  privy  to  any  thing, 
that  concerns  the  honour  of  this  family,  give  it  breath, 
and  I'll  infure  thee  both  protection  and  reward, 
Fid.  I  dare  him  todifcovery. 

Fad.  Ladies,  I  have  had  the  honour  of  a  blow  con 
ferred  on  me  by  one  of  you,  and  am  favoured  with  the 
offer  of  protection  and  reward  from  the  other  ;  now  to 
convince  both,  that,  in  fpite  of  indignities,  or  obliga 
tions,  I  can  keep  a  fecret,  if  ever  I  open  my  lips  upon 
this  matter,  may  plague,  famine,  and  the  horned  devil 
confume  and  feize  me.  And  fo,  ladies,  I  take  my  leave. 

[Exitfngirtgi 
Rof. 
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Rof.  What  can  this  fellow  mean,  Fidelia  ?  Has  he  not 
abufed  you  ? 

Fid.  Is  it  a  doubt  then  ?  Would  I  had  leave  to 
fpeak  ! 

Rof.  And  why  not,  Fidelia  ?  Promifes  unjuftly  ex 
torted,  have  no  right  to  obfervance.  You  have  deceived 
me,  by  your  own  acknowledgment,  and  methinks,  at 
fych  a  time,  matters  of  punctilio  (hould  give  place  to  rea- 
fon  and  neceffity. 

Fid.  I  dare  not,  Rofetta.  'Twould  be  a  crime  to  your 
brother,  and  I  owe  him  more  than  all  the  world. 

Rnf.  And  what  are  thofe  obligations,  Fidelia  ? 

Fid.  Not  tor  me  to  mention.  Indeed,  I  dare  not,  Ro 
fetta. 

•  Rof.  'Tis  well,  Madam  !  And  when  you  are  inclined 
to  admit  me  to  your  confidence,  I  fhall  perhaps  know 
better  how  to  conduct  myfelf.  (Going. 

Enter  Toung  Belmont,  meeting  her. 
Oh,  are  you  come,  brother  !  Your  friend's  fitter,  your 
ward  there,  has  wanted  you,  Sir. 

Bel.  What  is  it,  Fidelia  ? 

Fid.  I  have  no  breath  to  fpeak  it.  Your  fifler,  Sir, 
can  better  inform  you. 

Rof.  Read  that,  Sir. 

[Gives  bim  the  letter,  which  he  reads  to  himfelf. 

Fid.  Now,  Rofetta,  all  (hall  be  fet  right.  Your  bro 
ther  will  do  me  juilice,  and  account  for  his  own  con 
duct. 

Rof.  I  expect  fo,  Fidelia. 

Bel.  Impertinent!  [Gives  bad  the  letter.]  I  met  Fad - 
die  as  I  came  in,  and  I  fuppofe  in  pure  love  of  mifchief, 
he  has  made  my  believing  filler  Jiere,  a  convert  to  the 
villainy  of  that  letter.  But  I'll  make  the  rafcal  unfay 
every  thing  he  has  faid,  or  his  bones  mail  ake  for't. 

\Gomg. 

Fid.  Stay,  Sir,  I  entreat  you.  That  I  am  a  counter 
feit,  in  part,  I  have  already  confeflcd 

Bel.  You  have  done  wrong  then. 

Fid.  But  am  I  a   creature  of  the  town,  Sir  ?     Your 

Cfter  mud  learn  that  fro«n  you.     You  have  been  once  my 

deliverer — be  fo  now.     Tell  her,  I  am  poor  and  mifera- 

ble,  but  D9t  diflioncil.     That  I  have  only  contented  to 

D  deceive 
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deceive  her,  not  defired  it.  Tell  her,  I  deferve  her 
pity,  not  her  anger,  'Tis  my  only  requeft.  Can  you 
deny  it  me? 

Bel.  You  havefaid  too  much,  Fidelia.  And  for  your 
own  fake,  I  fhall  forbear  to  mention  what  I  know  of 
your  ftory.  How  far  your  own  honour  is  bound,  you 
are  the  bell  judge.  But  a  breach  of  the  moft  iblemn 
promifcs,  let  me  tell  you,  Madam,  will  be  a  wretched 
vindication  of  the  innocence  you  contend  for. 

fid.  And  is  this  all,  Sir? 

Bel.  For  my  own  part,  I  mufl  have  better  authority 
than  Faddle,  or  a  namelefs  writer,  to  believe  any  thing 
to  your  difhonour.  And  for  you,  fifler,  I  muft  not  have 
this  lady  ill-treated.  While  I  am  fatisfied  of  her  inno 
cence,  your  fufpicions  are  impertinent.  Nor  will  I  con- 
fent  to  her  removal,  Madam,  mark  that,  whatever  you, 
in  your  great  wifdom,  may  have  privately  determined. 

[Exit* 

Rof.  You  are  a  villain,  brother. 

fid.  Now  I  have  loft  you,  Rofetta  ! 

Rof.  When  you  incline  to  be  a  friend  to  yourfelf,  Fi 
delia,  you  may  find  one  in  me.  But  while  explanations 
are  avoided,  I  muft  be  allowed  to  a6t  from  my  own 
opinion,  and  agreeable  to  the  character  I  am  to  fupport. 

[Exit. 

Fid*  Then  I  am  wretched !    But  that's  no  novelty. 
I  have  wandered  from  my  cradle,  the  very  child  of  mif- 
fortune.     To  retire  and  weep,  mufl  now  be  my  only  in 
dulgence.  [Exit. 
Enter Belmont. 

Bel.  Why,  what  a  rogue  am  I  !  Here  have  I  thrown 
a  whole  family,  and  that  my  own  too,  into  perplexities, 
that  innocence  can't  oppoie,  nor  cunning  guard  againft. 
And  all  for  what  ?  Why,  a  woman — Take  away  that, 
excufe,  and  the  devil  himfelf  would  be  a  faint  to  me  ;  for 
all  the  reft  is  (inning  without  temptation.  In  my  com 
merce  with  the  world,  I  am  guarded  again  ft  the  mer 
cenary  vices. — I  think,  I  have  honour  above  lying, 
courage  above  cruelty,  pride  above  meannefs,  and  ho- 
neity  above  deceit ;  and  yet,  throw  but  coy  beauty  in 
ray  way,  and  all  the  vices,  bv  turns,  take  pofieflion  of 
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me.     Fortune,  Fortune,  give  me  fuccefs  this  once 
and  I'll  build  churches  ! 

Enter  Faddle. 

Fad.  What,  Charles — Is  the  coaft  clear,  arid  the  fi- 
trifhing  ftroke  given  to  my  embafly,  hah  ? 

Bel.  Thou  halt  been  a  moft  excellent  rafcal,  and  faith', 
flnatters  feem  to  be  in  a  promifing  condition*  For  1  have 
flung  that  in  Rofetta's  way,  which  if  fiie  keeps  her  wo- 
manhood,  will  do  thebufinefs. 

fad.  IV)  thee,  what's  that,  Charles  ? 
-    Bel-  Why,  I  have  bid  her  not  to  think  of  parting  with 
Fidelia. 

Fad.  Nay,  then,  tip  £he  goes  headlong  out  at  win 
dow.  But  haft  thou  no  bowels,.  Charles  ?  for,  me 
thinks,  I  begin  to -feel  tome  twitches  of  compunction 
about  me. 

Bd.l  understand  you,  Sir;,  but  I.  have  no  more 
purfes. 

fad.  Why,  look  you,  Charles,  we  muft  find  a  way  to 
lull  this  conference  of  mine — here  will  be  the  devil  to  do 
elfe.  That's  a  very  pretty  rin'g,  Charles* 

Bel.  Is  it  fo,  Sir?  Hark  you,  Mr.  Dog,  if  you  de 
mur  one  moment  to  fetching  and  carrying  in  this  bufi- 
riefs,  as  I  bid  you,  you  (hall  find  my  hand  a  little  heavy 
Upon  you. 

FXA  Fugh,  pox,  Charles  !  can't  a  body  fpeak  ?  Peo 
ple  may  be  in  good-humour,  when  they  want  people  to 
do  things  forpeople,  methinks. 

Bel.  Troop  this  moment,  with  your  rafcally  con- 
Tcierice  to  the  King's  Arms,  and  wait  there  till  I  come, 
'Sir. 

Tad.  Why  fo  I  will,  Charles— A  pox  of  the  fwa£- 
jgering  fon  or  a~Notfo  big  neither,  if  one  had  but  a  lit 
tle  courage.  [Afide  and  going. 

Bel.  Hark  you,  Faddle — Now  I  think  on't,  there  is 
a  way  yet  for  thee  to  make  another  purfe  out  of  this 
bufinefs. 

Fad.  Why,  one  would  not  be  a  rogue  for  nothing,, 
methinks. 

Bel.  1  faw  Sir  Charles  going  into  Fidelia's  chamber — 
thou  mayeft  fleal  upon  them  unobferved— they'll  have 
their  plots  too,  I  fuppofe, 

D  z  Fad. 
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Fad.  And  where  am  I  to  come  and  tell  thee,  hah  ? 

Bel.  At  the  King's  Arms,  boy. 

Fad.  But  you'll  remember  the  purfe,  Charles. 

Bel.  Softly,  rafcal  !  \_Exit  Fad.]  Why  there  it  is  again 
now  !  I  am  a  fellow  of  principle  !  and  fo  I  will  be,  fome 
time  or  other.  But  thefe  appetites  are  the  devil,  and  at 
jprefent  I  am  under  their  direction.  [Exif. 

SCENE,  Another  Apartment. 

Sir  Charles  and  Fidelia  difcoveredjtttzng. 

Sir  Cba.  He  durft  not  fay,  diredly,  you  were  that  crea 
ture  the  letter  called  you  ! 

Fid,  Not  in  terms,  Sir ;  but  his  concealments  ftruck 
deeper  than  the  fharpelt  accufations. 

Sir  Cba.  And  could  Mr.  Belraont  be  filent  to  all 
this  ? 

Fid.  He  faid  he  had  his  reafons,  Sir,  and  it  was  my 
part  to  fubmit.  I  had  no  heart  to  difoblige  him. 

Sir  Cba.  You  are  too  nice,  Madam.  Rofetta  loves 
you,  and  (hould  be  trufted. 

Fid.  Alas,  Sir !  if  it  concerned  me  only,  I  fhould 
have  no  concealment. 

Sir  Cba.  It  concerns  you  moft,  Madam.  I  muft 
deal  plainly  with  you.  You  have  deceived  your  friend  ; 
and,  tho'  I  believe  it  not,  a  feverer  reproach  refts  upon 
you.  And  (hall  an  idle  promife,  an  extorted  one  too, 
and  that  from  a  man  who  folicits  your  undoing,  forbid 
your  vindication  ?  You  muft  think  better  of  it. 

Fid.  *Tis  not  an  extorted  pro mjfe,  Sir,  that  feals  my 
lips — but  I  love  him — and  tho'  he  purfues  me  to  my 
ruin,  I  will  obey  him  in  this,  whatever  happens.  He 
rray  defert  me,  but  never  (hall  have  reafon  to  upbraid 
me. 

Sir  Cba.  'Tis  your  own  caufe,  Madam,  and  you  muft 
act  in  it  as  you  think  proper.  Yet  ilill,  if  I  might 
advife 

Fid,  Leave  it  to  time,  Sir  Charles.  And  if  you  be 
lieve  me  innocent,  your  friendly  thoughts  of  me,  and 
my  ©vvn  confcience,  ftall  keep  me  chearful. 

Enter  Faddle,  liftening. 

^  Fad.  O,  pox,  is  itfo  1  Now  for  a  tecret  worth  twenty 
pieces ! 

Sir 
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Sir  CJja.  Has  it  ever  appeared  to  you,  Madam,  that 
Faddle  was  a  confidant  of  Mr.  Belmont's  ? 

•  Fid.  Never,  Sir.  On  the  contrary,  a  wretch  moft 
heartily  defpifed  by  him. 

Fad.  If  Ihe  ihould  he  a  little  miftaken  now.       [AJiile. 

Sir  Cha.  Can  you  guefs  at  any  other  means  of  his 
coming  to  a  knowledge  of  you  ? 

Fid.  None  that  I  know  of,  Sir. 

Fad.  Faith,  I  believe  her.  \Afide.-~ 

Sir  Cha.  Onequeftion  more,  Madam,  and  I  have  done. 
Did  Mr.  Belmont  ever  folicit  your  removing  from  this 
houfe  ? 

Fid.  Never  dire&ly,  Sir.  lie  has  oft;en,  when  we 
have  been  alone,  quarrelled  with  himfelf  for  bringing 
life  into  it. 

Sir  Cha.  I  thank  you,  Madam.  .  And  if  my  enqui 
ries  have  been  at  any  time  too  importunate,,  allow  them 
to  the  warmth  of  an  hpnefjt  friendftup  :  for  1.  have  3 
heart  that  feels  for  your  diitreifes,  and  beats  to.  relieve. 
them. 

fid.  I  have  no  words,  Sir  Charles  ;  let  my  tears  thank 
you. 

Sir  Cha.  Be  compofed,  my   child.     Ancf  if  Rofett^'s 
fufpicions  grow  violent,    I,  have  apartments  ready  to  re 
ceive  you,  \vith  fuch  welcome,  as  virtue  fiiould  find  with,. 
one  who  loves  ir.  rv)t 

Fid.  Still,  Sir  Charles,  my  tears  are  all  that  I  car}. 
thank  you  with'  -  for  this   goo'clnefs  is  too  much   for 

i^e,  I^OT^  »j*n>  v 

Fad.  And  fo  (tie's  a  bit  for.tjie  old  gentleman  at  lafl  ! 
Rare  news  for  Charles  !  or  with  a  li  trie  addition  I  fhaU  - 
make  it  fo.     But  I  muft  decamp,  to  avoid  danger.^ 


.1  -,-,   ..  .,..•.        +*- 

Sir  C&a.  Dry  up  your  tears,  Fidelia.     For,  if  my  con- 
ie6tures  are  well  grounded,  before  night,  perhaps^  .fome*- 
th'ing  may  be  done  to  ferve  yoii.     Au^fo  J  leave  you  to 
your  bell  thoughts.  •  [Exit,  . 

Fid.  Then  I  have  one  frier.  d  left.     How  long  I  am 
to  hold  him,   Heaven  knows.     'Tis   a  fickle  world,  and 
nothing  in  it  is  laiUug,  but  misfortune  -  yet  I'll  ha^&.; 
patience  ; 

D3  That 
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Thatfweet  relief,  the  healing  hand  of  Heav'n 
Alone  tofuff  'ring  innocence  has  giv'n  ; 
Come,  friend  of  virtue,  balm  of  every  care, 
Dwell  in  my  bofom,  and  forbid  defpair.  [Exit, 

END  of  the  THIRD  ACT. 


ACT     IV. 

SCENE,  An  4partm*nt. 
Enter  Colonel  and  Rofetta. 

ROSETTA. 

ITell  you,  I  will  not  be  talked  to. 
Col.  'Tis  my  unhappinefs,  Madam,  to  raife  no  pa£- 
lion  in  you,  but  anger. 

Rof.  You  are  miftaken,  Colonel.  I  am  not  angry, 
tho*  I  anfwer  fo.  My  gaiety  has  been  diflurbed  to-day  ; 
and  gravity  always  fits  upon  me  like  ill-humour.  Fidelia 
has  engrofled  me,  and  you  are  talking  of  yourfelf.  What 
would  you  have  me  fay  ? 

Col.  That  your  neglecl  of  me  has  been  diflembled^ 
and  that  I  have  leave  to  love  you,  and  to  hope  for 
you. 

JRof.  This  is  very  ftrange  now  J  Why  'tis  not  in  your 
power  to  avoid  loving  me,  whether  you  have  leave  to 
hope  or  not.  And  as  to  my  dilTembling,  1  know  nothing 
of  that — all  I  know  is,  that  I'm  a  woman,  and  women,, 
I  fuppofe,  diflemble  fometimes— I  don't  pretend  to  be  a 
bit  better  than  a  woman. 

Col.  Be  a  kind  one,  and  you're  an  angel. 

Rof.  Why  there  now  !  when  if  1  wanted  to  be  an 
angel,  the  very  lundnefs  that  made  me  one,  would  leave 
me  in  a  month  or  two,  a  mere  forfaken  woman.  No, 
no,  Colonel !  ignorance  is  the  mother  of  love,  as  well  as 
devotion.  We  are  angel's  before  you  know  us  to  be  wo 
men,  and  lefs  than  women,  when  you  know  us  to  be  no- 
angels.  If  you  would  be  pleafed  with  the  tricks  of  a 
juggkr,  never  enquire  how  they  are  done. 

Col.  Right,  Madam,  where  the  entertainment  conliils 
only  in  the  deceit, 
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Rof.  And  philofophers  will  tell  you,  that  the  only  hap- 
pinefs  of  life  is  to  be  well  deceived. 

Col.  'Tis  the  philofophy  of  fools,  Madam.  Is  the 
pleafure  that  arifes  from  virtue  a  cheat  ?  Or  is  there  no 
happinefs  in  conferring  obligations,  where  the  receiver 
wifhes  to  be  obliged,  and  labours  to  return  ?  Tis  the 
happinefs  of  divinity,  to  diftribute  good,  and  be  paid 
with  gratitude. 

Rof.  But  to  give  all  at  once,  would  be  to  lofe  the 
power  of  obliging. 

Col.  And  to  deny  all,  would  be  to  lofe  the  pleafure  of 
obliging. 

Rof.  But  where  the  gift  is  trifling,  you  know 

Col.  That  trifle,  if  lent  to  another's  management, 
might  make  both  rich. 

Rof.  This  is  playing  at  crofs-purpofes.  But  if  I  were 
inclined  to  liften,  what  have  you  to  fay  in  favour  of  ma 
trimony  ? 

Col.  *  To  fools,  Madam,    'tis  the  jewel  of  ^Efop's 

*  cock  ;  but  to  the  wife,  a  diamond  of  price,  in  a  fkilful, 

*  hand,  to  enrich  life.'     'Tis  happinefs,  or  mifery,  as 
minds  are  differently  difpofed.     The   neceflary  requifites 
are  love,   good  fenfe,  and' good  breeding.     The   firfl  to 
unite,  the  fecond  to  advife,   and  the  third  to  comply.     If 
you  add  to  thefe,  neatnefs  and  a  competency,  beauty  will- 
always  pleafe,  and  family  cares  be  come  agreeable  amufe- 
Hients. 

*  Rof.  And  yet  I  have  known  a  very  miferable  cou- 

'  pie,  with  all  thefe  requifites. 

'  Col.  Never,  if  you'll  believe  me,.  Rofetta-They  have- 
worn  them  in  public,  and  may  have  diflembled  with- 
fuccefs.     But  marriage-intimacies  deflroy  diffimnlation 
—And  if  their  private  hours  have  known  no  enjoy 
ment,  there  muft  have  been  wanting,  either  the  affec 
tion   that  fhould  unite,  the  understanding  that  fhould 
advife,  or  the  complacency  that  fhould  oblige.' 
Rof.  Do  you  know,  now,  that  you  never  pleafed  me  fo 

much  in  all  your  life  ? 

Col.  If  fo,  Rofetta,  one  queftion,  and  then  to  apply* 
Rof.  How  if  I  fliould  not  anfwer  your  queftion  ? 
Cal,  'Tis  a  fair  one,  upon  my  word.     Don't  you  thinkv 

that 
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that  you  and  I  could  mufter  up  thefe  requifites  be 
tween  us  ? 

Rof.  Let  me  confidera  little -Who  mult  have  love, 

jpray  ? 

Col.  Both  of  us. 

Rof.  No,  I  have  no  mind  to  have  any  thing  to  do  with 
love.  Do  you  take  that,  and  give  me  understanding,  to 
advife.  4  So  then  you  chufe  again,  and  have  all  the  good- 

*  breeding,  for  compliance;  then  I  neatnefs;  andlaitof 

*  all,  competency  (hall  be  divided  between  usV 

Col.  A  match,  Madam,  upon  your  own  terms.     *  But 

*  if  ever  you  ihould  take  it  into  your  heao1  to  difputelove 

*  with  me,  what  other  requilite  are  you  willing  to  give  up 

*  for  it  ? 

*  Rof.  Why,  neatnefs,  I  think;  'tis  of  little  ufe  to  a 

*  married  woman,  yau  know. 

*  Col.  A  trifle,  Madam.'    But  when  are  we  to  come 
together  ? 

Rof.  As  foon  as  we  can  give  proof  that  thefe  ingre 
dients  are  between  us — In  a  few  years,  perhaps. 

Col.  If  our  virtues  fhould  fra-rve  in  that  time  ? 

Rof.  P(ha  ! — You  know  nothing  of  the  matter.  Senfe 
will  improve  every  day,  and  love  and  good-breeding  live 
an  age,  if  we  don't  marry  them.  But  we'll  have  done 
with  thefe  matters ;  for  I  can  keep  the  ball  up  no  longer. 
You  did  not  fay  Fidelki  upbraided  me  ? 

Col.  The  very  reverfe.  'Twas  her  only  affliction,  me 
faid,  that  you  had  reaibn  to  think  hardly  of  her. 

Rof.  Poor  girl !  If  you  would  make  love  to  me  with 
fuccefs,  Colonel,  clear  up  thefe  perplexities.  Suppofe  I 
Was  to  difmifs  my  pride  a  little,_and  make  her  a  vilit  with 
you? 

Col.  'Twould  be  a  kind  one. 

Rof.  Lead  on  then  ;  for,  in  fpite  of  my  refentment?, 
1  have  no  heart  to  keep  from  her.  \JLxeunU . 

SCENE,  another  Apartment. 

Enter  Young  Belmont  and  Faddle. . 
Bel.  If  this  ihould  be  invention,  Faddle  ? 
FaAgI  tell,  thee,    I  was  behind  the  fcreen,  and  heard 
every  fyllable  ori't.    Why,  1*11  fay  it  to  his  face,  pr'y thee, 
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Bel.  What,  that  he  propofed  to  take  her  into  keeping, 
and  that  flie  confented  ? 

Fad.  Not  in  thofe  words,  man — No,  no,  Sir  Charles 
Is  a  gentleman  of  politer  elocution.  Pray,  child,  fays  he, 
did  Young  Bclmont  ever  propofe  your  removing  from  this 
houfe  ?  No,  Sir,  fays  (he,  but  he  has  curfed  himfelf  to 
damnation  for  bringing  me  into  it.  [Mimicking  Sir  Charles 
and  Fidelia.]  Well,  child,  fays  he,  the  thing  may  be  done 
to-night;  apartments  are  ready  for  you.  And  then,  in 
a  lower  voice,  he  faid  fomething  about  virtue,  that  .1 
could  not  very  well  hear ;  but  I  faw  it  fet  the  girl  aery- 
ing.  And  prefently,  in  anfwer  to  a  whifper  of  his,  I 
heard  her  fay,  in  a  very  pretty  manner,  that  flie  thought 
it  was  too  much  for  her.  But  what  his  propoials  were, 
the  devil  a  fyllable  could  I  hear. 

Eel.  Ha,  ha ! — Yonder  he  is,  Faddle,  and  coming  this 
way.  We  muft  not  be  feen  together. 

Fad.  For  a  little  fport,  Charles,  fuppofe  I  fling  myfelf 
in  his  way,  and  make  intereft  to  be  commode  to  him,  ha.! 

Bel.  And  get  thy  nofe  twifled  for  thy  pains  ? 

Fad.  Why,  I  can  run,  if  I  can't  fight,  pr'ythee.   . 

Bel.  Faith,  I  never  doubted  thee  that  way.  I'll  to  my 
room,  then,  and  wait  for  thee. 

Fad.  But  leave  the  door  open,  Charles. 

Bel.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !— You'll  not  be  tedious,  Sir.    [Exit. 
Enter  Sir  CUarles. 

Fad.  If  the  old  genderaan  mould  be  in  his  airs  tho'— - 
Servant,  fervant,  Sir  Charles. 

Sir  Cba.  Oh,  Sir,  you  are  the  man  I  was  looking  for  ! 

Fad.  If  I  can  be  of  any  fervice,  Sir  Charles — tfrhat, 

and  fo — ha  ! Faith,  you're  a  fly  one But  you  olj 

poachers  have  fuch  a  way  with  you  ?  — — Why  here  has 
Charles  been  racking  his  brains  for  ways  and  means,  any 
time  thefe  three  months ;  and  juft  in  the  nick,  fouie 

comes  me  down  the  old  kite and,  alack-a-day,   poor 

chick  ! — the  bufinefs  is  done. 

Sir  Cba.  Make  yourfelf  a  little  intelligible,  Sir. 

fad.  And  fo,  I  don't  fpeak  plain,  ha  ? — Oh,  the  little 
rogue  ! — There's  more  beauty  in  the  veins  of  her  neck, 
than  in  a  landfcape  of  Claude ;  and  more  mufic  in  the 
frnack  of  her  lips,  than  in  all  Handel ! 

Sir  Cba.  Let  me  underftand  you,  Sir. 

Fad.  Methinks  'tvvas  very  laconic,  tho' If  Rofet- 

ta's 
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ta's  fufpicions  grow  violent,  I  have  apartments  rea3y  to 
receive  you.  [Mimicking  Sir  Charles.]  Bat  a  word  in 

your  ear,  old  gentleman— Thofe  apartments  won't  dp. 

Sir  Cba.  Oh,  Sir,  I  begin  to  be  a  little  in  the  fecret ! 

Fad.  Mighty  quick  of  apprehension,  faith! And 

the  little  innocent !: Still,  Sir  Charles,  my  tears  are 

'all  that  I  can  thank  you  with  ;  for  this  goodnefs  is  tdo 
mudi  for  me.  [Mimicking  Fidelia.]  Upon 'my  foul,  you 
have  a  great  deal  of -goodnefs,  Sir  Charles;  a  great  deal 
of  goodnefs,  'upon  iny  foul. 

Sir  Cba.  Why,  now  I  underiland  you,  Sir.  And  as 
thefe  matters  may  require  time,  for  the.  fake  of  privacy, 
we'll  (hut  this  door.  [Shuts  the  door. 

Fad.  Any  other  time,  Sir  Charles.  But  I  am  really  fo 
hurried  at  prefent,  that — Oh^  Lord  !  \dpde* 

Sir  Cba.  Why,  what  does  the  wretch  tremble  at  ?— — 
Broken  bones  are  to  be  fet  again  ;  and  thou  mayeft  yet 
die  in  thy  bed.  [Takes  bold  of  him.}  You  have  been  a 
liltener,  Sir. 

Fad.  Lord,  Sir !—  Indeed,  Sir  !— N6t  I,  Sir ! 

Sir-Cba,  No  denial,  Sir.        .  [Mates  %tm 

Fad.  Oh,  Sir,  I'll  confefs !  I  did  liften,  Sir— I'did, 
indeed,  Sir. 

Sir  Cha.  Does  your  memory  furniih  you  with  any 
other  villainy  of  yours,  that  may  fave  me  the  trouble  of 
an  explanation  ? 

fad.  I'fl  think,  Sir—What  the  devil  fhall  I  fay  now  ? 

M0B&,) 

fffr  Cba.  Take  care ;  for  every  lie  thou  telleft  me,  ftiall 
be  fcored  ten  fold  upon  thy  tfetti.  Anfwer  me— How 
tairi'e  Mr.  Belmont's  filler  by  that  anonymous  letter  ? 

Fad.  Letter,  Sir! 

Sir  Cba.  Whence  came  it,  I  fay  ? 

Fad.  Is  there  no  remiffion,  Sir  ? 

Sir  Cba.  None  that  thou  canft  deferve  :  for  honefty  is 
not  in  thy  nature. 

Fad.  If  I  confefs? 

Sir  Cba.  Do  fo,  then,  and  truft  me. 

Fad.  Yes,  and  fo  be  beat  to  mummy  by  Charles 
If  you  won't  tell  him.  Sir — ' 

Sir  Cba.  I'll  think  on't. 

Fad.  Why,  then,  Sir -i— But  he'll  certainly  be  the 

death 
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death  of  me        .It  was  by  his  contrivance  I  wrote  the 
letter,  and  lent  it  from  the  King  s-Arms. 

SirCba,  Very  well,  Sir.  And  did  you  know  to  what 
purpofe  it  was  fent  ? 

Fad.  Yes,  Sir;  it  was  to  alarm  the  family  againrf  Fi 
delia,  that  Charles  might  get  her  into  private  lodg.ngs  — 
That  was  all,  as  I  hope  to  be  fav'd,  Sir. 

.&> Cba.  VVas.it,  Sir  ?  And  upon  what  principles  were 
you  an  accomplice  in  this  villainy  ? 

Fad.  I  was  out  of  money,  Sir,  and  not  over-valiant  ; 
and  Charles  promifed  and  threatened — 'Twos  either  a 
firjall  purfe,  or  a  great  cudgel — And  fo,  I  took  one,  to 
avoid  t'other,  Sir. 

Sir  Cba.  And  what  dod  thou  deferve  for  this  ? 

Fad.  Pray,  Sir,  coniider  my  honefl  confeffion,  and 
think  me  paid  already,  if  you  pleafe,  Sir. 

Sir  Cba.  For  that  thou  art  fafe.  If  thou  wouldil  con 
tinue  fo,  avoid  me.  Begone,  I  fay! 

Fad.  Yes,  Sir and  well  off,  too,  faith. 

[Ajicle,  and  gning. 

.Sir  Cba.  Yet  flay If  thou  art  open  to  any  fenfeof 

flwne,  hear  me. 
.  Fad.  I  will,  Sir. 

Sir  Cba.  Thy  life  is  a  difgrace  to  humanity.  A  foolifli 
prodigality  makes  thee  needy ;  need  makes  thee  vicious, 
and  both  make  thee  contemptible.  Thy  wit  is  proflitutcd 
to. (lander  and  buffoonery  ;  and  thy  jucl^ment,  if  thou  haft 
any,  to  meannefs  andi  villainy.  Thy  betters  that  laugU 
wjth  thee%  laugh  at  thee  :  and  who  are  they  ?  The  fools 
of  quality  at  court,  and  thofe.who  ape  them  in  the  city. 
Xhe  varieties  of  thy  life  are  pitiful  rewards,  andpaimul 
abufes ;  for  the  fame  trick  that  gets  thee  a  guinea  to-day, 
fhall  get  thee  beaten  out  of  doors  to- morrow.  Thofe-who 
carefs  thee  are  enemies  to  themfelves ;  and  when  they 
know  it,  will  be  fo  to  thee:  in  thy  diftrefies  they'll  de- 
fert  thee,  and  leave  thee,  at  lad,  to  fink  in  thy  poverty, 
unregarded  and  unpitied.  .If  thou  cand  be  wife,  think. 
of  me,  and  be  honed.  [Exit. 

.Fad.  Til  endeavour  it,  Sir — —A  mod  excellent  dif- 
courfe,  faith,  ;  and  mighty  well  there  was  not  a  larger 

congregation. So,  fo  ! — I  mud  be  witcy,  with  a  veia- 

geance  !- What  the  deql  (hall  I  fay  to  Charles,  now  ? 

3  — And 
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—And  here  he  comes,  like  poverty  and  the  plague,  to 

dellroy  me  at  once Let  me   fee— Ay — as  truth  has 

faved  me  with  one,  I'll  try  what  a  little  lying  will  do  with 
t'other. 

Enter  Young  Belmont. 
Ha,  ha,  ha!  Oh,  the  rareft  fporr,  Charles  ! 

Bel.   What  fport,  pr'ythec  ? 

Fad.  I  mail  buril ! -Ha,  ha,  ha  ! The  old  gen 
tleman  has  let  me  into  all  his  fecrets. 

Ed.  And  like  a  faithful  confident,  you  are  going  to 
reveal  them. 

Fad.  Not  a  breath,  Charles — Only  that  I  am  in  com- 
million,  my  dear,  that's  all. 

Bd.  So  I  fuppofe,  indeed. 

Fad.  Nay,  Charles,  if  I  tell  thee  a  lie,  cut  my  throat. 
The  fhortof  the  matter  is,  the  old  poacher,  finding  me  in 
the  fecret,  thought  it  the  wifell  way  to  make  a  confident 
of  me ;  and  this  very  moment,  my  dear,  I  am  upon  the 
wing  to  provide  lodgings  for  the  occaiian. 

Eel.  If  this  mould  Ix:  apocryphal,  as  my  father  fays  — 

Fad.  Gofpel  every  fyliable,  as  I  hope  to  be  faved 
Wby,  what,  in  the  devil's  name,  have  I  to  do,  to  be  in 
venting  lies  for  thee  ? But  here  comes  the  old  gen 
tleman  again,  faith — Oh,  the  devil !  [Afate.]  -Pr'ythee, 
ftroke  him  down  a  little,  Charles,  if 'tis  only  to  fee  how 
awkward  he  rakes  it — I  muft  about  the  lodgings,  ha,  ha, 

ha  ! But  if  ever  I  fet  foot  in  this  home  again,  may  a 

horfe-pond  be  my  portion.  [Afide,  and  exit. 

Enter  Sir  Charles,  with  a  letter  in  bis  band,  /peaking  to  a 

Servant. 

StrCba.  Bid  him  wait  a  little,  and  I'll  attend  him.  [Ex 
it  Servant.]  What  can  this  mean  ? — Let  me  read  it  again. 
[Reads.]  "  If  the  intereft  of  S.r  Charles  Raymond's  fa 
mily  be  dear  to  him,  he  will  follow  the  bearer  with  the 

fame  hafte  that  he  would*  flum  ruin." That  he  would 

fhun  ruin  I    This  is  ftrange  !    But,  be  it  as  it  will,  I  have 
another  concern,  that  muft  take  place  firft. 

•Eel.  Sir  Charles,  your  fervant.     Any  news,  Sir? 

'Sir  Cba.  Not  much,  Sir;  only,  that  a  young  gentle 
man,  of  honour  and  condition,  had  introduced  a  virtuous 
lady  to  his  family  ;  and  when  a  worthlefs  fellow  defamed 
her  innocence,  and  robbed  her  of  her  quiet,  he,  who 

might 


THE    FOUNDLING.  49 

.  might  have  dried  her  tears,  and  vindicated  her  virtue, 
forfook  her  in  her  injuries,  to  debauch  his  mind  with  the 
aflaffin  of  her  reputation. 

Bel.  If  your  tale  ends  there,  Sir,  you  have  learned  but 
.  half  on't ;  for  my  advices  add,  that  a  certain  elderly  gen- 
tleman,  of  title  and  fortune,  pitying  the  forlorn  circum- 
itances  of  the  lady,  has  offered  her  terms  of  friendship 
and  accommodation :  and  this  night  (he  bids  farevvel  to 
maidenhood,  and  a  female  bedfellow  in  private. apart 
ments. 

Sir  Cba.  You  treat  me  lightly,  Mr.  Belmont. 
Bel.  You  ufe  me  roughly,  Sir  Charles. 
Sir  Cha.  How,  Sir  ? 
Bel.  In  the  perfon  of  Fidelia. 

Sir  Cba.  Make  it  appear,  and  you  mail  find  me  a  very 
boy  in  my  fubmiffions. 

Bel.  'Twould  be  time  loft  ;  and  I  can  employ  it  to  ad 
vantage.  But  remember,  Sir,  that  this  houfe  is  another's^ 
not  yours  ;  that  Fidelia  is  under  my  direction,  not  yours  ; 
and  that  my  will  mufl  determine  her  removal,  not  yours. 
Sir  Cba.  Is  die  your  (lave,  Sir,  to  bear  the  burden  of 
your  infults  without  complaining,  or  the  right  of  chufing 
another  matter  ? 

Bel.  And  who  Ihall  be  that  matter  ?  You,  Sir  ?  The 
poor  bird,  that  would  efcape  the  kite,  is  like  to  find  warm 
protection  from  the  fox. 

Sir  Cba.  Pr'ythee,  think  me  a  man,  and  treat  me  as 
fuch. 

Bel.  As  the  man  I  have  found  you,  Sir  Charles.  Your 
grave  deportment,  and  honefty  of  heart,  are  covers  only 
for  wantonnefs  and  defign.  You  preach  up  temperance 
and  fobriety  to  youth,  to  monopolize,  in  age,  the  vices 
you  are  unfit  for. 

Sir  Cba.  Hark  you,  young  man — you  muft  curb  this 
impetuous  fpirit  of  yours,  or  I  mail  be  tempted  to  teach 
you  manners,  in  a  method  difagreeable  to  you. 

Bel.  Learn  them  firft  yourfelf,  Sir.  You  fay  Fidelia 
is  infulted  by  me  ;  how  is  it  made  out  ?  Why,  trulj,  I 
would  poflefs  her  without  marriage  ! — I  would  fo.  Mar 
riage  is  the  thing  I  would  avoid  :  'tis  the  trick  of  priefts, 
to  make  men  mifcrable,  and  women  infolent.  I  have 
dealt  plainly,  and  told  her  fo.  Have  you  faid  as  much  ? 
E  No; 


$o  THE    FOUNDLING. 

No ;  you  wear  the  face  of  honefty,  to  quiet  her  fears ; 
that  when  your  blood  boils,  and  fecurity  has  ftolen  away 
her  guard,  you  may  rufli  at  midnight  upon  her  beauties, 
and  do  the  ravage  you  are  fworn  to  protect  her  from. 

Sir  Cba.  Hold,  Sir.  You  have  driven  me  beyond  the 
limits  of  my  patience;  and  I  muft  tell  you,  young  man, 
that  the  obligations  I  owe  your  father,  demand  no  returns 
that  manhood  mud  blufh  to  make.  Therefore,  hold,  I 
lay  •  for  I  have  a  fvvord  to  do  me  juflice,  tho'  it  (hould 
leave  my  deareft  friend  childlefs. 

Bel.  I  fear  it  not. 

Sir  Cha.  Better  tempt  it  not ;  for  your  fears  may  come 
too  late.  You  have  dealt  openly  with  Fidelia,  you  fay  : 
deal  fo  for  once  with  me,  and  tell  me,  whence  came  that 
vile  fcroll  to  Rofetta  this  afternoon  ? 

Bel  It  feems,  then,  I  wrote  it.     You  dare  not  think  fo. 

Sir  Cha.  I  dare  fpeak,  as  well  as  think,  where  honour 
directs  me. 

Bel.  You  are  my  accufer,  then  ? 

Sir  Cba.  When  I  become  fo,  I  fhall  take  care,  Mr. 
Belmont,  that  the  proof  waits  upon  the  accufation. 

Bel.  I  difdain  the  thought. 

Sir  Cha.  Better  have  difdained  the  deed. 

Bel.  I  do  bothr— and  him  that  fufpecls  me. 

Sir  Cha.  Away !  You  fear  him  that  fufpects  you  ;  and 
have  difdained  neither  the  thought  nor  the  deed. 

Bel.  How,  Sir  ?  [Drawing* 

Sir  Cha.  Put  up  your  fword,  young  man,  and  ufe  it  in 
a  better  caufe  :  this  is  a  vile  one.  And  now  you  (hall  be 
as  ftill  thro1  (harne,  as  you  have  been  loud  thro'  pride* 
You  fliould  have  known,  that  cowards  are  unfit  for  fecrets. 

Bel.  And  if  I  had,  Sir  ? 

•Sir  Cha.  Why,  then,  Sir,  you  had  not  employed  fuch 
a  wretch  as  Faddle,  to  write  that  letter  to  Rofetta. 

Bel.  The  villain  has  betrayed  me  !  But  I'll  be  Cure' 
on't.  [Afide.]  Heduril  not  fay  I  did. 

Sir  Cba.  You  fliould  rather  have  built  your  innocence 
upon  the  probability  of  his  unfaying  it ;  for  the  fame  fear 
that  made  him  confefs  to  me,  may  make  him  deny  every 
fy  11  able  to  you. 

Bel  What  has  he  confefled,  Sir  ? 

Sir  Cba.  That,  to-day,  at  dinner,  you  prompted  the 

letter 


THE    FOUNDLING.  51 

letter  that  he  wrote.  That  your  defign  was,  by  vilifying 
Fidelia,  to  get  her  difmifled,  and  the  difmiflion  to  prepare 
her  ruin  in  private  lodgings.  Was  this  your  open  be 
haviour,  Sir? 

Bel.  Go  on  with  your  upbraidings,  Sir.  Speak  to  me 
as  you  will,  and  think  of  me  as  you  will.  I  have  deferved 
fhame,  and  am  taught  patience. 

Sir  Cba.  Was  this  well  done  ?  Did  her  innocence,  and 
her  undiflembled  love  deferve  this  treatment  ? 

Bel.  Proceed,  Sir. 

Sir  Cba.  No,  Sir,  I  have  done.  If  you  have  fcnfe  of 
your  part  conduct,  you  want  not  humanity  to  heal  the 
•wounds  it  has  given.  Something  mull  be  done,  and 
fpeedily. 

Bel.  What  reparation  can  I  make  her  ? 

Sir  Cba.  Dry  up  her  tears,  by  an  immediate  acknow 
ledgment  of  her  wrongs. 

Eel.  I  would  do  more. 

Sir  Cba.  Bid  her  farewel,  then,  and  confent  to  her  re 
moval. 

£el.  I  cannot,  Sir. 

SirCha.  Her  peace  demands  it :  but  we'll  talk  of  that 
hereafter.  If  you  have  honour,  go  and  do  her  juflice, 
and  undeceive  your  abufed  fifter.  Who  waits  there?— 
Indeed,  you  have  been  to  blame,  Mr.  Belmont. 

Enter  Servant. 
Show  me  to  the  bearer  of  ihis  letter. 

[Exit  with  the  Servant. 

Bel.  Why,  what  a  thing  am  I ! But  'tis  the  trick 

of  Vice  to  pay  her  votaries  with  (name  ;  and  I  am  re 
warded  amply.  To  be  a  fool's  fool  too  !  to  link  myfelf 
in  villainy  with  a  wretch  below  the  notice  of  a  man  !  and 

to  be  outwitted  by  him  ! — So,  fo ! 1  may  have  abufed 

bir  Charles  too Let  me  think  a  little I'll  to  Fide 
lia  inftantly,  and  tell  her  what  a  rogue  I  have  been.  But 
ivill  that  be  reparation  ? — I  know  but  of  one  way  ;  and 

there  my  pride  flops  me And  then  I  lofe  her — Worfe 

and  worfe  ! Til  think  no  more  on't ;  but  away  to  her 

chamber,  and  bid  her  think  for  me. 

[Exit. 
END  of  the  FOURTH  ACT. 

E  2  ACT 
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ACT        V. 
SCENE    continues. 

Enter  Sir  Roger  and  Servant.     Sir  Roger  with  a  letter  in. 

his  band. 
SIR.  ROGER. 

VERY  fine  doings,  indeed !  But  I'll  teach  the  dog  to 
play  his  tricks  upon  his  father.     A  man  had  better 
let  a  lion  loofe  in  his  family,  than  a  town-rake.     Where 
is  Sir  Charles,  I  fay  ? 

Serv.  This  moment  come  in,  Sir. 

Sir  Ro.  And  why  did  not  you  fay  fo,  blockhead  ?    Tell 
him  I  muft  fpeak  with  him  this  moment. 

Serv.  The  fervant  fays,  he  waits  for  an  anfwer  to  that 
letter,  Sir. 

Sir  Ro.  Do  as  I  bid  you,  rafcal,  and  let  him  wait.  Fly, 
I  fay.  «  [Exit  Servant. 

The  riotous  young  dog  !  to  bring  his  harlots  home  with 
him  !  But  I'll  out  with  the  baggage. 

Enter  Sir  Charles. 

Oh,  Sir  Charles,  'tis  every  word  as  we  faid  this  morning! 
Th6  boy  has  flolen  her,  and  I  am  to  be  ruined  by  a 
la\v-fuit. 

Sir  Cba.  A  law-fuit !  With  whom,  Sir  ? 

Sir  Ro.  Read,  rend,  read  !  [Giv es  the  lc tier* 

.Sir  Cba.  [Reads.]  "  I  am  guardian  to  that  Fidelia, 
whom  your  ion  has  ftolen  from  me,  and  you  unjuflly  de 
tain.  If  you  deny  her  to  me,  the  law  fhall  right  me.  I 
wait  your  anfwer  by  the  bearer,  to  affert  my  claim,  in  the 
perfon  of  George  Villiard." 

Why,  then  my  doubts  are  at  an  end.  But  I  muft  conceal 
my  tranfports,  and  wear  a  face  of  coolnefs,  while  my 
heart  overflows  with  paffion.  \Afide* 

Sir  Ro.  What,  not  a  word,  Sir  Charles  ?— There's  a 
piece  of  work  for  you  ! — And  fo  I  am  to  be  ruined. 

Sir  Cba.  Do  you  know  this  Villiard,  Sir  Roger  ? 

Sir  Rff.  Whether  I  do  or  not,  Sir,  the  flut  (hall  go  to 
him  this  moment. 

Sir  Cba.  Hold  a  little.  This  gentleman  muft  be  heard, 
Sir,  and,  if  his  claim  be  good,  the  lady  reftored. 

Sir  Ro.  Why,  e'en  let  her  go  as  it  is,  Sir  Charles. 

Sir 
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Str  Cha.  That  would  be  too  hafty.  Go  in  with  me, 
Sir,  and  we'll  confider  how  to  write  to  him. 

Sir  Ro.  Well,  well,  well- 1  wifti  fhe  was  gone,  tho*. 

[Exeunt* 
"t-tr  SCENE,  another  apartment. 

Enter  Young  Belmont  and  Fidelia. 

E,el.  Alk  me  not  why  I  did  it,  but  forgive  me. 

fid.  No,  Sir,  'tis  impoflible.  I  have  a  mind,  Mr. 
Belmont,  above  the  wretchednefs  of  my  fortunes  ;  and, 
helplefs  as  I  am,  I  can  feel  in  this  breaft  a  fenfe  of  inju 
ries,  and  fpirit  to  refent  them. 

Bel.  Nay,  but  hear  me,  Fidelia. 

Fid.  Was  it  not  enough- to  defert  me  in  my  diftrefles, 
to  deny  me  the  poor  requeft  I  made  you,  but  muft  you 
own  yourfelf  the  contriver  of  that  letter  ?  Tis  infup- 
portable  !  If  I  confented  to  aflame  a  rank  that  belonged 
not  to  me,  my  heart  went  not  with  the  deceit.  You 
Would  have  it  fo,  and  I  complied.  'Twas  lhame  enough, 
that  I  had  deceived  your  filter ;  it  needed  not,  that  I 
fhould  bring  a  proftitute  to  her  friendfliip.  This  was  too 
much,  too  much,  Mr.  Belmont. 

Bel.  Yet  hear  me,  I  fay. 

Fid.  And  then,  to  leave  me  to  the  malice  of  that 
wretch  ;  to  have  my  fuppofed  infamy  the  tavern  jeft  of 

his  licentious  companions  ! 1  never  flattered  myfelf, 

Mr.  Belmont,  with  your  love  ;  but  knew  not,  till  now, 
that  I  have  been  the  object  of  your  hatred. 

Bel.  My  hatred  ! — But  I  have  deierved  your  hardeft 
thoughts  of  me.  And  yet,  believe  me,  Fidelia,  when  I 
uicd  you  word,  I  loved  you  moft. 

Fid.  Call  it  by  another  name  ;  for  love  delights  in  afts 
of  kindnefs.  Were  yours  fuch,  Sir? — And  yer,  muft  I 
forget  all — for  I  owe  you  more  than  injuries  can  cancel, 
or  gratitude  repay. 

Bel.  Generous  creature  !  This  is  to  be  amiable  indeed  I 
But  muft  we  part,  Fidelia? 

Fid.  I  have  refolved  it,  Sir,  and  you  muft  yield  to  it. 

Pel.  Never,  my  fweet  obftinate. 

Fid.  That  I  have  loved  you,  'tis  my  pride  to  acknow 
ledge  ;  but  that  muft  be  forgot.  And  the  hard  tafk  re 
mains,  to  drive  the  paffion  from  my  breaft,  whilelcherifh 
E  3  the 
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memory  of  your  humane  offices.  This  day,  then,  fhall 
be  the  Jaft  of  our  meeting.  Painful  tho'  it  may  be,  yet 
your  own,  mine,  and  the  family's  peace  requires  it.  Hea 
ven,  in  my  diflreffes,  has  not  left  me  deftitute  of  a  friend  ; 
or  if  it  had,  I  can  find  one  in  my  innocence,  to  make  even 
poverty  fupportable. 

Bel,  You  have  touch'd  me,  Fidelia ;  and  my  heart 
yields  to  your  virtues.  Here,  then,  let  my  follies  have 
an  end  j  and  thus  let  me  receive  you  as  the  everlafling 
partner  of  my  heart  and  fortune.  [Offers  to  embrace  her. 

Fid.  No,  Sir.  The  conduct  that  has  hitherto  fecured 
my  own  honour,  (hall  protect  yours.  I  have  been  the  in 
nocent  diflurber  of  your  family  ;  but  never  will  confent 
to  load  it  with  difgrace. 

Bel.  Nor  caa  it  be  difgraced.  I  mean  to  honour  it, 
Fidelia.  You  mull  comply. 

Fid.  And  repay  generality  with  ruin  !  No,  Mr.  Bel- 
mont ;  I  can  forego  happinefs,  but  never  can  confent  to 
make  another  miferable. 

Bel.  When  I  repent,  Fidelia  ! — But  fee  where  my  filler 
comes,  to  be  an  advocate  for  my  wilhes. 
Enter  Rofetta. 

Rof.  Oh,  Sir,  you  are  found  !  You  have  done  nobly, 
indeed  !  But  your  thefts  are  difcovered,  Sir.  This  lady's 
guardian  has  a  word  or  two  for  you. 

BeL  Her  guardian  ! — Upon  my  life,  Fidelia,  Villiard ! 
He  comes  as  I  could  wilh  him. 

Rof.  Say  fo  when  you  have  anfwered  him,  brother. 
Am  I  to  lofe  you  at  laft  then,  Fidelia  ?  And  yet  my  hopes 
flatter  me,  that  this  too,  as  well  as  the  letter,  is  a  deceit. 
May  I  think  fo,  Fidelia  ? 

Fid.  As  truly  as  of  your  own  goodnefs,  Rofetta.  •  Your 
brother  will  tell  you  all.  Oh,  he  has  made  me  miferable 
by  his  generofity ! 

Bel.  This  pretended  guardian,  filler,  is  a  villain,  and 
Fidelia  the  moll  abufed  of  women.  Bounteous  he  has 
been  indeed  ;  but  to  his  vices,  not  his  virtues,  (he  {lands 
indebted  for  the  beil  of  educations.  The  flory  will  amaze 
you.  At  twelve  years  eld 

Rof.  He's  here,  brother,  and  with  him  my  papa,  Sir 
Charles,  -and  the  Colonel.     Now,  Fidelia. 
Enter  Sir  Roger,  Sir  Charles,  the  Colonel,  and  Villiard. 

Sir  Cba.  If  that  be  the  lady,  Mr.  Villiard,  and  your 
i  claim 
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claim  as  you  pretend,  Sir  Roger  has  told  you,  flie  fhall  be 
reftored,  Sir. 

Sir  Ro.  Yes,  Sir,  and  your  claim  as  you  pretend. 

Vil.  *Tis  well,  Madam,  I  have  found  you.  [Going  to 
Fidelia  ]  This,  gentlemen,  is  the  lady  ;  and  this  the  rob 
ber  who  ftole  her  from  me:  [Pointing  to  Belmont.]  By 
violence,  and  at  mfdnight  he  Hole  her. 

Eel.  Stole  her,  Sir  ! 

Vil.  By  violence,  and  at  midnight,  I  fay. 

Bel.  You  fhall  be  heard,  Sir. 

Vil.  Ay,  Sir,  and  fatisfied.  I  fland  here,  gentlemen, 
to  demand  my  ward. 

Sir  Cba.  Give  us  proofs,  Sir,  and  you  fhall  have  juftice. 

Vil.  Demand  them  there,  Sir.  [Pointing  to  Bel.  and 
Fid.]  I  have  told  you,  I  am  robbed :  if  you  deny  me 
juflice,  the  law  fhall  force  it. 

SirCha.  A  little  patience,  Sir.  [To  Villiard.]  Do  you 
know  this  gentleman,  Fidelia  ? 

Fid.  Too  well,  Sir. 

Sir  Cha.  By  what  means,  Sir,  did  you  become  her 
guardian?  [To  Vil. 

Vil.  By  the  will  of  her  who  bore  her,  Sir. 

Sir  Cla.  How  will  you  reply  to  this,  Fidelia  ? 

Fid.  With  truth  and  honefty,  Sir. 

Eel.  Let  him  proceed,  M'adam. 

Vil.  A  v,  Sir,  to  your  part  of  the  ftory  ;  tho*  both  are 
pra<5tifed  in  a  damn'd  falfliood  to  confront  me. 

Eel.  Falfhood  !— But  I  am  cool,  Sir.     Proceed. 

Vil.  My  doors  were  broke  open  at  midnight  by  this 
gentleman,  [Pointing  to  Bel.]  myfelf  wounded,  and  Fi 
delia  ravifhed  from  me.  He  ran  off  with  her  in  his  arms. 
Nor,  till  this  morning,  in  a  coach  which  brought  her 
hither,  have  my  eyes  ever  beheld  her. 

Sir  Ro.  A  very  fine  bufinefs,  truly,  young  man  ! 

[To  Belmont. 

Fid.  He  has  abufed  you,  Sir.     Mr.  Belmont  is  noble— 

Bel.  No  matter,  Fidelia.  Well,  Sir,  you  have  been 
robbed,  you  fay  ?  [To  Villiard. 

Vil.  And  will  have  juflice,  Sir. 

Bel.  Take  it  from  this  hand  then,  [Drawing. 

Sir  Cba.  Hold,  Sir.  This  is  adding  infult  to  injuries. 
Fidelia  muft  be  reilored,  Sir. 

Sir 
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Sir  Ro.  Ay,  Sir,  Fidelia  muft  be  reftored. 

Fid  But  not  to  him.  Hear  but  my  ftory,  and,  if  I 
deceive  you,  let  your  friend ibip  forfake  me.  He  bought 
me,  gentlemen,  for  the  worft  of  purpofes ;  he  bought 
me  of  the  worft  of  women.  A  thoufand  times  has  he  con- 
fefled  it,  and  as  often  pleaded  his  right  of  purchafe  to  un 
do  me.  Whole  years  have  I  endured  his  brutal  felicita 
tions  ;  till,  tired  with  entreaties,  he  had  recourfe  to  vio 
lence.  The  fcene  was  laid,  and  I  had  been  ruined  be 
yond  redrefs,  had  not  my  cries  brought  the  generous  Mr. 
Belraont  to  my  relief.  He  was  accidentally  patting  by, 
and  alarmed,  at  midnight,  with  a  woman's  flirieks,  he 
forced  open  the  door,  and  laved  me  from  destruction. 

Sir  Cba.  How  will  you  anfwer  this,  Sir  ?          [To  VJ1. 

ViL  'Tis  falfe,  Sir.  That  woman  washernurfe  :  thefe 
hands" delivered  her  to  her  care. 

Fid,  Alas,  gentlemen,  (lie  found  me  a  helplefs  infant 
at  her  door !  So  (he  has  always  told  me;  and  at  twelve 
years  old,  betrayed  me  to  that  monfter.  Search  out  the 
woman,  if  (he  be  alive,  and  let  me  be  confronted. 
\  Sir  Ro.  If  this  be  true,  Sir  Charles,  I  (hall  blefs  myfelf 
as  long  as  I  live,  for  getting  my  boy.  [Weeps. 

ViL  'Tis  falfe,  I  fay  ;  a  damn'd  contrivance  to  efcape 
me.  I  fland  here,  Sir,  to  demand  my  ward.  [To  Sir  Ro.J 
Deny  her  to  me  at  your  peril. 

JBcI.  He  ihall  have  my  life  as  foon. 

ViL  Hark  you,  Sir.  [To  Sir  Ro.]  There  are  things, 
called  laws,  to  do  right  to  the  injured.  My  appeal  fhall 
be  to  them. 

Sir  Cba.  That  woman  muft  be  produced,  Sir.    [To  Vil. 

Vil.  And  fhall,  Sir,  in  a  court  of  juftice.  Our  next 
meeting  Ihall  be  there.  Till  then,  Madam,  you  are  fe» 
cure.  [To  Fidelia. 

BeL  Take  care  that  you  are  fo,  Sir,  when  we  hare  oc- 
cafion  to  call  upon  you.  You  (hall  have  juftice. 

ViL  And  will,  Sir,  in  defiance  of  you.  [Exit. 

b'ir  Cha.  Fear  not,  Fidelia  ;  we  believe,  and  will  pro- 
ted  you. 

Rof.  My  fweet.  girl ! But  whence  came  the  letter 

this  afternoon  ? 

BeL  'Twas  I  that  wrote  it. 
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Rof.  Oh,  monflrous ! — And  could  you  be  that  wretch, 
brother? 

Bel.  And  will  atone  for  it,  by  the  only  recompence 
that's  left  me. 

Sir  Ro.  And  what  recompence  will  you  make  her,  ha, 
rogue  ? 

Bel.  I  have  injured  her,  Sir,  and  muftdo  her  juftice. 
If  you  would  retrieve  my  honour,  or  promote  my  hap- 
pinefs,  give  me  your  confent,  Sir,  to  make  her  your 
daughter. 

Rof.  Why,  that's  my  brother !  Now  I  am  fure  fhe's 
innocent.  And  fo  you  will,  papa. 

Sir  Ro.  But,  pofitively,  I  will  not,  child.  Marry  her, 
indeed  !  What,  without  a  (hilling  !  and  be  ruined  by  Vil- 
liard  into  the  bargain  !  If  your  flory  be  true,  Fidelia, 
you  fliall  be  provided  for.  But  no  marrying,  d'ye  hear, 
child  ? 

Fill.  You  need  not  doubt  me,  Sir. 

SirRo.  Why,  that's  well  faid,  Fidelia. 

Rof.  'Anddeferves  reward,  Sir/Pray,  Sir  Charles,  let 
us  have  your  thoughts  upon  this  matter. 

Sir  Cha.  Your  brother's  propofal,  Madam,  and  Fide 
lia's  denial,  are  as  generous,  as  your  father's  determina 
tion  is  juft. 

Bel.  I  expefted  as  much,  Sir. 

Sir  Cba.  My  opinion  was  afked,  Sir. 

Bel.  And  you  have  given  it.     I  thank  you,  Sir. 

Sir  Cba.  Think  of  Villiard,  Mr.  Belmont ;  his  claim 
may  be  renewed,  Sir. 

Bel,  Fidelia  has  deceived  you  then.  You  think  other- 
wife,  Sir  Charles. 

Ccl,  My  life  upon  her  innocence  ! — And  where  the 
fortune,  on  one  fide,  is  more  than  fufficient,  how  light  is 
all  addition  to  it,  compared  to  the  pofleflion  of  her  one 
loves  ! — Let  me,  Sir,  be  happy  in  Rofetta,  [To  Sir  Ro.] 
and  give  her  fortune  to  Fidelia,  to  make  her  an  object 
worthy  of  your  fon. 

Rof.  There's  a  Colonel  for  you !         What  fays  ray 

f.  *  •**,*  t     « •       *  *  *  * 

fweet  Fidelia  ? 

Fid.  I  intended  to  be  filent,  Madam  ;  but  'tis  now  my 
duty  to  fpeak.     You  have  been  my  deliverer,  Sir,  from . 
the  worft  of  evils ;  [To  Bel,]  and  now  would  nobly  aug 
ment 
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merit  the  firft  obligation,  by  a  generality,  too  mighty 
for  acknowledgment.  If  I  had  the  wealth  of  worlds, 
it  would  be  too  little  to  bellow.  But  poor  and  friend- 
lefs  as  I  am,  my  heart  may  break,  but  never  fhall  con- 
fent  to  make  my  benefa&or  a  penitent  to  his  virtues. 

SirCba.-  'Tis  nobly  faid,  Fidelia.  And  now,  Mr.  Bel- 
mont,  our  difputes  will  loon  be  at  an  end.  You  have  this 
iday,  Sir,  reproached  me  often  ;  it  remains  now  that 
you  (hould  know  me  as  I  am. 

Bel.  If  I  have  erred,  Sir 

SlrCha.  Interrupt  me  not,  but  hear  me.  I  have 
watched  your  follies  with  concern  ,-  and  Vis  with  equal 
pleafure,  I  congratulate  your  return  to  honour.  If  I 
have  oppofed  your  generous  inclinations,  it  was  only  to 
give  them  itrength.  I  am  now  a  fuppliant  to  your  fa 
ther,  for  the  happinefs  you  defire. 

JBel.  This  is  noble,  Sir  Charles  ! 

Sir  Cba.  And  to  make  Fidelia  worthy  of  his  foa,  a 
fortune  fhall  be  added,  equal  to  his  warmefl  expecta 
tions. 

SirRo.  Why  ay,  Sir  Charles,  »let  that  be  made  out, 
andl  (hall  have  no  objections. 

What  mean  you,  Sir  ?  [To  Sir  Cha. 

Sir  Cha.  A  minute  more,  and  my  fweet  girl  {hall  be  in- 
ftrucled,  You  have  often  told  me,  Sir,  [To  Bel.]  that  I 
had  an  intereft  in  this  lovely  creature.  I  have  an  inte- 
reft  !  an  interelt,  that  you  fhall  allow  me  !  My  heart 
doats  upon  her!  Oh,  I  can  hold  no  longer  !— — My 
daughter  !  my  daughter  ! 

[Running  to  Fidelia  and  embracing  her. 

Fid.  Your  daughter,  Sir  ! 

Sir  Cba.  Oh,  my  fweet  child  !— Sir  Roger,  Mr.   Bel- 

mont,  my  fon  ! Thefe  tears  ! — thefe  tears ! — Fidelia 

is  my  daughter  ! 

Col.  Is't  poffible  ? 

Sir  Cba.  Let  not  excefs  of  wonder  over-powtr  you, 
Fidelia,  for  I  have  a  tale  to  tell,  that  will  exceed  belief. 

Fid.  Oh,  Sir ! 

•Sir  Cba.  Upbraid  me  not,  that  I  have  kept  it  a  mo 
ment  from  your  knowledge—  'twas  a  hard  trial !  and 
while  my  tongue  was  taught  diffimulation,  my  heart 
bled  for  a  child's  diflrefles. 

Bel* 
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Bel.  Torture  us  not,  Sir,  but  explain  this  wonder  ! 

Sir  Cba.  My  tears  mud  have  their  way  fi  ft O,  my 

child  !  my  child  !  [Turning  to  Sir  Roger  and  the  reft.] — 
Know  then,  that  wicked  woman,  fo  often  mentioned, 
was  ray  Fidelia's  governante.  When  my  miftaken  zeal 
drove  me  into  banifhment,  I  left  her,  an  infant,  to  her 
care — To  lecure  tome  jewels  of  value,  I  had  lodged 
with  her,  {he  became  the  woman  you  have  heard 
My  child  was  taught  to  believe  fne  was  a  foundling 

her  name  of  Harriet  changed  to  Fidelia and  toleflen 

my  folicitude  for  the  theft,  a  letter  was  difpatched  to 
me  in  France,  that  my  infant  daughter  had  no  longer  a 
being.  Thus  was  the  father  robbed  of  his  child,  and 
the  brother  taught  to  believe  he  had  no  fitter ! 

Fid.  Am  I  that  Sifter,  and  that  daughter  ? — Oh, 

Heavens \  [Kneels. 

Bel.  [Running  to  her,  and  rat/ing  her.]  Be  compofed, 
my  life !  A  moment's  attention  more,  and  your  tranf- 
ports  fliall  have  a  loofe.  Proceed,  Sir  ! 

Sir  Cba.  Where  flie  withdrew  herfelf,  I  could  never 
learn.  At  twelve  years  old,  fhe  fold  her,  as  you  have 
heard,  and  never,  till  yefterday,  made  enquiry  about  her. 
'Twasthen,  that  a  fudden  fit  of  ficknefs  brought  he*, 
to  repentance.  She  fent  for  Villiard,  who  told  her  ' 
minutely  what  happened.  The  knowledge  of  her  de 
liverance  gave  her  ibme  confolatioo.  But  more  was  to 
be  done  yet.  She  had  information  of  my  pardon  and  re 
turn,  and  ignorant  of  my  child's  deliverer,  or  the  place 
of  her  conveyance,  (he  at  lail  determined  to  unburthen 
herfelf  to  me.  A  letter  was  brought  to  me  this  afternoon, 
conjuring  me  to  follow  the  bearer  with  the  fame  hafte  that 
I  would  fhun  ruin.  I  did  follow  him,  and  received  from 
this  wretched  woman  the  ftory  I  have  told  you. 

Fid.  Oh,  my  heart !— My  father  !  [Kneels.]  Have  I 
at  laft  found  you  !  And  were  all  my  forrows  part,  meant 
only  to  endear  the  prefent  tranfport — 'Tis  too  much  for 


me 


Sir  Cba.  Rife,  my  child  !    To  find  thee  thus  virtuous, 
in  the  midft  of  temptations,  and  thus  lovely,  in  the  mid  ft 

of  poverty  and  diftrefs after  an  abfence  of  eighteen 

melancholy  years,  when  imaginary  death  had  torn  thee 
from  my  hopes  •     to  find  thee  thus   unexpected,  and 

thus 
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thus  amiable,  is  faappinefs  that  the  uninterrupted  enjoy 
ment  of  the  faireft  lire  never  equalled  ! 

Fid.  What  mult  be  mine  then  !  Have  I  a  brother  too  ! 
[Turning  to  the  Col.]  Oh,  my  kind  fortune  ! 

C<?/.  My  lifter  !  [Embracing  her* 

-F/V.  Still  there  is  a  dearer  claim  than  all,   and  now  I 
can  acknowledge  it.     My  deliverer  !      . 

Eel.  And  hufband,  Fidelia !  Let  me  receive  you,  as 
the  richefl  gift  of  Fortune  !         [Catching  her  in  his  arms. 

Rof.  My  generous  girl !  The  pride  of  your  alliance 
js  my  utmoft  boaft,  as  it  is  my  brother's  happinefs. 

Sir  Ro.  I  have  a  right  in  her  too,  for  now  you  are  my 
daughter,  Fidelia.  [KiJJes  her. 

Fid.  I  had  forgot,  Sir— ^-If  you  will  receive  me  as  fuch, 
you  mail  find  my  gratitude  in  my  obedience. 

Sir  Cba.  Take  her,  Mr.  Belmont,  and  protect  the  vir 
tue  you  have  tried.  [Joining  their  hands. 

Eel.  The  ihidy  of  my  life,  Sir,  mail  be  to  deferve  her. 

Fid.  Oh,  Rofetta !  yet  it  fti  11  remains  with  you,  to 

make  this  day's  happinefs  compleat 1  have  a  brother 

that  loves  you. 

Rof.  I  would  be  Fidelia's  fitter  every  way  !  So  take 
me,  while  I  am  warm,  Colonel  !  [Giving  him  her  hand. 

Col.  And  when  we  repent,  Rofetta,  let  the  next  mi 
nute  end  us. 

Rof.  With  all  my  heart ! 

Fid.  Now,  Rofetta,  we  are  doubly  lifters  ! 

Sir  Cha.  And  may  your  lives  and  your  affections  know 
an  end  together. 

Bel.  [Taking  Fidelia  ly  the  hand.]  And  now,  Fidelia, 
what  you  have  made  me,  take  me,  a  convert  to  honour  ! 
I  have  at  laft  learnt,  that  cuftom  can  be  no  authority  for 
vice;  and  however  the  miftaken  world  may  judge,  he 
who  folicits  pleafure,  at  the  expence  of  innocence,  is  the 
vileft  of  betrayers. 

Yetfavage  man,  the  wildeft  beaft  of  prey, 

Aflurnes  the  face  of  kindnefs  to  betray  ; 

His  giant  ftrength  againft  the  weak  employs, 

And  woman,  whom  he  mould  protect,  deilroys. 

[Exeunt. 
END  of  the  FIFTH  ACT. 

EPI- 


EPILOGUE. 

Written    by    Mr.    G  A  R  R  I  C  K. 
Spoken  by  Mrs.  GIBBER. 

T  Know  you  all  expect,  from  feeing  me^       '*'  . 
**•  An  epilogue -,  of ftritteft  purity  ; 

&MXZ?  formal  left  are,  fpoke  with  prudljb  face,)  "1 

our  prefent  joking,  giggling  race,  > 

joy  confifls  in— — -gravity  and grace ./  J 

/  /,  y#r  £wr  made  the  toolt 
Of  every  fqueamijh,  moralizing  fool? 
Condemned  to  farrow  all  my  life,  muft  I 
Ne'er  make  you  laugh,  becaufe  I  make  you  cry  ? 
Madam  (fay  t/xy)  your  face  denotes  your  hearty 
'Tit's  yours  to  melt  us  in  the  mournful  part. 
So  from  the  looks,  our  hearts  they  prudify  deem  ! 

Alas,  poor  fouls  ! we  are  not  what  wefeem  !  •• 

Tho*  prudence  oft  our  inclination  f mothers, 

We  grave  ones  love  a  joke — as  ivell  as  others. 

Fromfuch  dullftuff,  what  profit  can  you  reap  ? 

Tou  cry — "Tis  very  fine — [Yawns.] — and  fall  ajleep? 

Happy  that  lard  !         *blcft  with  uncommon  art, 

1'Vhofc  wit  can  chear,  and  not  corrupt  the  heart ! 

Happy  that  play' V,  whofe  Jkill  can  chafe   the  fplcen^ 

And  leave  no  worfe  inhabitant  within. 

'Mongft  friends,  our  author  is  a  modeft  man, 

But  wicked  wits  will  cavil  at  his  plan. 

Damn  it  (fays  one)  this  fluff  will  never  pafs, 

The  girl  wants  nature,  and  the  rake's  an  afs.  .    ,  .  - 

Had  I,  like  Belmont,  heard  a  damfefs  cries,, 

I  would  have  pink  V  her  keeper,  feiz'd  the  frize, 

Whipt  to  a  coach,  not  valued  tears  a  farthing, 

But  drove  away  likefmoke to  Covent-Gardcn  • 

jT/jere  to  fame  houfe  convenient  would  have  carry*  d  her, 
And  then — dear  foul ! — the  devil  jhvuld  have  marred  her, 
But  this  our  author  thought  too  hard  upon  her  ; 
Bcfidcs,  hisfpark,  forfooth,  muft  havcfome  honour : 

ThefooFs  afabulift  ! and  deals  infftion'; 

Or  he  ha/l  giv'n  him  rvice*     >   without  rcftrittion* 

G  Of 
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Of  fable,  all  bischaraflers,partafa, 
Sir  Charles  is  virtuous         and  for  Fir tut's fake ; 
JV0r  vain,  nor  HuJP  ring  is  the  fold ier  wr//, 
fjisrake  has  conference,  modefty,  and  wit. 

fbe  ladies  too  ! ho<w  oddly  thty  appear  / 

His  prude  is  chafie,  and  bis  coquet  fincere  : 

Jnjhort,fojlrange  a  group  ne  ertrod  tbejiage> 

*dt  once  to  plectje,  and  fatirize  the  age  ! 

For  you,  ye  fair,  blsmufebas  chiefly  fung, 

**Tiiyou  have  touched  his  heart,  and  tun'dbii  tongue  ; 

tTfafex's  champion,  let  thefer  defend, 

Afootbing  poet  is  a  charming  friend : 

Your  favours,  here  beJiovJd,  ivitt  meet  reward, 

So  aiyou  love  dear  flat  fry— fave  your  bard. 
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TO  THE  RIGHT  HONOURABLE 

10        H 

Lord     HAUGHTQN. 

MY  LORD, 

WHEN  Ifaftdefign'd  this  play,  I  found,  or  thought 
I  found,  fomewhat  fo  moving  in  the  ferious  part 
of  it,  and  fo  pleaftnt  in  the  comic,  as  might  deferve  a 
more  than  ordinary  care  in  both:  accordingly  I  ufed  the 
beftof  my  endeavour,  in  the  management  of  two  plots, 
fo  very  different  from  each  other,  thar  it  was  not  perhaps 
the  talent  of  every  writer,  to  have  made  them  of  a  piece. 
Neither  have  I  attempted  other  plays  of  the  fame  na 
ture,  in  my  opinion,  with  the  fame  judgment;  though 
with  like  fucceis.  And  though  many  poets  may  fufpect 
themfelves  for  the  fondnefs  and  partiality  of  parents  to 
their  youngeft  children,  yet  I  hope  I  may  ftand  exempted 
from  this  rule,  becaufe  I  know-  myfelf  too  well,  to  be 
ever  fatisfied  with  my  own  conceptions,  which  have  fel- 
dom  reached  to  thofe  ideas  that  I  had  within  me  :  and 
fonfequently,  I  prefume  I  may  have  liberty  to  judge 
when  I  write  more  or  lefs  pardonably,  as  an  ordinary 
markfman  may  know  certainly  when  he  (hoots  lefs  wide 
nt  what  he  aims.  Befides,  the  care  and  pains  I  have  be 
llowed  on  this  beyond  rny  other  tragi-comedies,  may 
reafonably  make  the  world  conclude,  that  either  I  can  do 
nothing  tolerably,  or  that  this  poem  is  not  much  amifs. 
l;cw  good  pictures  have  been  finiihcd  at  one  fitting ; 
A  2  neither 
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can  a  true  juft  play,  which  is  to  bear  the  tetf  of 
agei,  be  produced  at  a  bent,  or  by  the  force  of  fancy, 
without  the  maturity  of  judgment.  For  my  own  part, 
I  have  both  fo  juft  a  diffidence  of  myfelf,  and  fo  great  a 
reverence  for  my  audience,  that  I  dare  venture  nothing 
without  a  (tricl  examination  j  and  am  as  much  afhamed 
to  put  a  loofb  indigefled  play  upon  the  public,  as  I  fhould 
be  to  •  offer  brafs  money  in  a  payment:  for  though  it 
fl>ould  be  taken,  (as  it  is  too  often  on  the  ftage,)  yet  it 
will  be  found  in  the  fecoud  telling  :  and  a  judicious  rea 
der  will  difcover  in  his  clofet  that  trafhy  flutf,  vvhofe  glit 
tering  deceived  him  in  the  acTion.  I  have  often  heard 
five  tfadoner  fighing  in  his  iliop,  and  wifhing  for  thofe 
hands  to  take  oft'  his  melancholy  bargain  which  clapped 
its  .performance  on  the  ftage.  In  a  play-houft  every 
thing  contributes  to  impofe  upon  the  judgment;  the 
lights,  thefcenes,  the  habits,  and,  above  all,  the  grace  of 
action,  which  is  commonly  the  beft  where  there  is  the 
moil  need  of  it,  furprize  the  audience,  and  caft  a  mift 
upon  their  underftandfogs ;  not  unlike  the  cunning  of  a 
juggler,  who  is  always  flaring  us  in  the  face,  and  over 
whelming  us  with  gibberifh,  only  that  he  may  gain  the 
opportunity  of  making  the  cleaner  conveyance  of  his 
trick.  But  thefe  falfe  beauties  of  the  flage,  are  no  more 
laliing  than  a  rainbow,  when  the  atctor  ceafes  to  (hine 
upon  them,  when  he  gilds  them  no  longer  with  his  re 
flection,  they  vanifh  in  a  twinkling.  I  have  fometimes 
wondered,  m  the  reading,  what  was  become  of  thofe 
glaring  colours  which  amassed  me  in  Bufly  Damboys 
upon  the  theatre:  but  when  I  had  taken  up  what  I 
fuppofed  a  fallen  flar,  I  found  1  had  been  cozened  with 
a  jelly  :  nothing  but  a  cold  dull  mafe,  which  glittered  no 
longer  than  it  was  fhooting :  a  dwarfiih  thought,  drelTed 
up  in  gigantic  words,  repetition  in  abundance,  loofenefs 
of  expreilkm,  and  grofs  hyperboles ;  the  fenfe  of  one 
line  expanded  prodigioufly  into  ten  ;  and  to  fum  up  all, 
uncorrecl  Englifii,  and  a  hideous  mingle  of  falfe  poetry 
and  true  nonfenfe  ;  or,  at  beft,  a  fcantling  of  wit  which 
Jay  gafping  for  life,  and  groaning  beneath  a  heap  of 
rubbifti.  A  famous  modern  poet  ufed  to  facriiice  every 
year  a  Statius  to  VirgiPs  manes :  and  I  have  indignation 
eoough  to  burn  a  Damboys  annually  to  the  memory  of 

Johnfon. 
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Johnfoh.  But  now,  my  Lord,  I  am  fenfible,  perhaps  too 
late,  that  I  have  gone  too  far:  for  I  remember  fome 
verfes  of  my  own,  Maximin  and  Almanzor,  which  cry 
vengeance  upon  me  for  their  extravagance,  and  which  I 
wifh  heartily  in  the  fame  fire  with  Statius  and  Chapman: 
all  can  fay  for  thofe  paflages,  which  are,  I  hope,  not  many, 
is,  that  I  know  they  were  bad  enough  to  pleafe,  even  when- 
I  writ  them  :  but  I  repent  of  them  amongft  my  (ins  ;  and 
if  any  of  their  fellows  intrude  by  chance  into  my  prefent 
writings,  I  draw  a  flroke  over  all  thofe  Dalilahs  of  the 
theatre;  and  am  refolved  I  will  fettle  myfelf  no  reputa 
tion  by  the  applaufe  of  fools.  'Tis  not  that  I  am  mor 
tified  to  all  ambition,  but  I  fcorn  as  much  to  take  it  from 
half-witted  judges,  as  I  fliould  toraifean  eftate  by  cheat 
ing  of  bubbles.  Neither  do  I  difcommend  the  lofty  {Hie 
in  tragedy,  which  is  naturally  pompous  and  magnificent: 
but  nothing  is  truly  fublime  that  is  not  juft  and  proper. 
If  the  ancients  had  judged  by  the  fame  meafures  which 
a  commcm  reader  takes,  they  had  concluded  Statius  to- 
have  written  higher  than  Virgil j  for, 

$u<e fuperimpojito  moks  gemin-ata  coloffbr 

carries  a  more  thundering  kind  of  found  than* 

Tztyre,  tu  patula  recubansfub  tegminefagi* 

Yet  VirgHr"had  all  the  majefty  of  a  lawful  prince  ;  an$ 
Statius  only  the  bluftering  of  a  tyrant.  But  when  men 
aflfecl  a  virtue  which  they  cannot  reach,  they  fall  into  a. 
vice,  which  bears  the  neareft  refemblance  to  it.-  Thus 
an  injudicious  poet  who  aims  at  loftinefs,  runs  eafrly  into 
the  fwelling  pufty  ftile,  becaufe  k  looks  like  greatnefs.  I 
remember,  when  I  was  a  boy,  I  thought  inimitable  Spen 
cer  a  mean  poet  in  comparifon  of  SylvellerV  Dubartius ; 
and  was  rapt  into  an  ecftafy  when  I  read  thefe  lines : 

Now,  when  the  winter's  keener  breath  began 
To  chryftallize  the  Baltic  ocean  ; 
To  glaze  the  lakes,  to  bridle  up  the  floods, 
And  periwig  with  fnow  the  bald-pate  woods. 

A  3  I  am 


I  am    much  deceived  if  this  be  not  abominable  fuftiati, 
that  is,   thoughts  and  words  ill  ii>rted,  and  without  the 
leall  relation  to  each  other:  yet  I  dare  not  anfwer  tor  an 
audiene^  that  they  would  not  clnp  it  on  the  ifoge :  fo 
ft..tle  value  there  is  to  be  given  to  the  common  cry,  that 
nothing  but  madnefs  can  pleafe  madmen,  and  a  poet  muft 
he -of  a  piece  with  the  fpedtators,   to  gain  a  reputation 
vvirh  them.     But,  as  in   a  room  contrived  for  ftate,  the 
height  of  the  roof  fhould  bear  a  proportion  to  the  area  ; 
fo,  in  the  heightenings  of  poetry,  theflrength  and  vehe 
mence  of  figures  flioi]ld  be  fuired  to  the  occafion,   the 
iubjecl,  and  the  perfons.     All  beyond  this  is  monftrous ; 
?tis  out  of  nature,  'tis  an  excrefcence,  and  not  a  living 
pnrt  of  poetry.  I  ha<i  not  faid  thus  much,  if  fome  young 
jnilhnts,  who  pretend  to  criticifm,  had  not  told  me  that 
<lns  tragi-comedy  wanted  the  dignity  of  ftyle  :  but  as  a 
man  who  is  charged  with  a  crime  of  which  he  thinks  him- 
fe!f  innocent,   is- apt  to  be  eager  in  his  own  defence,  fo 
perhaps   I  have  vindicated  my  play  with  more  partiality 
than  I  ought,  or  than  fuch  a  trifle  can  deferve.     Yet, 
whatever  beauties  it  may  want,  'tis  free  at  leaft  from   the 
groflhefs  of  thofe  faults  I  mentioned  :  what  credit  it  has 
gained  upon  the  ftage,   I  value  no  farther  than  in  re 
ference  to  my  profit,  and  the  fatisfaclion  I  had  in  feeing 
it  reprefented  with  all  the  juftnefs  and  gracefv»lnefs  of 
iicTion.     But  as  it  is  my  interelt  to  pleafe  my  audience, 
fo  it  is  my  ambition  to  be  read ;  that  I  am  fure  is  the 
more  biting  and  the  nobler  defign  :  for  the  propriety  of 
thoughts  and  words,  which  are  the  hidden  beauties  of  a 
play,  are  but  confufedly  judged  in  the  vehemence  of 
action  :  all  things  are  there  beheld,  as  in  a  hafly  motion, 
where  the  objects  only  glide  before  the  eye  and  difappear. 
The  moil  difcerning  critic  can  judge  no  more  of  thefe 
filent  graces  in  the  action,  than  he  who  rides  pofl  through 
:m  unknowncountry  can  diftinguilh  the  (ituation  of  places, 
and  the  nature  of  the  foil.     The  purity  of  phrafe,  the 
clearnefs  of  conception  and  exprdlion,  the  boldnefs  main 
tained  to  majefty,   the  fignificancy  and  found  of  words, 
not  flrained  into  bombatl,  but  juilly  elevated;  in  fliort, 
thole  very  words  and  thoughts  which  caonot  be  changed 
but  for  the  worie,  muft  of  neceffity  efcape  our  traniient 
view  upon  the  theatre;  and  yet,  without  all  thefe,  a  play 

may 
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way  take.  For  if  either  the  ftory  move  us.  or  the  a&of 
help  the  lamenefs  of  it  with  his  performance,  or  now  and 
then  a  glittering  beam  of  wit  or  pstfion  ftrike  through 
the  obfcurity  of  the  pcem,  sny  of  thofe  are  fufficient  to 
effect  a  prefent  liking,  but  not  to  fix  a  tailing  admiration  ; 
for  nothing  but  truth  can  long  continue ;  and  time  is 
the  fureft  judge  of  truth.  I  am  not  vain  enough  to  think 
I  have  left  no  faults  in  this,  which  that  touchftone  will 
not  difcover ;  neither  indeed  is  it  pofiible  to  avoid  them 
in  a  play  of  this  nature.  There  are  evidently  two  actions 
in  it :  but  it  will  be  clear  to  any  judicious  man,  that 
with  half  the  pains,  I  could  have  raifed  a  play  from  either 
of  them  :  for  this  time  I  fatisfied  my  own  humour, 
which  was  to  tack  two  plays  together ;  and  to  break  a 
rule  for  the  pleafure  of  variety.  The  truth  is,  the  au 
dience  are  grown  weary  of  continued  melancholy  fcenes  t 
And  I  dare  venture  to  propheiy,  that  few  tragedies,  ex 
cept  thofe  in  verfe,  (hall  fucceed  in  this  age,  if  they  arc 
not  enlightened  with  a  courfe  of  mirth.  For  the  feaft  is 
too  dull  and  folemn  without  the  fiddles.  But  how  diffi 
cult  a  talk  this  is,  will  foon  be  tried  :  for  a  feveral  genius 
is  required  to  either  way  ;  and  without  both  of  them,  a 
man,  in  my  opinion,  is  but  half  a  poet  for  the  flage. 
Neither  is  it  fo  trivial  an  undertaking,  to  make  a  tragedy 
end  happily ;  for  'tis  more  difficult  to  lave  than  it  is  to 
kill.  The  dagger  and  the  cup  of  poifon  are  always  in  a 
readinefs  ;  but  to  bring  the  aftion  to  the  lad  extremity, 
and  then  by  probable  means  to  recover  all,  will  require 
the  art  and  judgment  of  a  writer ;  and  coll  him  many  a 
pang  in  the  performance. 

And  now,  my  Lord,  I  muft  confefs  that  what  I  have 
written,  looks  more  like  a  preface  than  a  dedication  ;  and 
truly  it  was  thus  far  my  defign,  that  I  might  enter  tain 
you  with  fomevvhat  in  my  own  art,  which  rqight  be  more 
worthy  of  a  noble  mind,  than  the  itale  exploded  trick  of 
fulfome  panegy ricks.  '  Tis  difficult  to  write  juitly  on  any 
thing,  but  almoft  iinpoffible  in  praife.  I  fliall  therefore 
wave  fp  nice  a  fubjeft  ;  and  only  tell  you,  that  in  recom 
mending  a  ProteftaiH  play  to  a  Proteftant  patron,  as  I  do 
myfelf  an  honour,  fo  I  do  your  noble  family  a  right, 
who  have  been  always  eminent  in  the  fupport  and  favour 
of  our  religion  and  liberties.  And  if  the  promifes  of 

your 
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your  youth,  your  education  at  homeland  your  experience 
abroad,  deceive  me  not,  the  principles  you  have  em 
braced  are  fuch  as  will  no  way  degenerate  from  your  an- 
ceftors,  but  refrefli  their  memory  in  the  minds  of  all  true 
Englifhn-en,  and  renew  their  luftre  in  your  perfon ; 
which,  my  Lord,  is  not  more  the  wifli,  than  is  it  the 
conftam  expectation  of  your  Lordfliip's 

Moft  obedient,  faithful  fervant, 

JOHN  DRYDEN, 


PRO. 
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P'ROLOGUE. 

A7O  W  luck  for  us,  and  a  kind  hearty  pit ; 
*   For  he  who  pleafes,  ne-ver  fails  of  wit; 
Honour  isyours  ; 

And you ,  //&  kings  at  city-treats  bejtow  it ; 
The  writer  kneels,  and  is  lid  rife  a  poet : 
Butyou  are  fickle  paver cigns,  to  ourforrow, 
You  dubb  to-day,  and  hang  a  man  to-morrow  j 
You  cry  the  fame  fcnfe  up,  and  down  again , 
$uft  like  brafs-momy  once  a  year  in  Spain  : 
fake  you  i'tb'  m«od,  whate'erbafe  metal  come , 
You  coin  as  f aft  as  groats  at  Birmingham  : 
Though  'tis  no  more  likefenfe  in  ancient  plays  ^ 
Than  Rome's  religion's  like  St.  Peter's  days. 
In  JJjort^fofajiftyour  judgments  turn  and  <tu:W, 
You  caft  ourfleetcft  wits  a  mile  behind. 
9  Twer e  ivcllyour  judgments  but  in  plays  did  range 
But  ev'ny  our  follies  and  debauches  change 
W^thfuch  a  wbirl)  the  poets  of  your  age 
Are  tir'd,  and  cannot  fiore  them  on 
Unlcfs  each  vice  injhort-handtbey  cnd 
JLv'n  as  nntcbt  'prentices  ivholefermons 
The  heavy  Hollanders  no  vices  know. 
But  what  they  us'd  a  hundredycars  ago ; 
Like  honeft  plant s^  where  they  were  fluck,  they  grow. 
They  cheat,  but  Jlill from  cheating  fires  they  come  ; 
They  drink,  but  they  were  chrift' ned firft  in  mum* 
Their  patrimonial Jloth  the  Spaniards  keept 
And  P bilip firft  taught  Philip  how  tojleep. 
The  French  and  we  Jlill  change,  but  here's  the  curfi% 
They  change  for  better,  and  we  change  for  worfe  j 
They  take  up  our  old  trade  of  conquering, 
And  we  are  taking  theirs,  to  dance  andji»g  : 
Our  fathers  did,  for  change,  to  France  repair, 
And  they,  for  change,  wi/l  try  our  Englijbair  ; 
As  children,  when  they  throw  one  toy  awayt 
Strait  a  morefoolijb  gewgaw  comes  in  play  : 
So  we,  grown  penitent,  onferious  thi'nking, 
Leave  whoring^  and  dcveutly  fall  to  drinking. 

4  Scow'ring 
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to  PROLOGUE. 

Scow* ring  the  watch  grows  out-of-fajhion  wit : 
Now  wefct  up  for  tilting  in  the  pit , 
VI  here  'tts  agreed  by  bullies,  chicken-hearted + 
To  fright  the  ladies fir  ft,  and  then  be  pat 'ted \ 
A  fair  attempt  has  twice  or  thrice  leen  made, 
70  hire  night 'murderers,  and  make  death  a  trade* 
When  murder's  out,  what  if  ice  can  we  advance  f 
Unlefs  the  new-found  poisoning  trick  of  France : 
And  when  their  art  of  rats-bane  we  have  got, 
JBy  way  of  tha?iks,  we'll  fend  them  o'er  onrplot. 
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THE 

SPANISH    FRYAR. 

I?   inverted  com 
teprefentationt 

A    C    T      I. 

Alphonfo  and  Pedro   mcef,  with  Soldiers  on   each  Jide, 


ALPHONSO. 

STAND  !  give  the  word. 
Fed.  The  queen  of  Arragon. 

Alpb.  Pedro  ;—  how  goes  the  night  ? 

Ped.  She  wears  apace. 

Alph.  Then  welcome,  day-light  ;  we  fliall  have  warm 
The  Moor  will  gage  [work  on't  : 

His  utmoit  forces  on  this  next  aflault, 
To  win  a  queen  and  kingdom. 

Ped.  Pox  o'  this  lion-way  of  wooing,  though  : 
Is  the  queen  {Hiring  yet  ? 

Alph.  She  has  not  been  a-bed,  but  in  her  chapel 
All  night  devoutly  watch'd,  andbrib'dthe  faints 
With  vows  for  her  deliverance. 

Ped,  Oh,  Alphonfo, 

I  fear  they  come  too  late  :  her  father's  crimes 
Sit  heavy  on  her,  and  weigh  down  her  prayers. 
A  crown  ufurp'd,  a  lawful  kingdepos'd, 
In  bondage  held,  debarr'd  the  common  light  ; 
His  children  murder'd,  and  his  friends  deftroy'd  ; 
What  can  we  lefs  expeft  than  what  we  feel  ? 
And  what  we  fear  will  follow. 
Alpb.  Heav'n  avert  it. 

PcJ. 
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Pcd.  Thenheav'nmuftnotbeheav'n.  Judge  the  event 
By  what  has  pafs'd.     Th'  ufurper  'joy'd  not  long 
His.  ill-got  crown  !  'Tis  true,  he  dy'd  in  peace  : 
(Unriddle  that,  ye  Pow'rs ;)  but  left  his  daughter, 
Our  prefent  queen,  engag'd  upon  his  death-bed, 
To  marry  with  young  Bertran,  whofe  curs'd  father 
Had  help'd  to  make  him  great. 
Hence,  you  well  know,  this  fatal  war  arofe ; 
Becaufe  the  Moor  Abdallah,  with  whofe  troops 
TV  ufurper  gain'd  the  kingdom,  was  refused, 
And,  as'an  infidel,  his  love  defpis'd. 

Alph.  Well,  we  are  foldiers,  Pedro,  and,  like  lawyers, 
Plead  for  our  pay. 

Pcd.  A  good  caufe  would  do  well  though  ; 
It  gives  my  fword  an  edge.     You  fee  this  Bertran 
Has  now  three  times  been  beaten  by  the  Moors  ; 
What  hope  we  have  is  in  young  Torrifmond, 
Your  brother's  foa. 

Alph.  He's  a  fuccefsful  warrior, 

*  And  has  the  foldiers  hearts.    Upon  the  Ikirts 
'  Of  Arragon  ourfquander'd  troops  he  rallies :' 
Our  watchmen  from  the  tow'rs  with  longing  eyes 
Expedt  his  fvvift  arrival. 

Pcd.  It  mud  be  fwift,  or  it  will  come  too  late. 

Alpb.  No  more : Duke  Bertran. 

Enter  Bertran  attended. 

Bert.  Relieve  the  Gentries  that  have  watch'd  all  nighv 
(70  Ped.]  Now,  Colonel,  have  you  difpos'dyour  men, 
That  you  ftand  idle  here  ? 

Ped.  Mine  are  drawn  off, 
To  take  a  fhort  repofe. 

Bert.  Short  let  it  be, 

For,  from  the  Moorifh  camp,  this  hour  and  more, 
There  has  been  heard  a  diftant  humming  noife, 
Like  bees  difturb'd,  and  arming  in  their  hives. 
"What  courage  in  our  foldiers  ?  Speak  !  what  hope  ? 

Ped.  As  much  as  when  phyficians  (hake  their  heads, 
And  bid  their  dying  patient  think  of  heaven. 

*  Our  walls  are  thinly  mann'd  :  ourbeft  men  flain  : 

*  Therei^,  an  heartlefs  number,  fpent  with  watching, 
And  harrafs'd  out  with  duty.' 

Good-night  all  then. 

Ptd. 
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Ped.  Nay,  for  my  part,  'tis  but  a  fingle  life 
I  have  to  lofe  :  I'll  plant  my  colours  down 
In  the  mid-breach,  and  by  them  fix  my  foot ; 
Say  a  Ihort  foldier's  pray'r,  to  fpare  the  trouble 
Of  my  few  friends  above ;  and  then  expect 
The  next  fair  bullet. 

4  Alph.  Never  was  known  anight  of  fuch  diffraction,; 
4  Noife  fo  confus'd  and  dreadful ;  juftling  crowds, 
4  That  run,  and  know  not  whither ;  torches  gliding, 
*  Like  meteors,  by  each  other  in  the  flreets. 

4  Ped.  I  met  a  reverend,  fat,  old,  gouty  fryar; 
'  With  a  paunch  fwoll'n  fo  high,  his  double  chin 
4  Might  reft  upon't :  a  true  fon  of  the  church  ; 
4  Frefh  colour'd,  and  well  thriven  on  his  trade, 
4  Came  puffing  with  his  greafy  bald-pate  choir, 
4  And  fumbling  o'er  his  beads,  in  fuch  an  agony, 
4  He  told  them  falfe  for  fear  :  about  his  neck 
4  There  hung  a  wench,  the  label  of  his  function, 
4  Whom  he  fhook  off,  i'faith,  methought,  unkindly, 
4  It  feems  the  holy  ftallion  durft  not  fcore  » 

4  Another  fin  before  he  left  the  world.' 

Enter  a  Captain. 

Capt.  To  arms,  my  Lord,  to  arms ! 
From  the  Moors'  camp  the  noife  grows  louder  {tilt: 
Rattling  of  armour,  trumpets,  drums  and  atabals  ; 
And  fometimes  peals  of  fliouts  that  tend  the  heav'ns, 
Like  victory  :  the  gro;  n;  again,  and  bowlings, 
Like  thofe  of  vanquifh'd  men  ;  but  every  echo 
Goes  fainter  off;  and  dies  in  diftant  founds.' 
Bert.  Some  falfe  attack  :  expect  on  th'  other  fide  : 
One  to  the  gunners  on  St.  Jago's  tow'r;  bid  them,  for 
Level  their  cannon  lower :  on  my  foul,  [fhame, 

They're  all  corrupted  with  the  gold  of  Barbary 
To  carry  over,  and  not  hurt  the  Moor. 
Enter  afecond  Captain. 

-idCapt.  My  Lord,  here's  frefh  intelligence  arriv'dj 
Our  army,  led  by  valiant  Torrifmond, 
Is  now  in  hot  engagement  with  the  Moors ; 
'Tis  fatd,  within  their  trenches. 

Bert.  I  think  all  fortune  is  referv'd  for  him. 
He  might  have  fent  us  word  though  j 
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And  then  we  could  have  fayour'd  his  attempt 
With  Tallies  from  the  town 

Alph.  It  uould  not  be  : 

We  were  fo  clofe  block'd  up,  that  none  could  peep 
Upon  the  walls  and  live  ;  but  yet  'tis  time 

Bert.  No,  'tis  too  late  ;   I  will  not  hazard  it : 
On  pain  of  death,  let  no  man  dare  to  fally. 

Pcd.  \_Afide. ~\  Oh,  envy,  envy,  how  it  works  within 
How  now  !  what  means  this  fhow  ?  [him  ! 

Alph.  'Tis  a  proceflion : 
The  queen  is  going  to  the  great  cathedral, 
To  pray  for  our  fuccefs  againft  the  Moors. 

Fed,  Very  good  :  fhe  ufurps  the  throne;  keeps  the 
old  king  in  prifon  ;  and,  at  the  fame  time,  is  praying 
fora  bleffing;  Oh,  religion  and  roguery,  how.  they  go 
together  !  \Sbout  and  ajlourijh  of  trumpets* 

*  A  proceflion  of  prlcfts  and  chorifters  In  white  ^  ivlth  taper 'j, 
•*  followed  by  the  queen  and  ladies ,  goes  over  the  J?#get 
4  the  choriftcrs  Jinging. 

4  Look  down,  ye  blefs'd  above,  look  down, 

*  Behold  our  weeping  matrons  tears, 

*  Behold  our  tender  virgins  fears, 

*  And  with  fuccefs  our  armies  crown. 

*  Look  down,  ye  blefs'd  above,  look  down  : 

*  Oh,  fave  us,  fave  us,  and  our  ftate  reftore ; 

*  For  pity,  pity,  pity,  we  implore  ; 

*  For  pity,  pity,  pity,  we  implore. 

*  £  The  proccfjion  goes  of,  andjhout  within? 

Enter  Lorenzo,  who  kneels  to  Alphonzc. 

Bert.  [T^Alph.]  A  joyful  cry;  and  fee  your  foil,  Lo 
renzo  :  good  news,  kind  Heav'n  ! 

dlph*  \To  Lor.]  Oh,  welcome,  welcome  1  Is  the  Gene 
ral  fafe? 

How  near  our  army  ?  When  mall  we  be  fuccour'd  ? 
Or,  are  we  fuccour'd  ?  Are  the  Moors  remov'd  ? 
Anfwer  thefe  queftions  firft,  and  then  a  thoufand  more  ; 
Anfwer  them  all  together. 

Lor.  Yes,  when  I  have  a  thoufand  tongues,  I  will. 
The  General's  well ;  his  army  too  is  fafe 
As  victory  can  make  them  :  the  Moors' king 
Is  fafe  enough,  I  warrant  him,  for  one.  At 


THE    SPANISH    FRYAR.        i$ 

At  dawn  of  day  our  General  cleft  his  pate, 
Spite  of  his  woollen  night-cap  :  a  flight  wound-; 
Perhaps  he  may  recover. 

Alpb.  Thou  reviv'ft  me. 

Fed.  By  my  computation  now,  the  vi&ory  was  gained 
before  the  proceilion  was  made  for  it ;  and  yet  it;  will  £9 
hard  but  the  priefts  will  make  a  miracle  ot  it. 

Lor.  Yes,  faith  we  came,  like  bold  intruding  guefts, 
And  took  them  unprepar'd  to  give  us  welcome. 
Their  fcouts  we  kill'd,  then  found  their  body  fleeping  ; 
And  as  they  lay  confus'd,  we  {tumbled  o'er  them, 
And  took  what  joint  came  next,  arms,  heads,  or  legs, 
Somewhat  undecentiy.     But  when  men  want  lightv 
They  make  but  bungling  work* 

Bert.  I'll  to  the  Queen, 
And  bear  the  news. 

Ped.  That's  young  Lorenzo's  duty» 

Bert.  I'll  fpare  his  trouble 

This  Torrifmond  begins  to  grow  too  fa  ft  j 
He  muft  be  mine,  or  ruin'd. 

Lor.  Pedro,  a'  word.  \WJnfyer. "\  [Exit  Bertran. 

Alph.  '  How  fwift  he  (hot  away  !  I  find  it  flung  him, 
'  In  fpiteof  his  diflembling.' 
To  Lor.]  How  many  of  the  enemy  areflain  ? 

Lor.  Troth,  Sir,  we  were  in  hafte,  and  could  not  flay 
To  fcore  the  men  we  kill'd.     But  there  they  lie ; 
Beft  fend  our  women  out  to  take  the  tale  ; 
There's  circumcifion  in  abundance  for  them. 

[Turns  to  Pedro  again*. 

Alpb.  How  far  did  you  purfue  them  ? 

Lor.  Some  few  miles. 

To  Ped.]  Good  ftore  of  harlots,  fay  yon,  and  dog-cheap  ? 
Pedro,  they  muft  be  had,  andfpeedily. 
I've  kept  a  tedious  fall.  \WJjifper  again*. 

Alpb.  When  will  he  make  his  entry  ?  He  deferves 
Such  triumphs  as  were  giv'n  by  ancient  Rome. 
Ha,  boy,  what  fay'ft  thou  ? 

Lor.  As  you  fay,  Sir,  that  Rome  was  very  ancient— 
[To  Ped.]  I  leave  the  choice  to  you ;  fair,  black,  tall,  low  5, 
Let  her  but  have  a  nofe.     And  you  may  tell  her 
I'm  rich  in  jewels,  rings,  and  bobbing  pearls 
1  Pluck'd  from  Moors'  ears. 

B  z 
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Alph.  Lorenzo. 

Lor,  Somewhat  bufy 
About  affairs  relating  to  the  public 

A  feafonable  girl,  juit  in  the  nick  now.  [To  Fed, 

{Trumpets  within, 

Ped.  I  hear  the  General's  trumpet.    Stand  and  mark 
How  he  will  be  receiv'd  :  I  fear,  but  coldly  ; 
There  hung  a  cloud,  methought,  on  Bertran's  brow, 

Lor.  Then  look  to  fee  a  ftorm  on  Torrifmond's. 
Looks  fright  not  men  :  the  General  has  feen  Moors 
With  as  bad  faces,  no  difpraife  to  Bertran's. 

Fed.  'Twas  rumour'd  in  the  camp  he  loves  the  Queen. 

Lor.  He  drinks  her  health  devoutly. 

jrflpb.T\\ai  may  breed  bad  blood  'twixthim  and  Bertran. 

Ped.  Yes,  in  private. 

But  Bertran  has  been  taught  the  arts  of  courts, 
To  gild  a  face  with  fmiles,  and  leer  a  man  to  ruin. 
Oh,  here  they  come 

Enter  Torrifmond  and  Officers  one  Jide,  Bertran,  attended^ 
en  the  other ;   *  they  embrace^  Bertran  bowing  low* 

*  Juft  as  I  prophefy'd, 

V  Lor.  Death  and  hell,  he  laughs  at  him  !  in's  face  too. 
*  fed.  Oh,  you  miftake  him  !  'twas  an  humble  grin, 

*  The  fawning  joy  of  courtiers  and  of  dogs.* 

Lor.  [AJide.]  Here  are  nothing  but  lies  to  be  ex« 
peeked  ;  1*11  e'en  go  lofe  myfelf  in  fome  blind  alley,  and 
try  if  any  courteous  damfel  will  think  me  worth  the 
finding.  [Exit  Lor. 

4  Alpk.  Now  he  begins  to  open.' 

JBert.  Your  country  reicu'd,  and  your  Queen  reliev'd  ! 
A  glorious  conqueft,  noble  Torrifmond  ! 
The  people  rend  the  ikies  with  loud  applaufe, 
And  Heav'n  can  hear  no  other  name  but  yours. 
The  thronging  crouds  prefs  on  you  as  you  pafs, 
And  with  their  eager  joy  make  triumph  flow. 

Tor.  My  Lord,  I  have  no  tafle 
Of  popular  applaufe  ;  the  noify  praife 
Of  giddy  crouds,  as  changeable  as  winds, 
Still  vehement,  and  ftill  without  a  caufe  ; 
Servants  to  chance,  and  blowing  in  the  tide 
Of  fwol'n  fuccefs ;  but  veering  with  its  ebb, 
It  leaves  the  channel  dry. 

Bert. 
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Bert.  So  young  a  ftoic  ! 

Tor.  You  wrong  me,  if  you  think  I'll  fell  one  drop 
Within  thefe  veins  for  pageants :  but  let  honour 
Call  for  my  blood,  and  fluke  it  into  ftreams  j 
Turn  fortune  loofe  again  to  my  purfuit, 
And  let  me  hunt  her  through  embattled  foes, 
In  dufty  plains,  amidft  the  cannons  roar, 
There  will  I  be  the  firft. 

Bert.  I'll  try  him  farther 
Suppofe  th'  aiiembled  ftates  of  Arragon 
Decree  a  llatue  to  you,  thus  infcrib'd, 
To  Torrifmond,  who  freed  his  native  land. 

*  Alph.  [7*  Fed.]  Mark  how  he  founds  and  fathoms 

*  The  fhallows  of  his  foul !  [him,  to  find 
'  Bert.  Thejuft  applaufe 

Of  godlike  fenates,  is  the  flamp  of  virtue, 
Which  makes  it  pafs  unqueftion'd.  through  the  world, 
Theie  honours  you  deferve  ;  nor  fhall  my  fuftrage 
Be  laft  to  fix  them  on  you.     If  refus'd, 
You  brand  us  all  with  black  ingratitude  ; 
For  times  to  come  mail  fay,  Our  Spain,  like  Rome, 
*•  Negle&s  her  champions  after  noble  acls, 

*  And  lets  their  laurels  wither  on  their  heads.' 
Tor.  A  ftatue  for  a  battle  blindly  fought, 

Where  darknefs  and  furprife  made  conqueft  cheap  ! 
Where  Virtue  borrowed  but  the  arms  of  Chance, 
And  ftruck  a  random  blow  !  'Twas  Fortune's  work, 
And  Fortune  take  the  praife. 

Bert.  Yethappinefs 

Is  the  firil  fame.     Virtue,  without  fuccefs, 
Is  a  fair  pi£ture  (hewn  by  an  ill  light. 
But  lucky  men  are  favourites  of  Heaven  : 
And  whom  (hould  kings  efteem  above  Heaven's  darlings? 
The  praifes  of  a  young  and  beauteous  queen 
Shall  crown  your  glorious  acls. 

Ped.  [70  Alph.  J  There  fprung  the  mine. 

Tor.  The  Queen  !  that  were  a  happinefs  too  great ! 
Nam'd  you  the  Queen,  my  Lord  ? 

Bert.  Yes.     You  have  feen  her,  and  you  muft  confefs, 
A  praife,  a  fmile,  a  look  from  her  is  worth 
The  (houts  of  thoufand  amphitheatres. 
She,  (he  (hall  praife  you  ;  for  I  can  oblige  her  : 

B  3  TTo-  morrow 
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To-morrow  will  deliver  all  her  charms 
Into  my  arms,  and  make  her  mine  for  ever. 
Why  iland  you  mute  ? 

Tor.  Alas,  I  cannot  fpeak  !  [employ'd  ? 

Serf.  Not  fpeak,  my  Lord  !  How  were  your  thoughts 

Tor.  Nor  qan  I  think  ;  for  I  am  loft  in  thought. 

Serf.  Thought  of  the  Queen,  perhaps  ? 

Tor.  Why,  if  it  were, 
Heav'n  may  be  thought  on,  though  too  high  to  climb. 

Bert.  Oh,  now  I  find  where  your  ambition  drives  1 
You  ought  not  to  think  of  her. 

Tor.  So  I  fay  too, 

I  ought  not :  madmen  ought  not  to  be  mad  ; 
jBut  who  can  help  his  frenzy  ? 

Bert.  Fond  young  man  ! 
The  wings  of  your  ambition  muft  be  clipp'd. 
Your  fhame-fac'd  virtue  fhunn'd  the  people's  praife, 
And  fenate's  honours :  but  'tis  well  we  know 
What  price  you  hold  yourfelf  at.     You  have  fought 
With  fomefuccefs,  and  that  has  feal'd  your  pardon. 

Tor.  Pardon  from  thee !  Oh, give  me  patience,  Heaven  I 
Thrice  vanquifli'd  Benran,  if  thoudar'it,  lookout 
Upon  yon  fta.ughter'd  hoft,  that  field  of  blood ; 
There  feal  my  pardon,  where  thy  fame  was  loft., 

Ped.  He's  ruin'd,  paft  redemption ! 

Alpb.  [To. Tor.]  Learn  refped 
To  the  firft  prince  o'  the  blood. 

Bert.  Oh,  let  him  rave  ! 
I'll  not  contend  with  madmen. 

Tor.  I  have  done. 

I  know  'twere  madnefs  to  declare  this  truth  j 
And  yet  'twere  bafenefs  to  deny  my  love. 
*Tis  true,  my  hopes  are  vanifhing  as  clouds," 
Lighter  than  children's  bubbles  blown  by  winds* 
My  merit's  but  the  rafh  refult  of  chance  ; 
My  birth  unequal ;  all  theftars  againft  me; 
Pow'r,  promife,  choice,  the  living  and  the  dead  ; 
Mankind  my  foes,  and  only  love  my  friend  ; 
But  fuch  a  love,  kept  at  luch  awful  diftance, 
As,  what  it  loudly  dares  to  tell,  a  rival 
Shall  fear  to  vvhifper  there.     Queens  may  be  lov'd,. 
And  fo  may  gods  ;  elfe  why  are  altars  rais'd  I 

3  Why 
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Why  (bines  the  fun,  but  that  he  may  be  view'd  ? 
But,  Oh,  when  he's  too  bright,  if  then  we  gaze, 
'Tis  but  to  weep,  and  clofe  our  eyes  in  darknefs  !  [Exit. 

«  Bert.  'Tis  well ;  the  goddefs  lhail  be  told,  fhe  lhall, 
4  Of  her  new  worfhipper.  [Exit.9 

Fed.  So,  here's  fine  work  ! 
'  He  fupply'd  his  only  fee  with  arms 

*  For  his  deftru6r.ion.     Old  Penelope's  tale. 

*  Inverted  :  h'  has  unravell'd  all  by  day, 

*  That,  he  has  done  by  night.'     What,  planet-ftruck  ! 
Alph.  I  wifh  I  were,  to  be  paft  fenfe  of  this  J 

Ped.  Would  I  had  but  a  leafe  of  life  fo  long, 
As  till  my  flefti  and  blood  rebell'd  this  way, 
Againil  our  fovereign  lady  !  Mad  for  a  queen, 
With  a  globe  in  one  hand,  and  a  fceptre  in  t'other  ? 
A  very  pretty  moppet ! 

Alpb.  Then  to  declare  his  madnefs  to  his  rival, 
His  father  abfent  on  an  embafly, 
Himfelf  a  ftranger  almoft,  wholly  friendlefs ! 
A  torrent,  rolling  down  a  precipice, 
Is  eaiier  to  be  ftopp'd,  than  is  his  ruin. 

Ped.  *Tis  fruitlefs  to  complain  :  hade  to  the  court  j 
Improve  your  intereft  there,  for  pardon  from  the  queen. 

Alph.  Weak  remedies ; 

But  all  mult  be  attempted.  [Exit. 

Enter  Lorenzo. 

Lor.  Well,  I  am  the  moft  unlucky  rogue  !  I  have  been 
ranging  over  half  the  town,  but  have  fprung  no  game. 
Our  women  are  worfe  infidels  than  the  Moors :  I  told 
them  I  was  one  of  their  knights-errant,  that  delivered 
them  from  raviftmient ;  and  I  think  in  my  confcience 
that's  their  quarrel  to  me. 

Fed.  Is  this  a  time  for  fooling  ?  Your  coufin  is  run  ho- 
nonourably  mad  in  love  with  her  Majefty  :  he  is  fplit 
upon  a  rock;  and  you,  who  are  in  chace of  harlots,  are 
finking  in  the  main  ocean.  I  think  the  devil's  in  the  fa 
mily.  [Exit. 

Lor.  My  coufin  ruined,  fays  he  ! — Hum  ! — Not  that 
I  wifli  my  coufin's  ruin ;  that  were  unchriftian :  but  if 
the  General's  ruined,  I  am  heir;  there's  comfort  for  a 
Chriflian.  Money  I  have,  I  thank  the  honeft  Moojrs  for't; 

bit 
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but  I  want  a  miftrefs.      I  am  willing  to  be  lewd  j  but  the 
tempter  is  wanting  on  his  part. 

Enter  Elvira  veiled. 

Elv.  Stranger  !  cavalier  !  Will  you  not  hear  me,  you 
Moor-killer,  you  matador  ? 

Lor.  Meaning  me,  Madam  ? 

El-v.  Face  about,  man ;  you  a  foldier,  and  afraid  of 
the  enemy  ! 

Lor.  I  muft  confefs,  I  did  not  expedl  to  have  been, 
charged  firft.  I  fee  fouls  will  not  be  loft  for  want  of  di 
ligence  in  this  devil's  reign.  [A/ide,~] — Now,  Madam  Cyn 
thia  behind  a  cloud,  your  will  and  pleafure  with  me  ? 

Elv.  You  have  the  appearance  of  a  cavalier ;  and  if 
you  are  as  deferving  as  you  feem,  perhaps  you  may  not 
repent  of  your  adventure.  If  a  lady  like  you  well  enough 
to  hold  difcourfe  with  you  at  fiiil  fight,  you  are  gentle 
man  enough,  I  hope,  to  help  her  out  with  an  apology,  and 
to  lay  the  blame  on  flars,  or  deftiny,  or  what  you  pleafe^ 
to  excufe  the  frailty  of  a  woman. 

Lor.  Oh,  I  love  an  eafy  woman  !  there's  fuch  a-do  to- 
crack  a  thick -fheU'd  mifirefs;  we  break  our  teeth,  and 
find  no  kernel.  *Tis  generous  in  you  to  take  pity  on  a 
ftranger,  and  not  to  fuffer  him  to  fall  into  ill  hands  at  his 
firfr.  arrival. 

El<v.  You  have  a  better  opinion  of  me  than  I  deferve. 
You  have  not  feen  me  yet ;  and  therefore  I  am  confident 
you  are  heart-whole. 

Lor.  Not  abfolutely  flain,  I  muft  confefs ;  but  I  am 
drawing  on  apace.  You  have  a  dangerous  tongue  in  your 
head,  I  can  tell  you  that  j  and  if  your  eyes  prove  of  as 
killing  metal,  there's  but  one  way  with  me.  Let  me  fee 
you,  for  the  fafe-guard  of  my  honour;  'tis  but  decent 
the  cannon  fhould  be  drawn  down  upon  me  before  I 
yield. 

Eh.  What  a  terrible  fimilitude  have  you  made,  Co 
lonel,  to  (hew  that  you  are  incl:n;ng  to  the  wars  !  I  could, 
anfwer  you  with  another  in  my  profeifron.  Suppofe  you 
were  in  want  of  money  ;  would  you  not  be  glad  to  take  a, 
fum  upon  content  in  a  feakd  bag,  without  peeping  ? 
But,  however,  I  will  not  Hand  with  you  for  a  fample. 

\Lifts  up  her  veil* 

JL&r.  What  eyes  were  there  !  how  keen  their  glances ! 

you 
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you  do  well  to  keep  them  veiled  :  they  are  too  (harp  to  be 
trufted  out  of  the  fcabbard. 

Elv.  Perhaps,  now,  you  may  accufe  my  forwardnefs : 
but  this  day  of  jubilee  is  the  only  time  of  freedom  I  have 
had ;  and  there  is  nothing  fo  extravagant  as  a  prifoner, 
when  he  gets  loofe  a  little,  and  is  immediately  to  return 
to  his  fetters. 

Lor.  To  confefs  freely  to  you,  Madam,  I  was  never  in 
love  with  lefs  than  your  whole  fex  before :  but  now  I 
have  feen  you,  I  am  in  the  direft  road  of  languifhing  and 
fighing ;  and,  if  love  goes  on  as  it  begins,  for  ought  I 
know,  by  to-morrow  morning  you  may  hear  of  me  in 
rhyme  and  fonnet.  I  tell  you  truly,  I  do  not  like  thefe 
fymptoms  in  myfelf.  Perhaps  I  may  go  fhufflingly  at 
firft  ;  for  I  was  never  before  walked  in  trammels :  yet  I 
fhall  drudge  and  moil  at  constancy,  till  I  have  worn  off 
the  hitching  in  my  pace. 

El-u.  Oh,  Sir,  there  are  arts  to  reclaim  the  wildeft  men, 
as  there  are  to  make  fpaniels  fetch  and  carry  !  chicle  them 
ofien,  and  feed  them  feldom.  Now  I  know  your  temper, 
you  may  thank  yourfelf  if  you  are  kept  to  hard  meat— 
you  are  in  for  years,  if  you  make  love  to  me. 

Lor.  I  hate  a  formal  obligation,  with  ah  anno  domlnl  at 
the  end  on't :  there  may  be  an  evil  meaning  in  the  word 
years,  called  matrimony. 

Elv.  I  can  eafily  rid  you  of  that  fear  :  I  wilh  I  could 
rid  myfelf  as  eafily  of  the  bondage. 

Lort  Then  you  are  married  ? 

Elv.  If  a  covetous,  and  a  jealous,  and  an  old  man  be 
a  hufband. 

Lor.  .Three  as  good  qualities  for  my  purpofe  as  I  could 
wifli.  Now,  Love  be  praifed  ! 

Enter  Elvira'-f  Duenna,  andwlnfpers  to  her. 

Eh.  {Afide,}  If  I  get  not  home  before  my  hufband,  I 

fliall  be  ruin'd \fo  him.~\  I  dare  not  ftay  to  tell  you 

where — Farewel — Could  I  once  more \Exit. 

Lor.  This  is  unconfcionable  dealing :  to  be  made  a 

flave,  and  not  know  whofe  livery  I  wear Who  have 

we  yonder  ? 

Enter  Gomez. 

By  that  Ihambling  in  his  walk,  it  fliould  be  my  rich  old 

banker, 
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banker,  Gomez,  whom  I  knew  at  Barcelona.  As  I  live 
'tis  he  !  [To  Gom.]  What,  old  Mammon  here  ?  * 

Gom.  How  !  young  Belzebub  ? 

Lor.  What  devil  has  fet  his  claws  in  thy  haunches, 
and  brought  thee  hither  to  SaragoiTa  ?  Sure  he  meant  a 
farther  journey  with  thee. 

Gom.  I  always  remove  before  the  enemy  :  when  the 
Moorsare  ready  tobefiegeone  town,  I  fhirt  my  quarters 
to  the  next  ;  I  keep  as  far  from  the  infidels  as  I  can. 

Lor.  That's  but  a  hair's  breadth  at  fartheft. 

Gom.  Well,  you  have  got  a  famous  victory  ;  all  true 
fubjeclsare  overjoyed  at  it  :  there  are  bonfires  decreed  ; 
an  the  times  had  not  been  fo  hard,  my  billet  fhould  have 
burnt  too. 

Lor.  I  dare  fay  for  thee,  thou  haft  fuch  a  refpeft  for 
afingle  billet,  that  thou  would'ft  almoft  have  thrown  on 
thyfelf  to  fave  it  ;  thou  art  for  faving  every  thing  but 
thy  foul. 

Gom.  Well,  well,  you'll  not  believe  me  generous  till  I 
carry  you  to  the  tavern,  and  crack  half  a  pint  with  you 
at  my  own  charge. 

Lor.  No  j  I'll  keep  thee  from  hanging  thyfelf  for 
fuch  an  extravagance  ;  and  inftead  of  it,  thou  (halt  do  me 
a  mere  verbal  courtefy  :  I  have  juft  now  feen  a  mod  in 
comparable  young  lady. 

Gom.  Whereabouts  did  you  fee  this  moft  incomparable 
young  lady  ?  •  My  mind  mifgives  me  plaguily. 


Lor.  Here,  man,  juft  before  this  corner  houfe  :  pray 
Heaven  it  prove  no  bawdy-houfe. 

Gom.  [^JtJe.]  Pray  Heaven  he  does  not  make  it  one. 

Lor.  What  doft  thou  mutter  to  thyfeif?  Haft  thou 
any  thing  to  fay  againft  the  honefty  of  that  houfe  ? 

Gom.  Not  I,  Colonel,  the  walls  are  very  honeft  ftone, 
and  the  timber  very  honeft  wood,  for  ought  I  know;  but 
for  the  woman  I  cannot  fay,  till  I  know  her  better.  De- 
fcribeher  perfon,  and  if  fhe  live  in  this  quarter  I  may 
give  you  tidings  of  her. 

Lor.  She's  of  a  middle  ftature,  dark-colour'd  hair,  the 
moft  bewitching  leer  with  her  eyes,  the  moft  roguifh 
caft  ;  her  cheeks  are  dimpled  when  (lie  fmiles,  and"  her 
ihules  would  tempt  an  hermit. 

Gom... 
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Com.  [AJidc.']  I  am  dead,  I  am  buried,  I  am  damned. 

Go  on Colonel have  you  no  other  marks  of 

her? 

Lvr.  Thou  haft  all  her  marks,  but  that  (he  has  an  huf- 
band,  a  jealous,  covetous,  old  huncks  :  fpeak  ;  canft  thou 
tell  me  news  of  her  ? 

Gom.  Yes,  this  news,  Colonel,  that  you  have  feen 
your  laft  of  her. 

Lor.  If  thou  helpeft  me  not  to  the  knowledge  of  her, 
thou  art  a  circumciied  Jew. 

Gom.  Circumcife  me  no  more  than  I  circumcife  you, 
Colonel  Hernando.  Once  more,  you  have  feen  your  lart 
of  her. 

Lor.  [Afi(k.'\  I  am  glad  he  knows  me  only  by  that 
name  of  Hernando,  by  which  I  went  at  Barcelona  ;  now 
he  can  tell  no  tales  of  me  to  my  father.  [To  blm.~\  Come, 
thou  wert  ever  good-natured,  when  thou  could'fl  get  by 
it.  Look  here,  rogue,  'tis  of  the  right  damning  colour: 
tljou  art  not  proof  againft  gold,  fure  !  Do  not  1  know 
thee  for  a  covetous 

Gom.  Jealous  old  huncks  ;  thofe  were  the  marks  of 
your  miitrefs's  huiband,  as  I  remember,  Colonel. 

Lor*  O  the  devil !  what  a  rogue  in  underftanding  was 
I,  not  to  find  him  out  fooner  !  ,  {AJlde. 

Gom.  Do,  do,  look  (illily,  good  Colonel ;  'tis  a  decent 
melancholy  after  an  abfolute  defeat. 

Lor.  Faith,  not  for  that,  dear  Gomez  ;         but 

Gom.  But — no  pumping,  my  dear  Colonel. 

Lor.  Hang  pumping  ;  I  was — thinking  a  little  upon  a 
point  of  gratitude  :  we  two  have  been  long  acquain 
tance  ;  I  know  thy  merits,  and  can  make  fome  intereil  ; 
go  to  _;  thou  wert  born  to  authority  ;  I'll  make  thee  Al 
caide,  mayor  of  Saragofla. 

Gam.  Satisfy  yourfelf ;  you  (hall  not  make  me  what 
you  think,  Colonel. 

Lor.  Faith  but  I  will ;  thou  haft  the  face  of  a  magi- 
ftrate  already. 

Gom.  And  you  would- provide  me  with  a  magiftrate's 
head  to  my  magift rate's  face  ;  I  thank  you,  Colonel. 

Lor.  Come,  thou  art  fo  fufpicious  upon  an  idle  ftory— 
that  woman  I  faw,  I  mean  that  little  crooked,  ugly  wo 
man,  for  t'other,  was  a  lie— is  no  more  thy  wife— as 

I'll 
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I'll  go  home  with  thee,  and  fatisfy  thee  immediately,  my 
dear  friend. 

1  Com.  I  fhall  not  put  you  to  that  trouble ;  no,  not  fo 
much  as  a  lingle  vifit  j  not  fo  much  as  an  embafly  by  a 
civil  old  woman,  nor  a  ferenade  of  twincledum  twincle- 
dum  under  my  windows :  nay,  I  will  advife  you,  out  of 
tendernefs  to  your  perfon,  that  you  walk  not  near  yon 
corner-houfe  by  night  ;  for  to  my  certain  knowledge, 
there  are  blunderbufTes  planted  in  every  loop-hole,  that 
go  off  conftantly  of  their  own  accord  at  the  fqueaking  of 
a  fiddle  and  the  thrummming  of  a  guittar. 

Lor.  Art  thou  fo  obftinate  ?  Then  I  denounce  open 
war  again  ft  thee  :  I'll  demolifh  thy  citadel  by  force  ; 
or,  at  leall,  I'll  bring  my  whole  regiment  upon  thee : 
my  thoufand  red  locutfs,  that  (hall  devour  thee  in  free 
quarter. Farewel,  wrought  night-cap.  [Exit. 

Gom.  Farewel,  Buff !  free  quarter  for  a  regiment  of 
red-coat  Ipcufls  1  I  hope  to  fee  them  all  in  the  Red  Sea 

firft  S But  Oh,  this  Jezabel  of  mine  !  I'll  get  a  phyfi- 

cian  that  fhall  prefcribe  her  an  ounce  of  camphire  every 
morning  for  her  breakfaft,  to  abate  incontinency.  She 
fhall  never  peep  abroad,  no,  not  to  church  for  confef- 
fion  !  and  for  never  going,  (lie  fhall  be  condemned  for 
a  heretic.  She  (hall  have  ftripes  by  Troy-weight,  and 
fuftenance  by  drachms  and  fcruples  :  nay,  I'll  have  a 
failing  almanack  printed  on  purpofe  for  her  ufe,  in 
which 

No  carnival  nor  Chriilmas  fliall  appear, 

But  Lents  and  Ember-weeks  fhall  fill  the  year. 

[Exit. 
END  of  the  FIRST  ACT. 


ACT      II. 

'  SCENE,  Tie  Queen's  Antichamler. 
c  Alphonfo  and  Pedro. 

'  ALPHONSO. 

HEN  faw  you  my  Lorenzo  ? 
'  Ped.  I  had  a  glimpfe  of  him  ;  but  he  (hot 
by  me 

«  Like 
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c  Like  a  young  hound  upon  a  burning  fcent  ; 

*  He's  gone  a  harlot  hunting. 

*  Alpb.  His  foreign  breeding  might  have  taught  him 

better. 

*  Fed.  'Tis  that  has  taught  him  this. 

*  What  learn  our  youth  abroad,  but  to  refine 

*  The  homely  vices  of  their  native  land  ? 

*  Give  me  an  honefl  home-fpun  country  clown 

'  Of  our  own  growth  ;  his  dulnefs  is  but  plain, 

*  But  theirs  embroidered  ;  they  are  fent  out  fools,  ' 
'  And  come  back  fops. 

*  Alpb.  You  know  what  reafons  urg'd  me  ; 

*  But  now  I  have  accomplifhed  my  deligns, 

*  I  mould  be  glad  he  knew  them.     His  wild  riots 

*  Difturb  my  foul  ;  but  they  would  fit  more  ciofe, 

*  Did  not  the  threatened  downfall  of  our  houfe, 

*  In  Torrifmond,  o'erwhelm  my  private  ills. 

*  Enter  Bert  ran  attended  ^  and  wbijpering  with  a  Courtier 

*  afide. 

*  Serf.  I  would  not  have  her  think  he  dar'd  to  love 
«  If  he  prefumes  to  own  it,  {he's  fo  proud,  [her  ; 

*  He  tempts  his  certain  ruin. 


[20  Fed.]  Mark  how  difdainfully  he  throws 
his  eyes  on  us. 

*  Our  old  imprifon'd  king  wore  no  fuch  looks. 

'  Pctl.  O,  would  the  General  make  off  his  dotage  to 
th'ufurpiug  Queen, 

*  And  re-inthrone  good  venerable  Sancho  ; 

*  I'll  underdake,  fliould  Bertran  found  his  trumpets, 
t  And  Torrifmond  but  whittle  through  his  fingers, 

*  He  draws  his  army  off. 
'  Alph.  I  told  him  fo  ; 

'  But  had  an  anfwer  louder  than  a  ftorm. 

'  Fed.  No\v  plague  and  pox  or*  his  finock-loyalty  ; 

*  I  hate  to  fee  a  brave,  bold  fellow  lotted, 

t  Made  four  and  fenfelcfs,  turn  'd  to  whey,  by  love; 
4  A  driveling  hero,  fit  for  a  romance. 
6  O,  here  he  comes  :  what  will  their  greeting  be?' 
Enter  Torrifmond  attended.    Bertran  and  be  meet  andjuflk* 

Bert.  Make  way,  my  lords,  and  let  the  pageant  pafs. 

Tor,  I  make  my  way  where-e'er  I  fee  my  ios  : 

C  But 
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But  you,  my  Lord,  are  good  at  a  retreat. 
I  have  no  Moors  behind  me. 

Bert.  Beath  and  hell  ! 
Dare  to  fpeak  thus  when  you  come  out  again. 

Tor.  Dare  to  provoke  me  thus,  infulting  man. 
Enter  Terefa. 

Ter.  My  Lords,  you  are  too  loud  fo  near  the  Queen  ; 
You,  Torrifmond,  have  much  offended  her. 
'  Tis  her  command  you  inftantly  appear, 
To  anfwer  your  demeanour  to  the  prince. 

[Exit  Terefa  ;,  Bert  ran  with  his  company  following  her* 

Tor.  O,  Pedro  !  O,  Alphonfo  !  pity  me  I 
A  grove  of  pikes, 

Whofe  polifh'd  fteel  from  farfeverely  fliines, 
Are  not  fo  dreadful  as  this  beauteous  queen. 

Alph.  Call  up  your  courage  timely  to  your  aid, 
And,  like  a  lion  prefs'd  upon  the  toils, 
Leap  on  your  hunters.    Speak  your  actions  boldly. 
There  is  a  time  when  modeit  virtue  is 
Allow'd  to  praife  itfelf. 

Ped.  Heart,  you  were  hot  enough,  too  hot,  but  now  j 
Your  fury  then  boil'd  upward  to  a  foam  : 
But  lince  this  meflage  came,  you  fink  and  fettle, 
As  if  cold  water  had  been  pour'd  upon  you. 

Tor.  Alas,  thou  know'ft  not  what  it  is  to  love  ! 
When  we  behold  an  angel,  not  to  fear, 
Is  to  be  impudent :  no,  I'm  refolv'd, 
Like  a  led  victim,  to  my  death  I'll  go, 
And,  dying,  blefs  the  hand  that  gave  the  blow. 

[Exeunt. 

The  SCENE  draws,  andjhews  the  Queen  fitting  inflate  : 
Bert  ran  Jlanding  next  her ;  then  Terefa,  &c.  She  rifcs^ 
and  comes  to  the  front. 

^u.  [To  Ber.]  I  blame  not  you,  my  Lord  ;   my  fa 
ther's  will, 

Your  own  deferts,  and  all  my  people's  voice, 
Have  plac'd  you  in  the  view  of  fov'reign  power. 
But  I  would  learn  the  caufe,  why  Torrifmond, 
Within  my  palace  walls,  within  my  hearing, 
Atmoft  within  my  fight,  affronts  a  prince 
"Who  fhortly  (hall command  him. 

Bert, 
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Ser.  He  thinks  you  owe  him  more  than  you  can  pay, 
And  looks  as  he  were  lord  of  human  kind. 
:Enter  Torrifmond,  Alphonfo,   and  Pedro.     Torrifmond 

IO~MS  laWj  then  looks  carncftly  on  the  ^uccn^   and  keeps  At 

diflance. 

Ter.  Madam,  the  General. 

£>u.  Let  me  view  him  well. 
My  father  fent  him  early  to  the  frontiers. 
I  have  not  often  feen  him  ;  if  I  did, 
He  pafs'd  unmark'd  by  "my  unheeding  eyes. 
But  where's  the  fiercenefs,  the  difdainful  pride, 
The  haughty  port,  the  fiery  arrogance  ? 
By  all  thefe  marks,  this  is  not  Cure  the  man. 

Bert.  Yet  this  is  he  who  fill'd  your  court  with  tumult, 
Whofe  fierce  demeanour,  and  whofe  infolence, 
The  patience  of  a  god  could  not  fupport. 

Qu.  Name  his  otfence,  my  Lord,  and  he  fliall  have 
Immediate  punifhment. 

Bert.  'Tis  of  fo  high  a  nature,  fhould  I  fpeak  it, 
That  my  preemption  then  would  equal  bis, 

£>u.  Some  one  among  you  Ipeak. 

Fed.  [dfiik.']  Now  my  tongue  itches. 

£>K.  All  dumb!  On  your  allegiance,  Torrifmond, 
By  all  your  hopes,  I  do  command  you,  fpeak. 

Tor.  [Kneeling.]  O  feek  not  to  convince  me  of  a  crime 
Which  I  can  ne'er  repent,  nor  can  you  pardon  ; 
Or,  if  you  needs  will  know  it,  think,  Oh  think, 
That  he  who  thus  commanded  dares  to  fpeak, 
Unlefs  commanded,  would  have  dy'd  in  lilence. 
But  you  adjur'd  me,  Madam,  by  my  hopes  ! 
Hopes  I  have  none,  for  I  am  all  defpair ; 
Friends  I  have  nene,  for  friendihip  follows  favour; 
Defert  I  have  none,  for  what  I  did  was  duty  : 
Oh,  that  it  were  !  that  it  were  duty  all ! 

£>u.  Why  do  you  paufe  ?  Proceed. 

'Tor.  As  one  condemn'd  to  leap  a  precipice, 
Who  fees  before  his  eyes  the  depth  below, 
Stops  fliorr,  and  looks  about  for  fome  kind  fhrub 
To  break  his  dreadful  fall — fo  J — 
But  whither  am  I  going  ?  If  to  death, 
He  looks  fo  lovely  fweet  in  beauty's  pomp, 
He  draws  me  to  his  diirt.: — I  dare  no  more... 

C  2  £crfr 
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Serf.  He's  mad  beyond  the  cure  of  Hellebore. 
Whips,  darknefs,  dungeons  for  this  infolence. 

Tor.  Mad  as  I  am,  yet  I  know  when, to  bear. 

<£».  You're  both  too  bold.  You,  Torrifmond,  withdraw  £ 
I'll  teach  you  all  what's  owing  to  your  queen. 
For  you,  my  Lord  — • 
The  prieil  to-morrow  was  to  join  our  hands  ; 
I'll  try  if  I  can  live  a  day  without  you. 
So  both  of  you  depart,  and  live  in  peace. 

Aipb.  Who  knows  which  way  (he  points  ? 
Doubling  and  turning  like  an  hunted  hare. 
Find  out  the  meaning  of  her  mind  who  can. 

Fed.  Whoever  found  a  woman's  ?  Backward  and  for 
ward.  The  whole  fex  in  every  word.  In  my  confcisnce, 
when  fhe  was  getting,  her  mother  was  thinking  of  a 
riddle.  [Exeunt  all  but  the  Queen  rf«</Tereia» 

QU.  Hafte,  my  Terefa,  hafle,  and  call  him  back. 

Ter.  Whom,  Madam? 

Qu.  Him. 

Ter.  Prince  Bertran  ? 

£>u.  Torrifmond ; 
There  is  no  other  he. 

4  -Ter.  [Afide.l  A  rifmg  fun, 
•  Or  I  am  much  deceived.'  [Exit  Terefa, 

%u.  A  change  fo  fwift  what  heart  did  ever  feel ! 
It  rufh'd  upon  me  like  a  mighty  dream, 
And  bore  me  in  a  moment  far  from  (hore, 
I've  lov'd  away  myfelf ;  in  one  fhort  hour 
Already  am  I  gone  an  age  of  paffion. 
Was  it  his  youth,  his  valour,  or  fuccefs  ? 
Thefe  might  perhaps  be  found  in  other  men. 
*Twas  that  refpeft,  that  awful  homage  paid  me; 
That  fearful  love  which  trembled  in  his  eyes, 
And  with  a  filent  earthquake  (hook  his  foul. 
But,  when  he  fpoke,  what  tender  words  he  laid  ! 
So  foftly,  that,  like  flakes  of  feather'd  fnow, 

They  melted  as  they  fell. 

Enter  Terefa  w//£  Torrifmond. 

Ter.  He  waits  your  pleafure. 

£>u.  'Tis  well ;  'retire — Oh,  Heav'ns,  tha-c  I  mull  fpcak 
So  diilaat  from  my  heart——  [  Afdf. 


THE    SPANISH   FRYAR.         29 

[To  Tor.]  How  now  !    What  boldneCs  brings  you  back 

Tor.  I  heard  'twas  your  command.  {again  ? 

$>u.  A  fond  miftake, 
To  credit  fo  unlikely  a  command. 
And  you  return  full  of  the  fame  prefumption, 
T*  aftront  me  with  your  love  ? 

Tor.  If  'tis  prefumption,  for  a  wretch  condemn'd^ 
To  throw  himfelf  beneath  his  judge's  feet: 
A  boldnefs  more  than  this  I  never  knew ; 
Or,  if  I  did,  'twas  only  to  your  foes. 

£>u.  You  would  infmuato  your  pad  fervices,  * 
And  thofe,  I  grant,  were  great ;  but  you  confefs 
A  fault  committed  fince,  that  cancels  all. 

Tor.  And  who  could  dare  to  difavow  his  crime, 
When  that  for  which  he  is  accus'd  and  feiz'd, 
He  bears  about  him  {till !  My  eyes  confefs  it  j 
My  every  action  fpeaks  my  heart  aloud  : 
But,  Oh,  the  madnefsof  my  high  attempt 
Speaks  louder  yet !  and  all  together  cry, 
I  love  and  I  defpair. 

£>u.  Have  you  not  heard, 
My  father,  with  his  dying  voice,  bequeath* 
My  crown  and  me  to  Bert  ran  ?  And  dare  you, 
A  private  man,  prefume  to  love  a  queen  ? 

Tor.  That,  that's  the  wound  !  I  fee  you  fet  fo  high, 
As  no  defert  or  fervices  can  reach  : 
Good  heav'ns,  why  gave  you  me  a  monarch's  foul, 
And  crufled  it  with  bafe  Plebeian  clay  ? 
Why  gave  you  me  defires  of  fuch  extent, 
And  iuch  a  fpan  to  grafp  them  ?  Sure  my  lot 
By  fome  o'er-hafty  angel  was  mifplac'd 
In  Fate's  eternal  volume  !-— — But  I  rave, 
And,  like  a  giddy  bird  in  dead  of  night, 
fly  round  the  fire  that  fcorches  me  to  death. 

£>u.  Yes,  Torrifmond,  you've  not  fo  iH  defer v'<J, 
But  I  may  give  you  counfel  for  your  cure. 

Tor.  I  cannot,  nay,  I  wifti  not  to  be  cur*d. 

£>u.  [JjMe.]  Nor  I,  Heav'n  knows  ! 

Tor.  There  is  a  pleafurefure 
In  being  mad,  which  none  but  madmen  know  ! 
Let  me  indulge  it  j  let  me  gaze  for  ever  ! 

C  3  And, 
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And,  fince  you  are  too  great  to  be  belov'd, 
Be  greater,  greater  yet,  and  be  ador'd. 

£>u.  Thefe  are  the  words  which  I  muft  only  hear 
From  Bertran's  mouth  ;  they  fhould  difpleafe  from  you 
I  fa)  they  fliould  ;  but  women  are  fo  vai-n 
To  like  the  love,  though  they  defpife  the  lover. 
Yet,  that  I  may  not  fend  you  from  my  fight 
In  nbfolute  defpair  -  1  pity  you. 

Tor.  Am  I  then  pity'd  j  I  have  Hv*d  enough  * 
Death,  take  me  in  this  moment  of  my  joy  : 
But  when  my  foul  is  plung'u  in  long  oblivion, 
Spare  this  one  thought,  let  me  remember  pity  ; 
And  fo  deceived,  think  all  my  life  was  bleiVcl. 

$u.  What  if  I  add  a  little  to  my  alms  ? 
If  that  would  help,  I  could  caft  in  a  tear 
To  your  misfortunes. 

Tor.  A  tear  !  you  have  o'erbid  all  my  paft  fufferingsj. 
And  all  my  future  too  ! 

£)u.  Were  I  no  queen 
Or  you  of  royal  blood 

Tor.  What  have  I  loft  by  my  fore-fathers*  fault  J 
Why  was  not  I  the  twentieth  by  defcent 
From  a  long  reftive  race  of  droning  kings  ? 
Love,  what  a  poor  omnipotence  hail  thou, 
When  gold  and  titles  buy  thee  •? 
<%u.  [Sighs.]  Oh,  my  torture  ! 
Tor.  Might  I  prefume,  but,  Oh,  I  dare  not  hope 
That  figh  was  added  to  your  alms  for  me  ! 

Qu.  I  give  you  leave  to  guefs,  and  not  forbid  you 
To  make  the  beft  conftruelion  for  your  love. 
Be  fecret  and  difcreet;  thefe  fairy  favours 
Are  loft  when  not  conceai'd  ;  —  provoke  not  Bertran— 
Retire;,  I  rnuft  no  more  but  this  —  Hope,  Torrifmond. 


Tor*  She  bids  me  hope;  Oh,  Heav'ns,  (lie  pities  me! 
And  pity  ftill  foreruns  approaching  love, 
As  lightning  does  the  thunder  !  Tune  your  harp?, 
Ye  angels,  to  that  found  ;  and  thour  my  heart, 
Make  room  to  entertain  thy  flowing  joy. 
Hence  all  my  griefs  and  every  anxious  care  ; 
One  word,  and  one  kind  glance,  can  cure  defpair.    [Exit. 

SCENE* 
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SCENE,  a  CJjamler.   A  table  and  wine  fet  out. 

Enter  Lorenzo. 

Lor.  This  may  hit,  'tis  more  than  barely  poffible ;  for 
fryars  have  free  admittance  into  every  houfe.  This  Jaco 
bin,  whom  I  have  fent  to,  is  her  confeftbr  j  and  who  can 
fufped  a  man  of  fuch  reverence  for  a  pimp  ?  I'll  try  for 
once ;  I'll,  bribe  him  high ;  for  commonly  none  love 
money  better  than  they  who  have  made  a  vow  of  po 
verty. 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  There's  a  huge,  fat,  religious  gentleman  coming 
•up,  Sir;  he  fays  he's  but  a  fryar,  but  he's  big  enough  to 
be  a  pope ;  his  gills  are  as  rofy  as  a  turkey  cock's ;  his 
great  belly  walks  in  ftate  before  him  like  an  harbinger ; 
and  his  gouty  legs  come  limping  after  it ;  never  was  fuch 
a  tun  of  devotion  feen. 

Lor.  Bring  him  in,  and  vanifh.  [Ex!/* 

Enter  Father  Dominick. 

Lor.  Welcome,  father. 

Dom.  Peace  be  here :  I  thought  I  had  been  fent  for  to> 
a  dying  man,  to  have  fitted  him  for  another  world. 

Lor.  No,  faith,  father,  I  was  never  for  taking  fuch 
long  journies.  Repofe  yourfelf,  I  befeech  you,  Sir,  if 
thofe  fpindle  legs  of  yours  will  carry  you  to  the  next 
chair. 

Dom.  I  am  old,  I  am  infirm,  I  mufl  confefs,  with 
fading. 

Lor.  'Tis  a  fign  by  your  wan  complexion,  and  your 
thin  jowls,  father.  Come,  to  our  better  acquaintance : 
here's  a  fovereign  remedy  for  old  age  and  forrow. 

[Dnnkt. 

Dom.  The  looks  of  it  are  indeed  alluring :  I'll  do  you 
reafon.  [Drinks* 

Lor.  Is  it  to  your  palate,  father  ? 

Dom.  Second  thoughts,  they  fay,  are  beft :  I'll  con- 
iider  of  it  once  again.  [Drinks."}  It  has  a  moft  delicious 
flavour  with  it.  Gad,  forgive  me,  I  have  forgotten  to 
drink  your  health,  fon,  I  am  not  ufed  to  be  fo  unman 
nerly.  [Drinks  again* 

Lor.  No,  I'll  be  fworn,  by  what  I  fee  of  you,  you  are 
not.  To  the  bottom,  I  warrant  him,  a  true  church-man. 
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Now,  father,  to  our  bufinefs,  'tis  agreeable  to  your  cal 
ling';   I  intend  to  do  an  a<5t  of  chanty. 

Dom.  And  I  love  to  hear  of  chanty  ;  'tis  a  comfort* 
able  fubjed. 

Lor,  Being  in  the  late  battle,  in  great  hazard  of  my 
life,  I  recommended  my  perfon  to  good  St.  Dominick. 

Dom.  You  could  not  have  pitched  upon  a  better :  he's 
a  fure  card  :  I  never  knew  him  fail  his  votaries. 

Lor.  Troth  I  e'en  made  bold  to  ftrike  up  a  bargain 
with  him,  tha't  if  I  'fcaped  with  life  and  plunder,  I 
would  prelent  fome  brother  of  his  order  with  part  of  the 
booty  taken  from  the  infidels,  to  be  employed  in  chari 
table  ufes. 

Dom.  There  you  hit  him  ;  St.  Dominick  loves  charity 
exceedingly;  that  argument  never  fails  with  him. 

Lor.  The  fpoils  were  mighty  ;  and  I  fcorn  to  wrong 
him  of  a  farthing.  To  make  fhort  my  irory ;  I  en 
quired  among  the  Jacobins  for  an  almoner,  and  the  Gene 
ral  has  pointed  out  your  reverence  as  the  worthieft  man  : 
here  are  fifty  pieces  in  this  purfe. 

Dom*  How  I  fifty  pieces  ?  'tis  too  much,  too  much  irt 
conference. 

Lor.  Here,  take  them,  father. 

Dom.  No,  in  troth,  I  dare  not :  do  not  tempt  me  to 
break  my  vow  of  poverty. 

Lor.  If  you  are  modell,  I  mufl  force  you ;  for  I  am 
ftrongeft, 

Dom.  Nay,  if  you  compel  me,  there's  no  contend 
ing  ;  but  will  you  fet  your  ftrength  againft  a  decrepit, 
poor,  old  man?  [Takes  the  purfe.}  As  I  faid,  'tis  too  great 
a  bounty  ?  But  St.  Dominick  (hall  owe  you  another 
'fcape  ;  I'll  put  him  in  mind  of  you. 

Lor.  If  you  pleafe,  father,  we  will  not  trouble  him 
'till  the  next  battle.  But  you  may  do  me  a  greater  kind- 
nefs,  by  conveying  my  prayers  to  a  female  faint. 

Dom.  A  female  faint !  good  now,  good  now,  how  your 
devotions  jump  with  mine  !  I  always  loved  the  female 
faints. 

Lor.  I  mean  a  female,  mortal,  married-woman  faint. 
Look  upon  the  fuperfchption  of  this  note  ;  you  know 
Don  Gomez's  wife.  {Gives  him  a  letter. 
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Dom.  Who,  Donna  Elvira  ?  I  think  I  have  fome  rea- 
fon  ;  I  am  her  ghoftly  father. 

Lor.  I  have  fome  bufinefs  of  importance  with  her, 
which  I  have  communicated  in  this  paper;  but  her  huf- 
band  is  fo  horribly  given  to  be  jealous. 

Dom.  Ho,  jealous !  he's  the  very  quinteflence  of  jea- 
loufy  :  he  keeps  no  male  creature  in  his  houfe ;  and  from 
abroad  he  lets  no  man  come  near  her. 

Lor.  Excepting  you,  father. 

Dom.  Me,  I  grant  you:  I  am  her  dire&or  and  her 
guide  in  fpiritual  affairs.  But  he  has  his  humours  with 
me  too ;  for  t'other  day,  he  called  me  falfe  apoflle. 

Lor.  Did  he  fo ?  that  reflects  upon  you  all;  on  my 
word,  father,  that  touches  your  copyhold.  If  you  would 
do  a  meritorious  a£tion,  you  might  revenge  the  church's 
quarrel.  My  letter,  father. 

Dom.  Well,  fo  far  as  a  letter,  I  will  take  upon  me; 
for  what  can  I  refufe  to  a  man  fo  charitably  given  ? 

Lor.  If  you  bring  an  anfwer  back,  that  purfe  in  your 
hand  has  a  twin-brother,  as  like  him  as  ever  he  can, 
look ;  there  are  fifty  pieces  lie  dormant  in  it,  for  more 
charities. 

Dom.  That  muft  not  be :  not  a  farthing  more,  upon, 
my  pr'erthood.  But  what  may  be  the  purport  and  mean 
ing  of  this  letter ;  that,  I  confefs,  a  little  troubles  me. 

Lor.  No  harm,  I  warrant  you. 

Dom.  Well,  you  are  a  charitable  man ;  and  I'll  take 
your  word :  my  comfort  is,  I  know  not  the  contents ; 
and  fo  far  I  am  blamelefs.  But  an  anfwer  you  fhall 
have  ;  though  not  for  the  fake  of  your  fifty  pieces  more : 
I  have  fworn  not  to  take  them,  they  fhall  not  be  alto 
gether  fifty  :  your  miftrefs — forgive  me  that  I  fhould 
call  her  your  miftrefs,  I  meant  Elvira,  lives  but  at  next 
door  :  I'll  vifit  her  immediately  :  but  not  a  word  more  of 
the  nine  and  forty  pieces. 

Lor.  Nay,  I'll  wait  on  you  down  flairs.  Fifty  pounds 
for  the  poftage  of  a  letter  !  to  fend  by  the  church  is  cer 
tainly  the  deareft  road  in  Chriflendom.  [Exeunt* 

SCENE,  a  Chamber. 

Enter  Gomez  «»// Elvira. 

Gom,  Henceforth  I  banifli  flefli  and  wine:  I'll  have 
none  ftirring  within  thefe  wails  thefe  twelve  months. 

Eh. 
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Elv.  I  care  not ;  the  fooner  I  am  ftarved,  the  fooner 
I  am  rid  o,f  wedlock.  I  fhall  learn  the  knack  to  fait  a 
days :  you  have  ufed  me  to  failing  nights  already. 

Gom.  How  the  gipfey  anfwers  me  !  Oh,  'tis  a  mofl 
notorious  hilding. 

Elv.  [Crying.]  But  was  ever  poor  innocent  creature  ib 
hardly  dealt  with,  fora  little  harmlefs  chat? 

Gom.  '  Oh,  the  impudence  of  this  wicked  fcx  S*  La- 
fcivious  dialogues  are  innocent  chat  with  you  ! 

Elv .  Was  it  fuch  a  crime  to  enquire  how  the  battle 
pafled  ? 

Gom.  But  that  was  not  the  bufinefs,  gentlewoman ; 
you  were  not  alking  news  of  a  battle  pafled  ;  you  were 
engaging  for  a  Ikirmifh  that  was  to  come. 

Elv.  An  hcneft  woman  would  be  glad  to  hear,  that 
her  honour  was  fafe,  and  her  enemies  were  flam. 

G&m.  \ln  her  fane.]  And  to  afk,  if  he  were  wounded  in 
your  defence;  and,  in  cafe  he  were,  to  offer  yourfelf  to 
be  his  furgeon  ;  then  you  did  not  defcribe  your  hufband 
to  him,  for  a  covetous,  jealous,  rich'old  hunks. 

Elv,  No,  I  need  not :  he  defcribes  himfeif  fuflkiently  ; 
but,  in  what  dream  did  I  do  this  ? 

Gom.  You  walked  in  your  fleep,  with,  your  eyes  broad 
open,  at  noon-day  ;  and  dreamed  you  were  talking  to  the 
forefaid  purpofe  with  one  Colonel  Hernando— 

Elv.  Who,  dear  hufband,  who  ? 

Gom.  What  the  devil  have  I  faid  ?  You  would  have 
farther  information,  would  you. 

Elv.  No,  but  my  dear,  little  old  man,  tell  me  now  ; 
that  I  may  avoid  him  for  your  fake. 

Gom.  Get  you  up  into  your  chamber,  cockatrice ; 
and  there  immure  yourfelf:  be  confined,  I  fay,  during 
our  royal  pleafure :  but,  firft,  down  on  your  marrow 
bones,  upon  your  allegiance,  and  make  an  acknowledge 
ment  of  your  offences  j  for  I  will  have  ample  fatisfaclion. 

\Pidls  her  do=i\w. 

Elv.  I  have  done  you  no  injury,  and  therefore  I'll 
make  you  no  fubmiffion  :  but  I'll  complain  to  my  ghoilly 
father. 

Gom.  Ay;  there's  your  remedy:  when  you  receive 
condign  puniflirnent,  you  run  with  open  mouth  to  your 
confeifbr ;  that  parcel  of  holy  guts  and  garbage  ;  he  mull: 

chuckle 
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chuckle  vou  and  moan  you  :  but  I'll  rid  my  hands  of  his 
ghoflly  authority  one  day, 

Enter  Dominick. 

and  make  him  know  he's  the  fon  of  a  -  -[Sees  him.]  So  j 
no  fooner  conjure,  but  the  devil's  in  the  circle. 

Dom.  Son  of  what,  Don  Gomez. 

Gom.  Why,  a  fon  of  a  church  ;  I  hope  there's  no 
harm  in  that,  father  ? 

Dom.  I  will  lay  up  your  words  for  you  .till  time  (hall 
ferve  ;  and  to-morrow  1  enjoin  you  to  fait^  for  penance. 

Gom.  [4Jide.~]  There's  no  harm  in  that  ;  flie  (hall  fait 
too  ;  fafling  faves  money. 

Dom.  [To  Elvira.]  What  was  the  reafon  that  I  found 
you  upon  your  knees,  in  that  unfeemly  poiture  ? 

Gom.  \_dfide.~\  Oh,  horrible  !  to  find  a  woman  upon 
her  knees,  he  fays,  is  an  unfeemly  poilure  ;  there's  a 
prieft  for  you  ! 

Elv.  [To  Dom.]  I  wifli,  father,  you  would  give  me  an 
opportunity  of  entertaining  you  in  private  :  I  have  fome- 
what  upon  my  fpirits  that  prefies  me  exceedingly. 
fide.\ 


[Afide.  This  goes  well  :  Gomez,  ftand  you  at 
a  diflahce,  —  farther  yet,  —  ftand  out  of  ear-fhot—  I  have 
fomewhat  to  fay  to  your  wife  in  private. 

Gom.  [Afide.']  Was  ever  man  thus  prieft-ridden  ? 
%  Would  the  fteeple  of  his  church  were  in  his  belly  :  I  am 
fure  there's  room  for  it. 

Elv.  I  am  afhamed  to  acknowledge  my  infirmities  j 
but  you  have  been  always  an  indulgent  father;  and 
therefore  I  will  venture  to  —  and  yet  I  dare  not, 

Dom.  Nay,  if  you  are  balhful;  if  you  keep  your 
wound  from  the  knowledge  of  yourfurgeon. 

Elv.  You  know  my  hufband  is  a  man  in  years  ;  but 
he's  my  hufband,  and  therefore  I  fhaU  be  filent  ;  but 
his  humours  are  more  intolerable  than  his  age  :  he's 
grown  fo  froward,  fo  covetotre,  and  fo  jealous,  that  he 
has  turned  my  heart  quite  from  him  ;  and,  if  I  durft  con- 
fefs  it,  has  forced  me  to  caft  my  afteftions  on  another 
man. 

Dom.  Good!  -  hold,  hold;  I  meant  abominable. 
Pray,  Heaven,  this  be  my  Colonel.  [4^^e- 

Eh.  I  have  feen  this  man,  father;  and  have  encou 
raged  his  addrefles  :  he's  a  young  gentleman,  a»  foldier, 

of 


36        THE    SPANISH    FRYAR. 

of  a  moft  winning  carriage  ;  and  what  his  courtfhip  may 
produce  at  laft,  I  know  not  j  but  I  am  afraid  of  my  own 
frailty. 

Dom.  \Afi3e.'\  'Tis  he  for  certain :  flie  has  fared  the 
credit  of  my  function,  by  fpeaking  firfl ;  now  I  muft 
take  gravity  upon  me. 

Gom.  \-AJide.~\  This  whifpering  bodes  me  no  good  for 
certain  ;  but  he  has  me  fo  plaguily  under  the  lafli,  that  I 
dare  not  interrupt  him. 

Dom.  Daughter,  daughter,  do  you  remember  your  ma 
trimonial  vow  ? 

Eh.  Yes,  to  my  forrow,  father,  I  do  remember  it ;  a 
miferable  woman  it  has  made  me :  but  you  know,  father, 
a  marriage  vow  is  but  a  thing  of  courfe,  which  all  women 
take,  when  they  would  get  a  hufband. 

Dom,  A  vow  is  a  very  folemn  thing ;  and  it  is  good 
to  keep  it : — but,  notwith (landing,  it  may  be  broken, 
upon  fome  occafions.  Have  you  flriven  with  all  your 
might  againft  this  frailty  ? 

Eh.  Yes,  I  have  flriven :  but  I  found  it  was  againfl 
the  flream.  Love,  you  know,  father,  is  a  great  vow- 
maker  ;  but  he's  a  greater  vow  breaker. 

Dom.  'Tis  your  duty  to  (hive  always :  but,  notwith- 
flanding,  when  we  have  done  our  utmoft,  it  extenuates 
the  fin. 

Gom.  I  can  hold  no  longer Now,  gentlewoman, 

you  are  confetfing  your  enormities  ;  I  know  it,  by  that 
hypocrital,  down-cafl  look  :  enjoin  her  to  (it  bare  upon 
a  bed  of  nettles,  father  j  you  can  do  no  lefs  in  con- 
fcience. 

Dom.  Hold  your  peace ;  are  you  growing  malapert  ? 
Will  you  force  me  to  make  ufe  of  my  authority  ?  Your 
wife's  a  well-difpofed  and  a  virtuous  lady  j  1  fay  it,  in. 
vcrbo  farce  Jot  is. 

Eh.  I  krvow  not  what  to  do,  father  ;  I  find  myfelf  in 
a  moil  defperate  condition  ;  and  fo  is  the  Colonel  for  love 
of  me. 

Dom.  The  Colonel,  fay  you  !  I  wifli  it  be  not  the  fame 
young  gentleman  I  know  ;  'tis  a  gallant  young  man,  I 
mud  confefs,  worthy  of  any  lady's  love  in  Chriilendom  ; 
in  a  lawful  way,  I  mean  :  of  fuch  a  charming  behaviour, 
fo  bewitching  to  a  woman's  eye ;  and  furthermore,  fo 
4  cha- 
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charitably  given  ;  by  all  good  tokens,  this  rnuil  be  my 
Colonel  Hernando. 

Elv.  Ay,  and  my  Colonel  too,  father :  I  am  over 
joyed  ;  and  are  you  then  acquainted  with  him  ? 

Ddm.  Acquainted  with  him  !  Why,  he  haunts  me  up 
and  down  j  and,  I  am  afraid,  it  is  for  love  of  you  ;  to 
he  prefled  a  letter  upon  me,  within  this  hour,  to  deliver 
to  you  :  I  confefs,  I  received  it,  left  he  mould  fend  it  by 
fome  other  ;  but  with  full  refolutien  never  to -put  it  into 
your  hands. 

Elv.  Oh,  dear  father,  let  me  have  it,  or  I  fhall  die.^ 
Gam.  Whifpering  ftill  !   A  pox  of  your  clofe  commit 
tee  !  I'll  Men,  I'm  refolved.   ^  [Steals  nearer. 
Dom.  Nay,  if  you  are  obiHnately  bent  to  fee  it,  ufe 
your  difcretion,  but  for  my  part,  I  wafli  my  hands  on't. 
What  makes   you  liftening  there?    Get  iarther  oft',  I 
preach  not  to  thee,  thou  wicked  eves-dropper. 

Efa.  I'll  kneel  down,  father,  as  if  I  were  taking  ab» 
folution,  if  you'll  but  pleafe  to  ft and  before  me. 

Dom.  At  you  peril  be  it  then.  I  have  told  you  the  ill 
confequences  ;  &  lllcrann  an'unam  mcam.-—  Your  reputa 
tion  is  in  danger,  to  fay  nothing  of  your  foul.  Not- 
with (landing,  when  the  fpiritual  means  have  been  ap 
plied,  and  fail;  in  that  cafe,  the  carnal  may  be  ufed.— 
You  are  a  'tender  child,  you  are ;  and  mull:  not  be  put 
into  defpair  :  your  heart  is  as  foft  and  melting  as  your 
hand.  \HeJlrokes  her  face  ;  takes  Jxr  ly  the  ba?id;  and 

gives  the  letter. 

Gom.  Hold,  hold,  father,  you  go  beyond  your  com- 
mirlion  ;  palming  is  always  held  foul  play  amongft  game- 
tfers. 

l)om.  Thus  good  intentions  are  mifconitrued  by  wick 
ed  men  ;  you  will  never  be  warned  'till  you  are  excom 
municated. 

Gom.  [Afidc.'\  Ah,  devil  on -him  ;  there's  his  hold  !  if* 
there  were  no  more  in  excommunication  than  the  church's 
cenfure,  a  wife  man  would  lick  his  conference  \vho!e  with 
a  wet  finger  ;  but,  if  I  am  excommunicated,  I  am  out 
lawed;  and  then  there's  no  calling  in  my  money. 

Elv.  \_Rifwg>]  I  have  read  the  note,  father,  and  will 
fend  him  a«  anfuer  immediately  j  for  I  know  his  lodg 
ing  by  his  letter. 

D  Dom 
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Dom.  I  underftand  it  not,  for  my  part ;  but  I  wifh 
your  intentions  be  honed.  Remember,  that  adultery, 
though  it  be  a  filent  fin,  yet  it' is  a  crying  fin  alfo.  Ne- 
verthelefs,  if  you  believe  abfolutely  he  will  die,  unlefs 
you  pity  him,  to  fave  a  man's  life  is  a  point  of  charity  ; 
and  a&ions  of  chariry  do  alleviate,  as  I  may  fay,  and  take 
off  from  the  mortality  of  the  fin.  Farevvel,  daughter- 
Gomez,  cheriih  your  virtuous  wife  j  and  thereupon  I 
give  you  my  benediction.  [Going. 

Gom.  Stay  ;  I'll  conduct  you  to  the  door,  that  I  may 
be  fure  you  rteal  nothing  by  the  way.  Fryars  wear  not 
their  long  fleeves  for  nothing. — Oh,  it  is  a  Judas  Ifcariot. 

[Exit  after  the  Fryar. 

Eh.  This  fryar  is  a  comfortable  man  !  He  will  un- 
derltand  nothing  of  the  bufinefs,  and  yet  does  it  all. 

Pray,  wives,  and  virgins,  at  your  time  of  need, 

For  a  true  guide,  of  my  good  father's  breed.      [Exit. 

END  of  the  SECOND  Acr. 


ACT        III. 

SCENE,  the  Street. 
Enter  Lorenzo  in  a  Fryar^s  bob  it  ^  following  Dominick. 

LORENZO. 

FATHER  Dominick,  father  Dominick  !  Why  in  fuch 
hafte,  man  ? 

Dom.  It  fliould  feem  a  brother  of  our  order. 

Lor.  No,  faith,  I  am  only  your  brother  in  iniquity ; 
my  holinefs,  like  yours,  is  mere  outfide. 

Dom.  What !  my  noble  Colonel  in  metamorpholis ! 
On  what  occaiion  are  you  transformed  ? 

Lor.  Love  ;  almighty  love  ;  that  which  turned  Jupi 
ter  into  a  town-bull,  has  transformed  me  into  a  fryar  ^  I 
have  had  a  letter  from  Elvira,  in  anfwer  to  that  I  lent  by 
you. 

Dom.  You  fee  I  have  delivered  my  meifage  faithfully  ; 
J  am  a  fryar  of  honour  where  I  am  engaged. 

Lor.  Oh ,  I  underihnd  your  hint ;  the  other  fifty  pieces 
are  ready  to  be  condemned  to  charity. 
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Dom.  But  this  habir,  fon,  this  habit! 

Lor.  ' Tis  a  habit,  that  in  all  ages  has  been  friendly  to 
fornication  :  you  have  begun  the  defign  in  this  cloath- 
ing,  and  I'll  try  to  accomplilh  it.  The  hufband  is  ab- 
fent  j  that  evil  counsellor  is  removed  ;  and  the  fovereign 
is  gracioufly  difpoied  to  hear  my  grievances^ 

Dom.  Go  to  ;  go  to  ;  I  find  good  counfel  is  but 
thrown  away  upon  you  :  fare  you  well,  fare  you  wel1, 
fon  !  ah 

Lor.  How!  will  you  turn  recreant  at  the  laft  caft  ? 
You  mufr.  along  to  countenance  my  undertaking:  we  are 
at  the  door,  man. 

Dom.  Well,  I  have  thought  on't,  and  I  will  not  go. 

Lor.  You  may  flay,  father  j  but  no  fifty  pounds  with* 
out  it ;  that  was  only  promifed  in  the  bond  :  but  the  con 
dition  of  this  obligation  is  fuch,  that  if  the  above- 
named  father,  father  Dominick,  do  not  well  and  faith 
fully  perform  — 

Dom.  Now  I  better  think  on't,  I  will  bear  you  compa 
ny  ;  for  the  reverence  of  my  prefence  may  be  a  curb  to 
your  exorbitances. 

Lor.  Lead  up  your  myrmidon,  and  enter.  [Exeunt, 
Enter  Elvira  in  her  Chamber. 

El<v.  He'll  come,  that's  certain  ;  young  appetites  are 
fliarp,  and  feldom  need  twice  bidding  to  fuch  a  banquet. 
Well,  if  I  prove  frail,  as  I  hope  I  fhall  not,  till  I  have 
comparted  my  defign,  never  woman  had  fuch  a  hufband 
to  provoke  her,  fuch  a  lover  to  allure  her,  or  fuch  a  con- 
feffor  to  abfolve  her  ?  *  Of  what  am  I  afraid,  then  ?  Not 

*  my  confcience,   that's  fare  enough  ;   my  ghoitly  father 
'  has  given  it  a  dofe  of  church  opium  to  lull  it.     Well, 
'  for  foothing  fin,  I'll  fay  th.it  for  him,  he's  a  chaplain 

*  for  any  court  in  Chritlendom.' 

Enter  Lorenzo  and  Dominick. 

Oh,  Father  Dominick,  what  news  ?  How,  a  companion 
with  you  !  What  game  have  you  in  hand,  that  you  hunt 
in  couples  ? 

Lor.  [Lifting  up  his  hood*}  I'll  (hew  you  that  im 
mediately. 

Elv.  Oh,  my  love  ! 

Lor.  My  life  ! 

Elv.  My  foul!  [They  embrace. 

D  2  Dom. 
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Dom.  I  am  taken  on  the  fudden  with  a  grievous  fwi ru 
ining  in  my  head,  and  fuch  a  mifl  before  my  eyes,  that  I 
can  neither  hear  nor  fee. 

JElv.  Stay,  and  I'll  fetch  you  fome  comfortable  water. 

Dom.  No,  no,  nothing  but  the  open  air  will  do  me 
good.  I'll  take  a  turn  in  your  garden  ;  but  remember 
that  I  trufl  you  both,  and  do  not  wrong  my  good  opinion 
of  you.  [Exif. 

Elv.  This  is  certainly  theduft  of  gold  which  you  have 
thrown  in  the  good  man's  eyes,  that  on  the  fudden  he  can 
not  fee ;  for  my  mind  mifgives  me,  this  ficknefs  of  his  is 
but  apocryphal. 

Lor.  'Tis  no  qualm  of  conscience,  I'll  be  fworn.  You 
fee,  Madam,  'tis  intereft  governs  all  the  world.  He 
preaches  againft  fin  j  why  ?  Becaufe  fo  much  more  is 
bidden  for  his  filence. 

Elv*  And  fo  much  for  the  Fryar. 

Lor.  Oh,  thofeeyesof  yours  reproach  me  juftly,  that 
I  neglect  the  fubjeft  which  brought  me  hither. 

E.l<v.  Do  you  confider  the  hazard  I  have  run  to  fee  you 
here  ?  If  you  do,  methinks  it  fhould  inform  you,  that  I 
love  not  at  a  common  rate. 

Lort.  Nay,  if  you  talk  of  confidering,  let  us  confider 
why  we  are  alone.  Do  you  think  the  Fryar  left  us  to 
gether  to  tell  beads  ?  Love  is  a  kind  of  penurious  god, 
\ery  niggardly  of  His  opportunities  :  he  muft  be  watched 
like  a  hard-hearted  treasurer ;  for  he  bolts  out  on  the  fud 
den,  and  if  you  take  him  not  in  the  nick,  he  vaniflies  in 
a  twinkling. 

Elv.  Why  do  you  make  fuch  hafte  to  have  done  loving 
me  ?  *  You  men  are  like  watches,  wound  up  for  {hiking 

*  twelve  immediately ;  but,  after;  you  are  fatisfied,  the 

*  very  next  that  follows,  is  the  folitary  found  of  fingle 
4  one. 

*  Lor,  How,  Madam  !  do  you  invite  me  to  a  feaft,  and 

*  then  preach  abftinence  ? 

*  Efa.  No.  I  invite  you  to  afeaft  where  the  difhes  are 

*  ferved  up  in  order.     You  are  for  making  a  hafty  meal, 

*  and  for  chopping  up  your  entertainment  like  a  hungry 

*  clown. -Trull  my  management,  good  Colonel,  and  call 
'  not  for  yotir  defert  too  foon.'     Believe  me,  that  which 
comes  laft,  as  it  is  the  fweeieft,  fo  it  cloys  the  fooneft. 
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Lor.  I  perceive,  Madam,  by  your  holding  me  at  this 
diilance,  that  there  is  fomewhat  you  expert  from  rae. 
What  am  I  to  undertake  or  fufter,  ere  I  can  be  happy  ? 

Elv.  I  muft  firft  be  fatisfied  that  you  love  me. 

Lor.  By  all  that's  holy,  by  thefe  dear  eyes 

Elv.  Spare  your  oarhs  and  proteftations:  I  know  you 
gallants  of  the  time  have  a  mint  at  your  tongue's  end, 
to  coin  them. 

Lor.  You  know  you  cannot  marry  me;  but,  by  hea 
vens,  if  you  were  in  a  condition 

Elv.  Then  you  would  not  be  fo  prodigal  of  your  pro* 
mifes,  but  have  the  fear  of  matrimony  before  your  eyes. 
In  few  words,  if  you  love  me,  as  you  profefs,  deliver  me 
from  this  bondage,  take  me  out  of  Egypt,  and  I'll 
wander  with  you  as  far  as  earth,  and  feas,  and  love  can 
carry  us. 

Lor.  I  never  was  out  at  a  mad  frolic,  though  this  is  the 
maddeft  I  ever  undertook.  Have  with  you,  lady  mine, 
I  take  you  at  your  word;  and  if  you  are  for  a  merry 
jaunt,  I'll  try,  for  once,  who  can  foot  it  fartheil.  There 
are  hedges  in  fummer,  and  barns  in  winter  to  be  found  : 
I  with  my  knapfack,  and  you  with  your  bottle  at  your 
back.  We'll  leave  honour  to  madmen,  and  riches  to 
Knaves  j  and  travel  till  we  come  to  the  ridge  of  the  world, 
and  then  drop  together  into  the  next. 

Elv.  Give  me  your  hand,  and  itrikc  a  bargain. 

[He  takes  her  hand,  and  kijjes  />. 

Lor.  In  fign  and  token  whereof,  the  parties  inter 
changeably,  and  fo  forth When  iliould  I  be  weary  of 

fealing  upon  thisfoft  wax  * 

Elv.  Oh,  heavens^  I  hear  my  hu (band's  voice  f 
Enter  Gomez. 

Gom,  Where  are  you,  gentlewoman  ?  There's  fome- 
thing  in  the  wind,  I'm  fure;  becaufe  your  woman  would 
have  run  up  (lairs  before  me;  but  I  have  fecured  her  be 
low,  with  a  gag  in  her  chops -Now,  in  the  devil's 

name,  what  makes  this  Fryar  here  again?  I  do  not  like 
thefe  frequent  conjunctions  of  the  flefli  and  the  fpirit  j 
they  are  boding. 

Elv.  Go  hence,  good  father;  my  hu(band,'you  feer 
is  in.  an  ill  humour,  and  I  would  not  have  you  witnefs  of 
his  folly. 

I)  3 
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Gom.  [Running  to  the  door.~\  By  your  reverence's  fa 
vour,  hold  a  little  ;  I  muft  examine  you  fomething  better 
before  you  go.  Hey-day  !  who  have  we  here  ?  Father 
Dominick  is  fhrunk  in  the  wetting  two  yards  and  a  half 
about  the  belly.  What  are  become  of  thofe  two  timber- 
logs,  that  he  ufed  to  wear  for  legs,  that  flood  ftrutting 
like  the  two  black  pods  before  a  door?  I  am  afraid  fome 
bad  body  has  been  letting  him  over  a  fire  in  a  great  caul 
dron,  and  boiled  him  down  half  the  quantity  for  a  receipt. 
This  is  no  Father  Dominick,  no  huge  over-grown  abbey- 
lubber  ;  this  is  but  a  diminutive  fucking  fryar.  '  As  fure 
4  as  a  gun,  now,  Father  Dominick  has  been  fpavvning  the 
*  young  (lender  antichriit.' 

JEIv.  \AJlde.'\  He  will  be  found  out ;  there's  no  pre 
vention  ! 

Gom.  Why  does  he  not  fpeak  ?  What,  is  the  Fryar 
poflefled  with  a  dumb  devil  ?  If  he  be,  I  lhall  make  bold 
to  con  jure  him. 

Elv,  He  is  but  a  novice  in  his  order,  and  is  enjoined 
filence  for  a  penance. 

Gom.  A  novice,  quoth-a !  you  would  make  a  novice 
of  me  too,  if  you  could.  But  what  is  his  buiinefs  here  ? 
Anfwer  me  that,  gentlewoman,  anfwer  me  that. 

Eh.  Whatlhould  it  be,  but  to  give  me  fome  fpiritual 
inftrucYtons  ?  >  < 

Gom.  Very  good  !  and  you  are  li£e  to  edify  much 
from  a  dumb  preacher.  This  will  not  pafs  j  I  muft 
examine  the  contents  of  him  a  little  clofer.  Oh,  thou 
confeflbr,  confefs  who  thou  art,  or  thou  art  no  fryar  of 
this  world  ! 
[ffe  comes  to  Lorenz<>,  who  ftruggles  with  him  ;  his  habit 

( Jties  open,  and  difcovers  a  fivord ;   Gomez  Jlaris  lack. 
As  I  live,  this  is  a  manifeil  member  of  the  church  mi 
litant  ! 

Lor.  [d/tde.]  I  am  difcovered — Now,  impudence  be 
my  refuge— Yes,  faith,  'tis  I,  honefl  Gomez.  Thou  feeft 
I  ufe  thee  like  a  friend.  This  is  a  familiar  vifit. 

Gom.  What,  Colonel  Hernando  turned  fryar !  Who 
could  have  fufpe&ed  you  of  fo  much  godlinefs  ? 

Lor.  E'en  as  thou  feeft,  I  make  bold  here. 

Gom.  A  very  frank  manner  of  proceeding  !  But  I  do 
not  wonder  at  your  vifit,  after  fo  friendly  an  invitation 

as 
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as  I  made  you.  Marry,  I  hope  you'll  excufe  the  blun- 
derbufles  for  not  being  in  readinefs  to  falute  you  ;  but 
let  me  know  your  hour,  and  all  fhall  be  mended  another 
time. 

Lor.  Hang  it,  I  hate  fuch  ripping  up  old  unkindnefs, 
I  was  upon  the  frolic  this  evening,  and  came  to  vifit  thee 
in  mafquerade. 

Gom.  Very  likely  ;  and  not  finding  me  at  home,  you 
were  forced  to  toy  away  an  hour  with  my  wife,  or  fo. 
Lor.  Right;  thou  fpeakeft  my  very  foul. 
Gom.  Why,  am  not  I  a  friend,  then,  to  help  you  out  ? 
you  would  have  been  fumbling  half  an  hour  for  this  ex 
cufe.     But,  as  I  remember,  you  promifed  to  ftorm  my 
citadel,  and  bring  your  regiment  of  red  locufts  upon  me, 
for  free  quarter  :  I  find,  Colonel,   by  your  habit,  there 
are  black  locufts  in  the  world,  as  well  as  red. 

Elv.  [Afidc.~\  When  comes  my  lhare  of  the  reckoning 
to  be  called  for  ? 

Lor.  Give  me  thy  hand  ;  thou  art  the  honeftefl  kind 
man — I  was  refolved  I  would  not  go  out  of  the  houfe  till 
I  had  feen  thee. 

Gom.  No,  in  my  confcience,  if  I  had  {laid  abroad  till 
midnight.  But,  Colonel,  you  and  I  mall  talk  in  another 
tone  hereafter;  I  mean,  in  cold  friendftiip,  at  a  bar  be 
fore  a  judge,  by  way  of  plaintiff  and  defendant.  Your 
excufes  want  fome  grains  to  make  them  current :  hum 
and  haw  will  not  do  the  bufinefs.  There's  a  modefl  lady 
of  your  acquaintance ;  fhe  has  fo  much  grace  to  make 
none  at  all,  but  filently  to  confefs  the  power  of  dame  Na 
ture  working  in  her  body  to  youthful  appetite. 

Eh).  How  he  got  in  I  know  not,  unlefs  it  were  by  vir 
tue  of  his  habit. 

Gom.  Ay,  ay,  the  virtues  of  that  habit  are  known 
abundantly. 

Eh.  I  could  not  hinder  his  entrance ;  for  he  took  me 
unprovided. 

Gom.  To  refift  him. 

Eh.  I'm  fure  he  has  not  been  here  above  a  quarter 
of  an  hour. 

Gom.  And  a  quarter  of  that  time  would  have  ferved 
thy  turn.  Oh,  thou  epitome  of  thy  virtuous  fex!  Madam 

Meffalina 


44        THE    S-PANISH    F  R  Y  A  R. 

Meflalina  the  fecond,  retire  to  thy  apartment  j  I  have  an 

aiEgnation  there-to  make  with  thee. 

.     £lv.  I'm  all  obedience.  [Exit. 

Lor.  I  find,  Gomez,  you  are  not  the  man  I  thought 
you.  We  may  meet  before  we  come  to  the  bar,  we  may  ; 
and  our  differences  may  be  decided  by  other  weapons  than 
by  lawyers  tongues,  In  the  mean  time,  no  ill  treatment 
of  your  wife,  as  you  hope  to  die  a  natural  death,  and  go 
to  hell  in  your  bed.  Bilbo  is  the  word ;  remember  that, 

and  tremble [He  is  goittg  out. 

Enter  Dominick. 

T)om.  Where  is  this  naughty  couple  ?  Where  are  you, 
in  the  name  of  goodnefs  ?  My  mind  milgave  me,  and  I 
durfl  trufl  you  no  longer  by  yourfelves.  Here  will  be 
fine  work,  I'm  afraid,  at  your  next  confeffion  ! 

Lor.  [Afi<le.~\  The  devil  is  punctual,  I  fee  :  he  has  paid 
me  the  fhame  he  owed  me  ;  and  now  the  Fryar  is  coming 
in  for  his  part  too. 

JDom.  [Seeing  Go  in.]  Blefs  my  eyes  !  what  do  I  fee  ? 

Gom.  Why,  you  fee  a  cuckold  of  this  honeil  gentle 
man's  making,  I  thank  him  for  his  pains. 

Dom.  I  confefs,  I  am  aftonifhed  ! 

Gom.  What,  "at  a  cuckoldom  of  your  own  contrivance  1 
your  head-piece  and  his  limbs  have  done  my  bufinefs— 
Nay,  do  not  look  fo  ftrangely  :  remember  your  own  words, 
Here  will  be  fine  work  at  your  next  conteilion  !  What 
naughty  couple  were  they,  whom  you  durft  not  truit  to 
gether  any  longer,  when  the  hypocritical  rogue  had  trufted 
them  a  full  quarter  of  an  hour  ?  And,  by  the  way,  horns 
will  fprout  in  lefstime  than  mufhrooms. 

Dom.  Beware  how  you  accufe  one  of  my  order  upon 
light  fufpicions.  The  naughty  couple  that  I  meant, 
.were  your  wife  and  you,  whom  I  left  together  wirh  great 
animofities  on  both  iicles.  Now,  that  was  the  occalion, 
mark  me,  Gomez,  that  I  thought  it  convenient  to  return 
again  and  not  to  trufr,  your  enraged  fpirits  too  long  toge 
ther.  You  might  have  broken  out  into  revilings  and  ma 
trimonial  warfare,  which  are  fms;  and  new  fins  make 
work  for  new  conftfiions. 

Lor.  [Ajide,]  Well  laid,  i'faith,  Fryar ;  thou  art  come 
off  thyfelf,  but  poor  I  am  left  in  limbo.  „ 

Gom.  Angle  in  forne  other  ford,  good  father;  you 

fnali 
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fliall  catch  no  gudgeons  here.  Look  upon  the  prifoner  at 
the  bar,  Fryur,  and  infornrthe  court  what  you  know  con 
cerning  him  :  he  is  arraigned  here  by  the  name  of  Colo 
nel  Hernando. 

Dom.  What  Colonel  do  you  mean,  Gomez  ?  I  fee  no 
man,  but  a  reverend  brother  of  our  order,  whofe  pro- 
feflion  I  honour,  but  whofe  perfon  I  know  not,  as  I  hope 
for  Paradife. 

Gom.  No,  you  are  not  acquainted  with  him  ;  the  more's 
the  pity  ;  you  do  not  know  him,  under  this  difguife,  for 
the  greateft  cuckold-maker  in  all  Spain. 

Dom.  Oh,  impudence  !  Oh,  rogue  !  Oh,  villain  ! — -— 
Nay,  if  he  be  fuch  a  man,  my  righteous  fpirit  rifes  at 
him  !  Does  he  put  on  holy  garments,  for  a  cover-fhame  of 
lewdnefs  ? 

Gom.  Yes,  and  he's  in  the  right  on't,  father :  when  a 
fwingetng  fin  is  to  be  committed,  nothing  will  cover  it  fo 
clofe  as  a  fryar's  hood  ;  for  there  the  devil  plays  at  bo* 
peep,  puts  out  his  horns  to-do  a  mifchief,  and  then  flirinks 
them  back  for  fafety,  like  a  fnail  into  her  fhell. 

Lor.  [Aftde.']  It^s  heft  marching  off  while  I  can  retreat 
with  honour.  There's  no  trufting  this  fryar's  confcience ; 
he  has  renounced  me  already  more  heartily  than  he  e'er 
did  the  devil,  and  is  in  a  fair  way  of  profecuting  me  for 
putting  on  thefe  holy  robes.  '  This  is  the  old  church- 

*  trick  :  the  clergy  is  ever  at  the  bottom  of  the  plot ; 

*  but  they  are  wife  enough  to  flip  their  own  necks  out  of 

*  the  collar,  and  leave  the  laity  to  be  fairly  hanged  for  it.' 

[  Exit  Lor. 

Gom.  Follow  your  leader,  Fryar  ;  your  Colonel  is 
trooped  off;  but  he  had  not  gone  fo  eafily,  if  I  durft 
have  trufted  you  in  the  houfe  behind  him.  Gather  up 
your  gouty  legs,  I  fay,  and  rid  my  houfe  of  that  huge 
body  of  divinity. 

Dom.  I  expect  fome  judgment  fhould  fall  upon  you, 
for  your  want  of  reverence  to  your  fpiritual  director. 
Slander,  covetoufnefs,  and  jealou.fy  will  weigh  thee  down» 

Gom.  Put  pride,  hypocrify,  and  gluttony  into  your 
fcale,  father,  and  you  (hall  weigh  againft  me  :  nay,  if  fins 
come  to  be  divided  once,  the  clergy  puts  in  for  ninepartSj, 
and  icarce  leaves  the  laity  a  tithe. 

Dam.  How  dareft  thou  reproacli  the  tribe  of  Lev!  ? 
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Gom.  Marry,  becaufe  you  make  us  laymen  of  the  tribe 
of  lilachar.  You  make  affes  of  us,  to  bear  your  burdens. 
When  we  are  young,  you  put  panniers  upon  us  with  your 
church-difcipline;  and  when  we  are  grown  up,  you  load 
us  with  a  wife:  after  that,  you  procure  for  other  men, 
and  then  you  load  our  wives  too.  A  fine  phraie  you 
have  amongft  you  to  draw  us  into  marriage  :  you  call  it 
fettling  of  a  man;  juft  as  when  a  fellow  has  got  a  found 
knock  upon  the  head,  you  fay  he  is  fettled — marriage  is  a 
fettling  blow  indeed.  They  fay  every  thing  in  the  world 
is  good  for  fomething,  as  a  toad,  to  fuck  up  the  venom  of 
the  earth  ;  but  I  never  knew  what  a  fryar  was  good  for, 
till  your  pimping  (hewed  me. 

Dom.  Thou  (halt  anfwer  for  this,  thou  (tenderer  !  Thy 
offences  be  upon  thy  head. 

Gom.  I  believe  there  are  fome  offences  there  of  your 
planting.  [£«•//  Dora. 

Lord,  Lord,  that  men  fhould  have  fenfe  enough  to  fet 
fnares  in  their  warrens  to  catch  pole-cats  and  foxes  I 
And  yet 

Want  wit  a  pried- trap  at  their  door  to  lay, 

For  holy  vermin  that  in  houfcs  prey.  [JE.wV» 

SCENE,    a  Palace. 

Queen  and  Terefa. 
Ter.  You  are  not  what  you  were  fince  yefterday ; 

Your  food  forfakes  you,  and  your  needful  reft  ; 

You  pine,  you  languifh,  love  to  be  alone  ; 

Think  much,  fpeak  little,  and,  in.  ("peaking,  figh. 

When  you  fee  Torrifmond,  you  are  unquiet ; 

But  when  you  fee  him  not,  you  are  in  pain. 

£*u.  Oh,  let  them  never  love,  who  never  try'd  ! 

They  brought  a  paper  to  me  to  be  fign'd  ; 

Thinking  on  him,  I  quite  forgot  my  name, 

And  writ,  for  Leonora,  Torriirnond. 
I  went  to  bed,  and  to  myfelf  I  thought 
That  I  would  think  on  Torrifmond  no  more  ; 
Then  (hut  my  eyes,  but  could  not  ihut  out  him. 
I  turn'd,  and  try'd  each  corner  of  my  bed, 
To  find  if  deep  were  there,  but  fkep  was  loft. 
Fev'rilli,  for  want  of  reft,  I  rofe,  and  walk'd, 
And,  by  the  moonmine,  to  the  windows  went ; 

4  Ther* 
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*  There  thinking  to  exclude  him  from  my  thoughts.* 
I  catt  in y  eyes  upon  the  neighbouring  fields, 
And,  ere  I  was  aware,  figh'd  to  myfelf, 
There  fought  my  Torrifmond. 

Ter.  What  hinders  you  to  take  the  man  you  love  ? 
The  people  will  be  glad,  the  foldiers  fhout, 
And  Bertran,  tho'  repining,  will  be  aw'd. 

'  S>u.  I  fear  to  try  new  love  ; 

*  As  boys  to  venture  on  the  unknown  ice, 

*  That  crackles  underneath  them  while  they  flide, 

*  Oh,  how  fhall  I  defcribe  this  growing  ill  ! 

'  Betuixt  my  doubt  and  love,  methinks  I  (land 

*  Falt'ring,  like  one  that  waits  an  ague-fit : 

*  And  yet,  would  this  were  all ! 

*  Ter.  What  fear  you  more  ? 

*  £>u.  I  am  afharn'd  to  fay  ;   'tis  but  a  fancy. 

'  At  break  of  day,  when  dreams,  they  fay,  are  true, 

*  A  drowfy  {lumber,  rather  than  a  deep, 

4  Seiz'd  on  my  fenfes,  with  long  watching  worn. 

*  Methought  I  ftocd  on  a  wide  river's  bank, 

*  Which  I  muit  needs  o'erpafs,  but  Imew  not  how ; 

*  When,  on  a  fudden,  Torrifmond  appear'd, 

*  Gave  me  his  hand,  and  led  me  lightly  o'er, 

*  Leaping  and  bounding  on  the  billows  heads, 

'  Till  fafely  we  had  reach'd  the  farther  fhore.      [Tcape. 
'  Ter.  This  dream  portends  fome  ill  which  you  fhall- 
'  Would  you  fee  fairer  viiions,  take,  this  night, 

*  Your  Torrifrnond  within  you^arms  to  ileep  : 

*  And,  to  thatenci,  invent  fome  apt  pretence 

'  To  break  with  Bertran.     'Tvvould  be  better  yet, 
4  Could  you  provoke  him  to  save  you  th'  occafion, 

*  And  then  to  throw  him  off.' 

Enter  Bertran  at  a  diftance. 

%u.  My  flars  have  lent  him  ; 
For  fee,  he  comes.     How  gloomily  he  looks  ! 
Jf  he,  as  I  fufpe6l,  haVe  found  my  love, 
His  je/ioufy  will  furnifh  him  with  fury, 
And  me  with  means  to  part. 

Bert.  [AJide.]   Shall  I  upbraid  her?  Shall  I  call  her 
If  me  be  falfe,  'tis  what  (lie  moft  defires.  [falfe  ? 

My  genius  whifpersme,  Be  cautious,  Bertran  ; 

Thou 
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Thou  walk 'ft  as  on  a  narrow  mountain's  neck, 
A  dreadful  height,  with  fcanty  room  to  tread. 

Qu.  What  bus'nefs  have  you  at  the  court,  my  Lord  ? 

Bert.  What  bus'nefs,  Madam  ! 

%*.-  Yes,  my  Lord,  what  bus'nefs  ? 
5T5s  fomevvhat  fure  of  weighty  confequence 
That  brings  you  herefo  often,  and  unfent  for.      [enough 

Bert.  \_AJick.'\  'Tis  what  I  fear'd;  her  words  are  cof<5 

To  freeze  a  man  to  death May  I  prefume 

To  i peak,  and  to  complain  ? 
~ £>u.  They  who  com  plain  to  princes,  think  them  tame. 

*  What  bull  dares  bellow,  or  what  iheep  dares  bleat, 

*  Within  the  lion's  den  ?' 

Bert.  Yer  men  are  fuffer'd  to  put  Heav'n  in  mind 
Of  promis'd  bleffings  ;  for  they  then  are  debts.       [give  ; 

£>u.  My  Lord,  Heav'n  knows  its  own  time  when  to 
But  you,  it  feems,  charge  me  with  breach  of  faith. 

Bert.  I  hope  I  need  not,  Madam. 
But  as  when  men  in  ficknefs  ling'ringlie, 
They  count  the  tedious  hours  by  months  and  years, 
So  every  day  deferr'd  to  dying  lovers, 
Is  a  whole  age  of  pain. 

S>n.  What  if  1  ne'er  confent  to  make  you  mine  ? 
My  father's  promife  ties  me  not  to  time ; 
And  bonds  without  a  date,  they  fay,  are  void. 

Bet t.  Far  be  it  from  me  to  believe  you  bound : 
Love  is  the  freeft  motion  of  our  minds  ; 
Oh,  could  you  fee  into  rny  fecret  foul, 
There  you  might  read  your  own  dominion  doubled, 
Both  as  a  queen  and  miftrefs !  If  you  leave  me, 
Know,  I  can  die,  but  dare  not  be  diipleas'd. 

£?tf.  Sure  you  afte6t  itupidity,  my  Lord, 
Or  give  me  caufe  to  think,  that  when  you  loft  % 

Three  battles  to  the  Moors,  you  coldly  flood 
As  unconcern 'd  as  now. 

Bert.  I  did  my  beft  ; 
Fate  was  not  in  my  power. 

£>u.  And  with  the  like  tame  gravity  you  faw 
A  raw  young  warrior  take  your  baffled  work, 
And  end  it  at  a  blow. 

Bert*  I  humbly  take  my  leave ;  but  they  whoblaft 

2  Your 
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Your  good  opinion  of  me,  may  have  caufe 

To  know  I  am  no  coward.  [He  is  going* 

S>u.  Bertran,  flay 

[dlfide,]  This  may  produce  fomedifmal  confequenee 
To  him  whom  dearer  than  my  life  I  love. 
[To  him.'}  Have  I  not  manag'd  my  contrivance  well, 
To  try  your  love,  and  make  you  doubt  of  mine  ? 

Bert.  Then  was  it  but  a  trial  ? 
Methinks  I  ftart  as  from  fome  dreadful  dream, 
And  often  alk  myfelf  if  yet  I  wake. 
[A/ide.]  This  turn's  too  quick  to  be  without  defign  : 
I'll  found  the  bottom  oft,  ere  I  believe. 

<£N.  1  find  your  love,  and  would  reward  it  too ; 
But  anxious  fears  folicit  my  weak  bread. 
I  fear  my  people's  faith, 

That  hot-mouth'd  beafl  that  bears  againfl  the  curb, 
Hard  to  be  broken  even  by  lawful  kings, 
But  harder  by  ufurpers. 

Judge,  then,  my  Lord,  with  all  thefe  cares  opprefs'd, 
If  I  can  think  of  love. 

Bert,  Believe  me,  Madam, 
Thcfe  jealoulies,  however  large  they  fpread, 
Have  but  one  root,  the  old  imprifon'd  Kiqg, 
Whofe  lenity  firfl  pleas'd  the  gaping  crowd  ; 
But  when  long  try'd,  and  found  fupinely  good, 
Like  ^Efop's  log,  they  leap'd  upon  his  back. 
Your  father  knew  them  well,  and  when  he  mounted, 
He  rein'd  them  ftrongly,  and  he  fpurr'd  them  hard  j 
And,  but  he  durft  not  do  it  all  at  once, 
He  had  not  left  alive  this  patient  faint, 
This  anvil  of  affronts,  '  but  fent  him  hence, 
*  To  hold  a  peaceful  branch  of  palm  above, 
'And  hymn  it  in  the  choir.' 

£>u.  You've  hit  upon  the  very  firing,  which,  touch'd, 
Echo's  the  found,  and  jars  within  my  foul : 
There  lies  my  grief. 

Bert.  So  long  as  there's  a  head, 
Thither  will  all  the  mounting  fpirits  fly  ; 
Lop  that  but  off,  and  then 

2>u.  My  virtue  {brinks  from  fuch  a  horrid  ac"r. 

Bert.  This  'tis  to  have  a  virtue  out  of  feaibn. 
1  Mercy  is  good,  a  very  good  dull  virtue  j 

£  *  But 
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*  But  kings  miftake  its  timing,  and  are  mild 
4  When  manly  courage  bids  them  be  fevere.' 
Better  be  cruel  once,  than  anxious  ever. 
Remove  this  threatening  danger  from  your  crown, 
And  then  fecurely  take  the  man  you  love. 

£>u.  [Walking  afide.}  Ha !  let  me  think  of  that—  the  man 
'Tis  true,  this  murder  is  the  only  means  [I  love  ! 

That  can  fecure  my  throne  to  Torrifmond ; 
Nay,  more,  this  execution  done  by  Bertran, 
Makes  him  the  object  o£  the  people's  hate. 

Bert.  [Aprfe.}  The  more  fhe  thinks,   'twill  work  the 
ftronger  in  her. 

J^a.  [AJide.]  How  eloquent  is  mifchief  to  perfuade ! 
Few  ^re  fo  wicked  as  to  take  delight 
In  crimes  unprofitable  ;  nor  do  I. 
If  then  I  break  divine  and  human  laws, 
No  bribe  but  love  could  gain  fo  bad  a  caufe. 

Bert.  You  anfwer  nothing. 

££u.  'Tis  of  deep  concernment, 
And  I  a  woman  ignorant  and  weak. 
I  leave  it  all  to  you  :  think,  what  you  do, 
You  do  for  him  I  love. 

Bert.  [Afide.'}  •  For  him  fhe  loves  ! 
She  nam'd  not  me ;  that  may  be  Torrifmond, 
Whom  fhe  has  thrice  in  private  feen  this  day. 
Then  I  am  finely  caught  in  my  own  fnare 

I'll  think  again Madam,  it  fhall  be  done ; 

And  mine  be  all  the  blame.  [Exit. 

%u.  Oh,  that  it  were !  I  would  not  do  this  crime ; 
And  yet,  like  Heaven,  permit  it  to  be  done. 

*  The  priefthood  grofsly  cheat  us  with  free-will ; 

*  Will  to  do  what,  but  what  Heaven  firft  decreed  ? 
'  Our  actions  then  are  neither  good  nor  ill, 

*  Since  from  eternal  caufes  they  proceed : 

*  Our  paffions,  fear  and  anger,  love  and  hate, 

'  Mere  fenfelefs  engines  that  are  mov'd  by  fate ; 

*  Like  fhips  on  ftormy  feas  without  a  guide, 

'  Toft  by  the  winds,  are  driven  by  the  tide.' 

Enter  Torrifmond. 

Tor.  Am  I  not  rudely  bold,  and  prefs  too  often 
Into  your  prefence,  Madam  ?  If  I  am 

%u.  No  more,  left  I  fliould  chide  you  for  your  ftay. 

Where 
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Where  have  you  been,  and  how  could  you  fuppofe 
That  I  could  live  thefe  two  long  hours  without  you  ? 

Tor.  Oh,  words  to  charm  an  angel  from  his  orb  ! 
Welcome  as  kindly  fliowers  to  long-parch'd  earth  ! 
But  I  have  been  in  fuch  a  difmal  place, 
Where  joy  ne'er  enters,  which  the  fun  ne'er  cheers, 
Bound  in  with  darknefs,  overfpread  with  damps  ; 
Where  I  havefeen  (if  I  could  fay  I  faw) 
The  good  old  king,  majeftic  in  his  bonds, 
And  midft  his  griefs  moft  venerably  great ; 
By  a  dim  winking  lamp,  which  feebly  broke 
The  gloomy  vapours,  he  lay  ftretch'd  along 
Upon  th*  unwholefome  earth,  his  eyes  fix'd  upward  j 
And  ever  antf  anon  a  filent  tear 
Stole  down  and  trickled  from  his  hoary  beard. 

$u.  Oh,  Heaven  !  what  have  I  done  ?  My  gentle  love, 
Here  end  thy  fad  difcourfe ;  and,  for  my  fake, 
Caft  off  thefe  fearful  melancholy  thoughts. 

Tor.  My  heart  is  wither'd  at  that  piteous  fight, 
As  early  bloilbms  are  with  eaftern  blafts. 
He  fent  for  me,  and  while  I  rais'd  my  head, 
He  threw  his  aged  arms  about  my  neck  ; 
And,  feeing  that  I  wept,  he  prefs'd  me  clofe : 
So,  leaning  cheek  to  cheek,  and  eyes  to  eyes, 
We  mingled  tears  in  a  dumb  fcene  of  forrow. 

te.  Forbear;  you  know  not  how  you  wound  mylbul. 
r.  Can  you  have  grief,  and  not  have  pity  too  ? 
He  told  me,  when  my  rather  did  return, 
He  had  a  wond'rous  fecret  to  difclofe. 
Hekifs'd  me,  blefs'd  me,  nay,  hecalPdmefon ; 
He  prais'd  my  courage ;  pray'd  for  my  fuccefs  j 
He  was  fo  true  a  father  to  his  country, 
To  thank  me  for  defending  ev'n  his  foes, 
Becaufe  they  were  his  fubjecls. 

3>u.  If  they  be,  then  what  am  I  ? 

Tor.  The  fovereign  of  my  foul,,  my  earthly  Heaven. 

£>u.  And  not  your  Queen. 

Tor.  You  are  fo  beautiful, 
So  wond'rous  fair,  you  juftify  rebellion  ; 
As  if  that  faultlefs  face  could  make  no  firt, 
But  Heaven,  with  looking  on  it,  muft  forgive. 

£>u.  The  King  mull  die,  he  muft,  my  Torrifnaond : 

E.  a  Though 
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Though  pity  foftly  plead  within  my  foul, 
Yet  he  mufl  die,  that  I  may  make  you  great, 
And  give  a  crown  in  dowry  with  my  love. 

Tor.  Perifli  that  crown,  on  any  head  but  yours ! 
Oh,  recoiled  your  thoughts ! 
Shake  not  his  hour-glafs,  when  his  hafty  fand 
Is  ebbing  to  the  laft. 
A  little  longer,  yet  a  little  longer, 
And  nature  drops  him  down  without  your  fin, 
Like  mellow  fruit  without  a  winter  florin. 

J^tf.  '  Let  me  but  do  this  one  injuftice  more  :' 
His  doom  is  pail,  and  for  your  fake  he  dies. 

Tor.  Would  you  for  me  have  done  fo  ill  an  act, 
And  will  not  do  a  good  one  ? 
Now,  by  your  joys  on  earth,  your  hopes  in  heaven, 
Oh,  fpare  this  great,  this  good,  this  aged  king, 
And  fpare  your  foul  the  crime  ! 

S>u.  The  crime's  not  mine  ; 
'Twas  fait  propos'd,  and  muft  be  done  by  Bertran, 
Fed  with  falfe  hopes  to  gain  my  crown  and  me. 
I,  to  enhance  his  ruin", .gave  no  leave  ; 
But  barely  bade  him  thipk,  and  then  refolve. 

Tor.  In  not  forbidding,  you  command  the  crime. 
Think%  timely  think  on  the  laft  dreadful  day  ; 
How  will  you  tremble,  there  to  ftand  expos'd, 
And  foremoft  in  the  rank  of  guilty  ghofts, 
That  muft  be  doom'd  for  murder  !  Think  on  murder ; 
That  troop  is  plac'd  apart  from  common  crimes  ; 
The  damn'd  themfelves  ftart  wide,  and  fhun  that  band, 
As  far  more  black,  and  more  forlprn  than  they. 

£>u.  'Tis  terrible  ;  it  (hakes,  it  ftaggers  me. 
*  I  knew  this  truth,  but  I  repell'd  that  thought. 
-  *  Sure  there  is  none  but  fears  a  future  ftate  : 
'  And  when  the  moft  obdurate  fwear  they  do  not, 
4  Their  trembling  hearts  belle  their  bcafting  tongues.' 

Enter  Terefa. 

Send  fpeedily  to  Bertran ;  charge  him  ftri&ly 
Not  to  proceed,  but  wait  my  further  pleafure. 

Ter.  Madam,  he  fends  to  tell  you, 'tis  perform'd.  [Exit. 

Tor.  Ten  thoufand  plagues  confume  him!  furies  drag 
Fiends  tear  him  !  Blafted  be  the  arm  that  ft  ruck,  [him  ! 
The  tongue  that  order'd  !  only  (he  be  fpar'd, 

That 
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That  hinder'd  not  the  deed  !  Oh,  where  was  then 

The  power  that  guards  the  facred  lives  of  kings  ? 

Why  flept  the  lightning  and  the  thunder-bolts, 

Or  bent  their  idle  rage  on  fields  and  trees, 

When  vengeance  call'd  them  here  ? 
£>u.  Sleep  that  thought  too. 

*Tis  done  ;  and  fince  'tis  done,  'tis  paft  recall  ; 

And  fince  'tis  paft  recall,  mufl  be  forgotten. 
Tor.  Oh,  never,  never  fhall  it  be  forgotten.  [ 

High  Heaven  will  not  forget  it ;  after  ages 

Shall  with  a  fearful  curfe  remember  ours, 

And  blood  fhall  never  leave  the  nation  more;. 
*  j9#.  His  body  fliall  be  royally  interr'd, 
And  the  laft  funeral  pomps  adorn  his  herfew 
I  will  myfelf  (as  I  have  caufe  too  juft) 
Be  the  chief  mourner  at  his  obfequies; 
And  yearly  fix,  on  the  revolving  day, 
The  folemn  mark  of  mourning,  to  atone, 
And  expiate  my  offences. 
'  Tor.  Nothing  can, 

But  bloody  vengeance  on  that  traitor's  head, 
Which,  dear  departed  fpirit,  here  I  vow.' 
£>u.  Here  end  our  forrows,  and  begin  our  joys. 
Love  calls,  my  Torrifmond  :  though  hate  has 
And  ruPd  the  day,  yet  love  will  rule  the  night. 
The  fpiteful  flars  have  filed  their  venom  down, 
And  now  the  peaceful  planets  take  their  turn* 
This  deed  of  Bertran's  has  remov'd  all  fears, 
And  giv'n  me  juft  occafion  to  refufe  him.* 

What  hinders  now,  but  that  the  holy  prieil 

In  fecret  join  our  mutual  vows  ?  *  And  then 

4  This  night,  this  happy  night  is  yours  and  mine.* 
Tor.  Be  {till  my  forrows,  and  be  loud  my  joys  ; 

Fly  to  the  utmoft  circles  of  the  fea, 

Thou  furious  tempeft,  that  hath  tofs'd  my  mind,, 

And  leave  no  thought  but  Leonora  there— 

What's  this  ? — I  feel  a  boding  in  my  foul, 

As  if  this  day  were  fatal — Be  it  fo. 

Fate  fliall  but  have  the  leavings  of  my  love. 

My  joys  are  gloomy,,  but  withal  are  great. 

The  lion,  though  he  fees  the  toils  are  fet,. 

E  3  Yet, 
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Yet,  pinch'd  with  raging  hunger,  fcow'rs  away, 

Hunts  in  the  face  of  danger  all  the  day, 

At  night,  with  fullen  pleafure,  grumbles  o'er  his  prey. 

[Exeunt, 
END  of  the  THIRD  ACT. 


ACT    IV. 

SCENE,  lefore  Gomez'j  door. 
Enter  Lorenzo,  Dominick,  and  two  Soldiers  at  a  dijlance. 

DOMINICK. 

I'LL  not  wag  an  ace  farther :  the  whole  world  will 
not  bribe  me  to  it ;  for  my  conscience  will  digefl  thefe 
grofs  enormities  no  longer. 

Lor.  How,  thy  confcience  not  digeft  them  !  There's 
ne'er  a  fryar  in  Spain  can  fhew  a  confcience  that  comes 
near  it  for  digeftion.  It  digefted  pimping,  when  I  fent 
thee  with  my  letter;  and  it  digefted  perjury,  when  thou 
fworeft  thou  didft  not  know  me :  I'm  fure  it  has  digefted 
me  fifty  pound  of  as  hard  gold  as  is  in  all  Barbary  :  pr'y- 
thee,  why  fliould'ft  thou  difcourage  fornication,  when, 
thou  knoweft  thou  loveft  afweet  young  girl  ? 

Dom.  Away  j  away  ;  I  do  not  love  them  ;— phau  ; 

no, — [Spits,"]  I  do  not  love  a  pretty  girl you  are  fa 

waggi  fh .  [Spits  again* 

Lor.  Why  thy  mouth  waters  at  the  very  mention  of 
them. 

Dom.  You  take  a  mighty  pleafure  in  defamation,  Co 
lonel  ;  but  I  wonder  what  you  find  in  running  refllefs  up 
and  down,  breaking  your  brains,  emptying  your  purfe, 
and  wearing  out  your  body,  with  hunting  after  unlawful 
game. 

Lor.  Why  there's  the  fatisfadion  on'c. 

Dom.  This  incontinency  may  proceed  to  adultery,  and 
adultery  to  murder,  and  murder  to  hanging  ;  and  there's 
the  fatisfaclion  on't. 

Lor.  IM  not  hang  alone,  fryar  ;  I'm  refolved  to  peach 
thee  before  thy  fuperiors,  for  what  thou  halt  done 
already. 

Dom.  I  am  refolved  to  forfwear  it  if  you  do  :  let  me 

adyife 
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advife  you  better,  Colonel,  than  to  accufe  a  church 
man  to  churchmen  :  in  the  common  caufe  we  are  all  of 
a  piece  ;  we  hang  together. 

Lor.  [Ajide.}  If  you  don't,  it  were  no  matter  if  you 
did. 

Dom.  Nay,  if  you  talk  of  peaching,  I'll  peach  firfl, 
and  fee  whofe  oath  will  be  believed  ;  I'll  trounce  you  for 
offering  to  corrupt  my  honefly,  and  bribe  my  confcience ; 
you  fliall  be  fummoned  by  an  hoft  of  .paritors ;  you  {hall 
be  fentenced  in  the  fpiritual  court ;  you  fliall  be  excom 
municated;  you  fliall  be  out-lawed  ; and -{Here 

Lorenzo  takes  a  purfe^  and  plays  ivitb  if,  and  at  laji,  lets 
the  purfc  fall  chinking  on  the  ground',  which  the  fry ar  eyes.] 
[In  another  tone.]  I  lay,  a  man  might  do  this  now,  if  he 
were  malicioufly  difpofed,  and  had  a  mind  to  bring  mat 
ters  to  extremity  ;  but,  confidering,  that  you  are  my 
friend,  a  perfon  of  honour,  and  a  worthy  good  charitable 
man,  I  would  rather  die  a  thoufand  deaths  than  difoblige 
you.  [Lorenzo  takes  up  thepurfe,  and  pours  it  into  the  fry - 
ar's  JleeveJ}  Nay,  good  Sir  ;  nay,  dear  Colonel  ;  Oh, 
Lord,  Sir,  what  are  you  doing  now  !  I  profefs  this  muft 
not  be  :  without  this  I  would  have  ferved  you  to  the  ut- 
termoft ;  pray  command  me.  A  jealous,  foul-mouthed 
rogue  this  Gomez  is  :  I  faw  how  he  ufed  you,  and  you 
marked  how  he  ufed  me  too  :  Oh,  he's  a  bitter  man  ;  but 
we'll  join  our  forces ;  ah,  fhall  we,  Colonel  ?  We'll  be  re 
venged  on  him  with  a  witnefs. 

Lor.  But  how  fhall  I  fend  her  word  to  be  ready  at 
the  door,  (for  I  muft  reveal  it  in  confeffion  to  you,)  that 
I  mean  to  carry  her  away  this  evening,  by  the  help  of 
thefe  two  foldiers  ?  I  know  Gomez  fufpedts  you,  and  you* 
will  hardly  gain  admittance. 

Dom.  Let  me  alone;  I  fear  him  not;  I  am  armed 
with  the  authority  of  my  cloathing;  yonder  I  fee  him 
keeping  centry  at  his  door :  '  have  you  never  feen  a 

*  citizen,  in  a  cold  morning,  clapping  his   fides,  and 
e  walking  forward  and  backward,  a  mighty  pace  before 

*  his  (hop  ?  But  I'll  gain  the  pafs,  in  fpite  of  his  fuf- 

*  picion;'  ftand  you  afide,  and  do  but  mark  how  I  ac- 
coft  him. 

Lor.  If  he  meet  with  a  repulfe,  we  muft  throw  off 
i  the 
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the  fox's  fkin,  and  put  on  the  lion's :  come,  gentlemen, 
you'll  ftand  by  me. 

Sold.  Do  not  doubt  us,  Colonel. 

[They  re  fire  a/I  three  to  a  corner  of  thejlage,  Domi- 
nick  goes  to  the  door  where  Gomezjfands. 

Dom.  Good  even,  Gomez,  how  does  your  wife  ? 

Gom.  Jufl  as  you'd  have  her,  thinking  on  nothing, 
but  her  dear  Colonel,  and  confpiring  cuckoldum  againft 
me. 

Dom.  I  dare  fay,  you  wrong  her,  fhe  is  employing  her 
thoughts  how  to  cure  you  of  your  jealoufy. 

Gom.  Yes,  by  certainty. 

Dom.  By  your  leave,  Gomez ;  I  have  fome  fpirituat 
advice  to  impart  to  her  on  that  fubjeft. 

Gom.  You  may  fpare  your  inftruftionsr  if  you  pleafe, 
father,  ,fhe  has  no  further  need  of  them. 

Dom.  How,  no  need  of  them  !  Do  you  fpeak  in  riddles  ? 

Gom.  Since  you  will  have  me  fpeak  plainer ;  fhe  has 
profited  fo  well  already  by  your  counfel,  that  (he  can 
fay  her  leflbn,  without  your  teaching  :  do  you  understand 
me  now  ? 

Dom.  I  muft  not  neglect  my  duty,  for  all  that ;  once 
again,  Gomez,  by  your  leave. 

Gom.  She's  a  little  indifpofed  at  prefent,  and  it  will 
not  be  convenient  to  difturb  her. 

[Dominick  offers  to  go  by  hlm^  lut  ?  other  ft ands  h' 
fore  him. 

Dom.  Indifpofed,  fay  you  ?  Oh,  it  is  upon  thofe  occa- 
fions  that  a  confeflbr  is  moft  neceifary ;  I  think,  it  was 
nry  good  angel  that  fent  me  hither  fo  opportunely. 

Gom.  Ay,  whofe  good  angel  fent  you  hither,  that  you 
belt  know,  father. 

Dom.  A  word  or  two  of  devotion  will  do  her  ruo  harm, 
I'm  fure. 

Gom.  A  little  deep  will  do  her  more  good,  I'm  fure : 
you  know  fhe  difburdened  her  confcience  but  this  morn 
ing  to  you. 

Dom.  But,  if  flic  be  ill  this  afternoon,  fhe  may  have 
new  occafion  to  confefs. 

Gom.  Indeed  as  you  order  matters  with  the  Colonel, 
fhe  may  have  occafion  of  confeffing  herfelf  every  hour. 

Dom.  Pray  how  long  has  file  been  fick  ? 
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Gom.  Lord,  you  will  force  a  man  to  fpeak  ;  why  ever 
fince  your  laft  defeat. 

Dom.  This  can  be  but  fome  light  hidifpofition,  it  will 
not  laft,  and  I  may  fee  her. 

Com.  How,  not  laft  !  I  fay,  it  will  laft,   and  it  fhall 
laft  ;  (he  (hall  be  fick  thefe  feven  or  eight  days,  and  per 
haps  longer,  as  I  fee  occafion.    What !  I  know  the  mind 
«.-f  her  ficknefs,  a  little  better  than  you  do. 
^~&om.  I  find  then,  1  muft  bring  a  doctor. 

Gom.  And  he'll  bring  an  apothecary,  with  a  chargea 
ble  long  bill  of  Ana's :  thofe  of  my  family  have  the 
grace  to  die  cheaper;  in  a  word,  Sir  Dominick,  we  un- 
derftand  one  another's  bufinefs  here :  I  am  refolved  to 
Hand  like  the  Swifs  of  my  own  family,  to  defend  the  en 
trance  ;  you  may  mumble  over  your  pater  noftcrs,  if  you 
pleafe,  and  try  if  you  can  make  my  doors  fly  open,  and 
batter  down  my  walls,  with  bell,  book  and  candle  ;  but  I 
am  not  of  opinion,  that  you  are  holy  enough  to  commit 
miracles. 

Dom.  Men  of  my  order  are  not  to  be  treated  after  this 
manner. 

Gom.  I  would  treat  the  pope  and  his  cardinals  in  the 
fome  manner,  if  they  offered  to  fee  my  wife,  without  my 
leave. 

Dom.  I  excommunicate  thee  from  the  church,  if  thou 
doft  not  open,  there's  promulgation  coming  out. 

Gom.  And  I  excommunicate  you  from  my  wife,  if 
you  go  to  that;  there's  promulgation  for  promulgation, 
and  bull  for  bull ;  and  fo  I  leave  you  to  recreate  your- 

felf  with  the  end  of  an  old  fong "  and  forrow  came 

to  the  old  fryar."  [Exit. 

Enter  Lorenzo  and  Soldiers. 

Lor.  I  will  not  afk  you  your  fuccefs  ;  for  I  overheard 
part  of  it,  and  faw  the  conclufion  ;  I  find  we  are  now 
put  upon  our  laft  trump  ;  the  fox  is  earthed,  but  I  fhall 
fend  my  two  terriers  in  after  him. 

Sold.  I  warrant  you,  Colonel,  we'll  unkennel  him. 

Lor,  And  make  what  hafte  you  can,  to  bring  out  the 
lady  :  what  fay  you,  father?  Burglary  is  but  a  venial  fin 
among  the  foldiers. 

Dom.  I  fhall  abfolve  them,  becaufe  he  is  an  enemy  of 

the 
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the  church — ^-There  is  a  proverb,  I  confefs,  which  fays, 
that  dead  men  tell  no  tales ;  but  let  your  foldiers  apply  it 
at  their  own  perils. 

Lor.  What  take  away  a  man's  wife,  and  kill  him  too  ! 
The  wickednefs  of  this  old  villain  ftartles  me,  '  and  gives 

*  me  a  twinge  for  my  own  fin,  though  it  comes  far  (hort  of 

*  his  :*  hark  you,  foldiers,  be  fure  you  ufe  as  little  vio 
lence  to  him  as  poffible. 

Dow.  Hold,  a  little,  I  have  thought  better  ho—";to 
fecure  him,  with  lefs  danger  to  us. 

Lor.  Oh,  miracle  !   the  fryar  is  grown  confcientious ! 

Dam,  The  old  king,  you  know,  is  juft  murdered,  and 
,the  perfons  that  did  it  are  unknown;  let  the  foldiers 
feize  him  for  one  of  the  affaffinates,  and  let  me  alone  to 
accufe  him  afterwards. 

Lor.  1  cry  thee  mercy  with  all  my  heart,  for  fufpecl- 
ing  a  fryar  of  the  leaft  good-nature ;  what,  would  you 
accufe  him  wrongfully  ? 

Dom.  I  muft  confefs,  'tis  wrongful  quoad  hoc  as  to  the 
fact  itfelf ;  but  Vis  rightful  quoad  hunc,  as  to  this  here 
tical  rogue,  whom  we  muft  difpatch :  he  has  railed 
againfl  the  church,  which  is  a  fouler  crime  than  the 
murder  of  a  thoufand  kings  ;  omne  majus  continet  in  fe 
minus :  he  that  is  an  enemy  to  the  church,  is  an  enemy 
unto  heaven  ;  and  he  that  is  an  enemy  to  heaven,  would 
have  killed  the  king  if  he  had  been  in  the  circymftances 
of  doing  it ;  fo  it  is  not  wrongful  to  accufe  him. 

Lor.  I  never  knew  a  churchman,  if  he  were  perfo- 
nally  offended,  but  he  would  bring  in  heaven  by  hook 
or  crook  into  his  quarrel.  Soldiers,  do  as  you  were  firft 
ordered.  [Exeuntfoldiers. 

Dom.  What  was't  you  ordered  them  ?  Are  you  fure  it 
is  fafe,  and  not  fcandalous  ? 

Lor.  Somewhat  near  your  own  defign,  but  not  alto 
gether  fo  mifchievous  ;  the  people  are  infinitely  difcon- 
tented,  as  they  have  reafon ;  and  mutinies  there  are,  or 
will  be,  againil  the  queen;  now 'I  am  content  to  put 
him  thus  far  into  the  plot,  that  he  fhould  be  fecured  as  a 
uaitor ;  but  he  (hall  only  be  priibner  at  the  foldiers 
quarters ;  and  when  I  ara  out  of  reach,  he  (hall  be  re- 
leafed. 

Dan. 
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Dom.  And  what  will  become  of  me  then  ?  For  when 
he  is  free,  he  will  infallibly  accufe  me. 

Lor.  Why  then,  father,  you  muft  have  recourfe  to 
your  infallible  church-remedies,  lie  impudently,  and 
fwear  devoutly;  and,  as  you  told  me  but  now,  let  him 
try  whofe  oath  will  be  firfl  believed.  Retire,  I  heartlvem 
coming.  \They  withdraw. 

Enter  the  Soldiers  'with  Gomez  ftruggling  on  their  lacks. 

Gom.  Help,  good  Chriftians,  help  neighbours;  my 
houfe  is  broken  open  by  force,  and  I  am  ravifhed,  and  am 
like  to  be  aflaffinated.  What  do  you  mean,  villains  ? 
Will  you  carry  me  away  like  a  pedlar's  pack  upon  your 
backs  ?  Will  you  murder  a  man  in  plain  day-light. 

ift  Sold.  No ;  but  we'll  fecure  you  for  a  traitor,  and 
for  being  in  a  plot  againft  the  ftate. 

Com.  Who,  I  in  a  plot :  Oh,  Lord  !  Oh,  Lord  !  I 
never  durlt  be  in  a  plot.  Why,  how  can  you  in  confcience 
fufpe6t  a  rich  citizen  of  fo  much  wit  as  to  make  a  plot 
ter?  There  are  none  but  poor  rogues,  and  thofe  that 
can't  live  without  it,  that  are  in  plots. 

2dSoU.  Away  with  him,  away  with  him. 

Gom.  Oh,  my  gold  !  my  wife  !  my  wife  !  my  gold  ! 
As  I  hope  to  be  faved  now,  I  know  no  more  of  the  plot 
than  they  that  made  it.  \7hey  carry  him  off,  and  cxeiint, 

Lor.  Thus  far  have  we  failed  with  a  merry  gale,  now 
we  have  the  Cape  of  good  Hope  in  fight ;  the  trade- 
wind  is  our  own,  if  we  can  but  double  it.  [He  looks  out.] 
[AJtde."]  Ah,  my  father  and  Pedro  ftand  at  the  corner  of 
the  ftreet  with  company,  there's  no  ftirring  'till  they  are 
pad! 

Enter  Elvira  with  a  Ca/ket. 

Elv.  Am  I  come  at  laft  into  your  arms  ? 

Lor.  Fear  nothing?  the  adventure's  ended,  and  the 
knight  may  carry  off  the  lady  fafely. 

Eh.  I'm  fo  overjoyed,  I  can  fcarce  believe  I  am  at 
liberty ;  4  but  ftand  panting,  like  a  bird  that  has  often 
'  beaten  her  wings  in  vain  againft  her  cage,  and  at  laft 
'  dares  hardly  venture  out,  though  (he  fees  it  open.' 

Dom.  Lofe  no  time,  but  make  hafle  while  the  way 
is  free  for  you ;  and  thereupon  I  give  you  my  bene 
diction. 

Lor*  'Tis  not  fo  free  as  you  fuppofe ;  for  there's  an 

old 
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old  gentleman  of  my  acquaintance  that  blocks  up  the 
paflage  at  the  corner  of  the  ftreet. 

Dom.  What  have  you  gotten  there  under  you  arm, 
daughter?  fomewhat,  I  hope,  that  will  bear  your  charges 
in  your  pilgrimage. 

Lor.  The  fryar  has  an  hawk's  eye  to  gold  and  jewels. 

EIv.  Here's  that  will  make  you  dance  without  a  fid 
dle,  and  provide  a  better  entertainment  for  us  than 
hedges  in  fummer  and  barns  in  winter.  Here's  the  very 
heart,  and  foul,  and  life-blood  of  Gomez  ;  pawns  in 
abundance,  old  gold  of  widows,  and  new  gold  of  prodi 
gals  ;  and  pearls  and  diamonds  of  court  ladies,  till  the 
next  bribe  helps  their  hufbands  to  redeem  them. 

Dom.  They  are  the  fpoils  of  the  wicked,  and  the 
church  endows  you  with  thera. 

Lor.  And,  faith,  we'll  drink  the  church's  health  out 
of  them.  But  all  this  while  I  ftand  on  thorns ;  pr'ythee, 
dear,  look  out,  and  fee  if  the  coafl  be  free  for  our  efcape  ; 
for  I  dare  not  peep  for  fear  of  being  known. 

[Elvira  goes  to  look  out,  and  Gomez  comes  running  in 
upon  her :  Jbe  Jhrieks  out. 

Gom.  Thanks  to  my  (tars,  I  have  recovered  my  own 
territprities— What  do  I  fee  !  I'm  ruined !  I'm  un*-  ' 
done  !  I'm  betrayed  ! 

*  Dom.  {Afide.]  What  a  hopeful  enterprize  is  here 
«  fpoiled!' 

Gom.  Oh,  Colonel,  are  you  there  ?  and  you,  fryar  ? 
nay,  then  I  find  how  the  world  goes. 

Lor.  Chear  up,  man,  thou  art  out  of  jeopardy  ;  I 
heard  thee  crying  out  juit  now,  and  came  running  in  full 
fpeed  with  the  wings  of  an  eagle  and  the  feet  of  a  tiger 
to  thy  refcue. 

Gom.  Ay,  you  are  always  at  hand  to  do  me  a  courtefy 
with  your  eagle's  feet  and  your  tiger's  wings ;  and,  what, 
were  you  here  for,  friar? 

Dam.  To  interpofe  my  fpiritual  authority  in  your  be 
half. 

Gom.  And  why  did  you  (hriek  out,  gentlewoman  ? 

Elv.  'Twas  for  joy  at  your  return. 

Gom.  And  that  caikec  under  your  arm,  for  what  end 
and  purpofe  ? 

Eto.  Only  to  preferve  it  from  the  thieves. 

Gom  • 
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Gom.  And  you  came  running  out  of  doors 

f.Iw.  Only  to  meet  you,  fweet  hufband. 
,  Gom.  A  fine  evidence  fummed  up  among  you:  thank 
you  heartily ;  you  are  all  my  friends.  The  Colonel  was 
walking  by  accidentally,  and  hearing  my  voice,  came 
in  to  fave  me;  the  fryar,  who  was  hobbling  the  fame 
way  too,  accidentally  again,  and  not  knowing  of  the 
Colonel,  I  warrant  you  he  comes  in  to  pray  for  me  ;  and 
my  faithful  wife  runs  out  of  doors  to  meet  me  with  all 
my  jewels  under  her  arm,  and  fhrieks  out  for  joy  at  my 
return.  But  if  my  father-in-law  had  not  met  your  fol- 
diers,  Colonel,  and  delivered  me  in  the 'nick,  I  fliould 
neither  have  found  a  friend  nor  a  fryar  here,  and  might 
have  fhrieked  out  for  joy  myfelf,  for  the  lofs  of  my  jewels 
and  my  wife. 

Dom.  Art  thou  an  infidel  ?  Wilt  thou  not  believe  us  ? 

Gom.  Such  churchmen  as  you  would  make  any  man 
an  infidel.  Get  you  into  your  kennel,  gentlewoman  ! 
I  (hall  thank  you  within  doors  for  your  lafe  cuflody  of 
my  jewels,  and  your  own.  \IIe  tbrufts  his  wife  off  tbejl age. 
[Exit  Elvira.]  As  for  you,  Colonel  Muff-cap,  we  mall 
try  before  a  civil  magiftrate  who's  the  greateft  plotter  of 
us  two,  I  againft  the  irate,  or  you  againft  the  petticoat. 

Lor.  Nay,  if  you  will  complain,  you  {hall  for  fome- 
thing.  [Beafs  him'. 

Gom.  Murder  !  murder  !  I  give  up  the  ghoft  !  I  am 
deftroyed !  Help!  murder!  murder! 

])o?n.  Away,  Colonel,  let  us  fly  for  our  lives  :  the 
neighbours  are  coming  out  with  forks,  and  fire-fhovels, 
and  fpits,  and  other  domeftic  weapons  ;  the  militia  of  a 
whole  alley,  is  raifed  againft  us. 

Lor.  This  is  but  the  intereft  of  my  debt,  matfer  ufurer, 
the  principal  mail  be  paid  you  at  our  next  meeting. 

Dom.  Ah,  if  your  foldiers  had  but  difpatohed  him, 
his  tongue  had  been  laid  afleep,  Colonel ;  but  this  comes 

of  not  following  good  counfel  ;  ah 

[Exeunt  Lor.  and  Fryar  federally* 

Gom.  I'll  be  revenged  of  him,  if  I  dare;  but  he'sfuch 
a  terrible  fellow,  that  my  mind  mifgives  me;  I  fhali 
tremble  when  I  have  him  before  the  judge:  all  my  mis 
fortunes  come  together.:  I  have  been  robbed  and  cuckold 
ed,  and  ravifhed,  and  beaten,  in  one  quarter  of  an  hour; 
F  my 
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my  poor  limbs  fmart,  and  my  poor  head  achs ;  ay,  do, 
do,  fmart  limb,  ach  head,  and  i'prout  horns  ;  but  I'll  be 
hanged  before  I'll  pity  you  :  you  muft  needs  be  married, 
muft  ye  ?  There's  for  that,  [Beats  bis  own  head.  ]  and  to  a 
fine,  young,  modifli  lady,  muft  ye?  There's  for  that  too  ; 
and,  at  threefcore,  you  old,  doting  cuckold,  fake  that  re 
membrance A  fine  time  of  day  for  a  man  to  be  bound 

'prentice,  when  he  is  pad  uiing  his  trade:  to  fet  up  an 
equipage  of  noife,  when  he  has  moll  need  of  quiet ;  in- 
flead  of  her  being  under  covert-baron  to  be  under  covert- 
femme  myfelf ;  to  have  my  body  dilabled,  and  my  head 
fortified  ;  and  laftly,  to  be  crowded  into  a  narrow  box 
with  a  fhrill  treble, 

That  with  one  blaft,  through  the  whole  houfe  does  bound, 
And  firft  taught  fp«;ak ing-trumpets  how  to  found.  [Exit. 

SCENE,  the  Court. 

Enter  Raymond,  Alphonfo,  and  Pedro. 

Ray.  Are  thefe,  arc  thefe,  ye  Powers,  the  promised  joys, 
With  which  I  flaiter'd  my  long,  tedious  abfence, 
To  find,  at  my  return,  my  mailer  iBurder'd  ? 
Oh,  that  I  could  but  weep,  to  vent  my  paflion ! 
But  this  dry  forrow  burns  up  all  my  tears. 

Alph.  Mourn  inward,  brother ;  'tis  obferv'd  at  court, 
Who  weeps,  and  who  wears  black  ;  and  your  return 
Will  fix  all  eyes  on  every  ad  of  yours, 
To  fee  how  you  refent  king  Sancho's  death. 

Ray.  What  generous  man  can  live  with  that  conftraint 
Upon  his  foul,  to  bear,  much  lefs  to  flatter 
A  court  like  this  !  can  I  footh  tyranny  ! 
Seem  pleas'd,  to  fee  my  royal  mailer  murder'd, 
His  crown  ufurp'd,  a  diilaff  in  a  throne, 
A  council  made  of  fuch  as  dare  not  fpeak, 
And  could  not,  if  they  durft ;  whence  honed  men 
Baniih  themfelves,  for  ftiarne  of  being  there  : 
A  government,  that,  knowing  not  true  wifdom, 
Is  fcorn'd  abroad,  and  lives  on  tricks  at  home? 

Alpb.  Virtue  mull  be  thrown  off,  'tis  a  coarfe  garment, 
Too  heavy  for  thefun-fhine  of  a  court. 

Ray.  Well  then,  I  will  diflemble  for  an  end 
So  great,  fo  pious,  as  a  juft  revenge  : 
You'll  join  with  me  ? 
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Alpb.  Nohoneft  man  but  muft. 

Ped.  What  title  has  this  queen  but  lawlefs  force  ? 
And  force  muft  pull  her  down. 

Alph.  Truth  is,  I  pity  Leonora's  cafe  ; 
Forc'd,  for  her  fafety,  to  commit  a  crime 
Which  moft  her  foul  abhors. 

Ray.  All  ihe  has  done,  or  e'er  can  do,  of  good, 
This  one  black  deed  has  damn'd. 

Ped.  You'll  hardly  join  yourlbn  to  our  deiign* 

Ray.  Your  reafon  for't  ? 

Peel.  I  want  time  to  unriddle  it  : 
Put  on  your  t'other  face ;  the  Queen  approaches. 
Enter  the  Queen,  Bertran,  and  Attendants* 

Ray.  And  that  accurfed  Bertran 
Stalks  clofe  behind  her,  like  a  witch's  fiend, 
Prefling  to  be  employ 'd.    Stand,  and  obferve  them. 

^u.  [To  Ber.]  Bury'd  in  private,  and  fo  fuddenly  ! 
It  crofles  my  defign,  which  was  to  allow 
The  rites  of  funeral  fitting  his  degree, 
With  all  the  pomp  of  mourning. 

Bert.  It  was  not  fafe  : 
Objects  of  pity,  when  the  caufe  is  new, 
Would  work  too  fiercely  on  the  giddy  croud. 
Had  Ciefar's  body  never  been  expos'd, 
Brutus  had  gain'd  his  caufe. 

%u.  Then  was  he  lov'd  ? 

Bert.  O,  never  man  fo  much,  for  faint -like  goodnefs. 

'  Ped.  [AJide.]  Had  bad  men  fear'd  him  but  as  good 
*  H«  had  not  yet  been  fainted.  [men  lov'd  him, 

'  $u.  I  wonder  how  the  people  bear  his  death. 

4  Bert.  Som$  difcontents  there  are  ;  feme  idle  mur 
murs. 

*  Ped.  How,  idle  murmurs  !  let  me  plainly  fpeak  J 

The  doors  are  all  (hut  up ;  the  wealthier  fort, 

With  arms  a-crofs,  and  hats  upon  their  eyes, 

Walk  to  and  fro  before  their  filent  {hops  : 

Whole  droves  of  lenders  crowd  the  bankers'  doors, 

To  call  in  money  ;  thofe  who  have  none,  mark 

Where  money  goes  ;  for  when  they  rife,  'tis  plunder  j 

The  rabble  gather  round  the  man  of  news, 

And  liften  with  their  mouths  ; 

F  z  *  Some 
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*  Some  tell,  fome  hear,  fome  judge  of  news,  fome  make 

*  And  he  who  lies  mod  loud,  is  moil  believ'd.'  [it : 
.^«.  This  may  be  dangerous. 

Ray.  [AJiJe.']  Pray  Heaven  it  may. 

Bert.  If  one  of  you  murt  fall ; 
Self-prefervation  is  the  firitof  laws  ; 
And  if,  when  fubjecls  are  opprefs'd  by  kings, 
They  juftify  rebellion  by  that  law  : 
As  well  may  monarchs  turn  the  edge  of  right 
To  cut  for  them,  when  felf-defence  requires  it. 

£>u.  You  place  fuch  arbitrary  power  in  kings, 
That  I  much  fear,  if  I  mould  make  you  one, 
You'll  make  yourfelf  a  tyrant.     Let  thefe  know 
By  what  authority  you  did  this  aft. 

Bert.  You  much  furprife  me  to  demand  that  queftion  : 
But  fince  truth  muft  be  told,  'twas  by  your  own. 

3>u.  Produce  it ;  or,  by  Heaven,  your  head  (hall  aufwer 
The  forfeit  of  your  tongue. 

Ray.  {AJide.}  Brave  mifchief towards. 

Bert.  You  bade  me. 

£>u.  When,  and  where  ? 

Bert.  No,  I  confefs,  you  bade  me  not  in  words, 
The  dial  fpoke  not,  but  it  made  fhrew'd  figns, 
And  pointed  full  upon  the  flroke  of  murder : 
Yet  this  you  faid, 

You  were  a  woman  ignorant  and  weak, 
So  left  it  to  my  care. 

%u.  What,  if  I  faid, 
I  was  a  woman  ignorant  and  weak, 
Were  you  ro  take  th'  advantage  of  my  fex, 
And  play  the  devil  to  tempt  me  ?   '  You  contriv'd, 

*  You  urg'd,  you  drore  me  headlong  to  your  toils  ; 

*  And  if,  much  tir'd,  and  frighten'd  more,  I  paus'd  ; 

*  Were  you  to  make  my  doubts  your  own  commiilion  ? 
4  Bert.  This  'tis  to  ferve  a  prince  too  faithfully  ; 
Who,  free  from  laws  himfelf,  will  have  that  done, 
Which,  not  performed,  brings  us  to  fure  difgrace  ; 
And,  if  performed,  to  ruin. 

*  ^u.  This  'tis  to  counfel  things  that  are  unjuft  ; 
Firfl,  to  debauch  a  king  to  break  his  laws, 
(Which  are  his  fafety)  ^nd  then  feek  protection 
From  him  you  have  endanger'^  j  but,  juft  Heaven, 

Where 
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*  Where  fins  are  judg'd,  will  damn  the  tempting  devil, 

*  More  deep  than  thofe  he  tempted.* 

Bert.  If  princes  not  protect  their  mi niflers, 
What  man  will  dare  to  ferve  them  ? 

Qu.  None  will  dare 

To  ierve  them  ill,  when  they  are  left  to  laws  ; 
But,  when  a  counfellor,  to  lave  himfelf, 
Would  lay  mifcarriages  upon  his  prince, 
Expofing  him  to  public  rage  and  hate, 
O,  'tis  an  act  as  infamoufly  bafe, 
As,  fliould  a  common  foldier  fculk  behind, 
And  thruft  his  general  in  the  front  of  war  : 
It  fhews,  he  only  ferv'd  himfelf  before, 
And  had  no  fenfe  of  honour,  country,  king  ; 
But  center'd  on  himfelf;  and  us'dhis  matter, 
As  guardians  do  their  wards,  with  mews  of  care, 
But  with  intent  to  fell  the  public  fafety, 
And  pocket  up  his  prince. 

Ped.  ^AJide."}  Well  faid,  i'faith. 
This  fpeech  is  e'en  too  good  for  an  ufurper. 

Bert.  I  fee  for  whom  I  muft  be  faciific'd  ; 
And  had  I  not  been  fotted  with  my  zeal, 
I  mjght  have  found  it  fooner. 

$u.  From  my  fight! 

The  prince  who  bears  an  infolence  like  this, 
Is  fuch  an  image  of  the  powers  above, 
As  is  the  ftatue  of  the  thundering  god, 
Whofe  bolts  the  boys  may  play  with. 

Bert.  Unreveng'd 
I  will  not  fall,  nor  fingle.  [Exit  cttmfuls. 

%u.  [70  Ray.  ivbo  k'tffes  ler  band.~\  Welcome,  wel- 
I  faw  you  not  before  :  one  honeft  lord  [come  : 

Is  hid  with  eafe  among  a  crowd  of  courtiers  : 
How  can  I  be  too  grateful  to  the  father 
Of  fuch  a  fon  as  Torrifmond  ? 

Ray.  His  actions  were  but  duty. 

£>u.  Yet,  my  Lord, 

All  have  not  paid  that  debt,  like  noble  Torrifmond. 
You  hear,  how  Bertran  brands  me  with  a  crime, 
Of  which,  your  fon  can  witnefs,  I  am  free  ; 
I  feni  to  flop  the  murder,  but  too  late  ; 
'  For  crimes  are  fvvift,  but  penitence  is  flow,' 

F  3  The 


66        THE    SPANISH    FRYAR. 

The  bloody  Bertran,  diligent  in  ill, 
Flew  to  prevent  the  loft  returns  of  pity. 

Ray.  O  curfed  hafte,  of  making  fure  a  fin  ! 
Can  you  forgive  the  traitor  ? 

£>u.  Never,  never : 
'Tis  written  here  in  characters  fo  deep, 
That  feven  years  hence  (till  then  fhould  I  not  meet  him) 
And  in  the  temple  then,  I'll  drag  him  thence, 
Ev'n  from  the  holy  altar  to  the  block. 

Ri.y.  \Aftdc.'\  She's  fir'd,  as  I  would  wifh  her.  Aid  me, 

Juilice, 
As  all  my  ends  are  thine,  to  gain  this  point  ; 

And  ruin  both  at  once. It  wounds  indeed,      \To  bcr, 

To  bear  affronts,  too  great  to  be  forgiven, 
And  not  have  power  to  punifh.     Yet  one  way 
There  is  to  ruin  Bertran. 

$>u.  O,  there's  none  ; 

*  Except  an  hofl  from  Heaven  can  make  fuch  hafte 

*  To  fave  my  crown;  as  he  will  do  to  feize  it.' 
You  faw,  he  came  furrounded  with  his  friends, 
Andkrew  befides,  our  army  was  remov'd 

To  quarters  too  remote  for  fudden  ufe* 

Ray':  Yet  you  may  give  commiffion 
To  foine  bold  man,  whefe  loyalty  you  truft, 
And  let  him  raife  the  train-bands  of  the  city. 

f%u.  Grofs  feeders,  lion-talkers,  lamb-like  fighters* 

Ray.  You  do  not  know  the  virtues  of  your  city, 
What  pufhing  force  they  have  :  fome  popular  chief,. 
More  noify  than  the  reft,  but  cries  halloo,, 
•And  in  a  trice,  the  bellowing  herd  come  out  ; 
The  gates  are  barr'd,  the  ways  are  barricade 'd, 
And  one  and  all's  the  word  j  true  cocks  o'th'  game^. 
That  never  alk,  for  whar,  or  whom,  they  fight ; 
But  turn  'em  out,  and  fliew  'em  but  a  foe, 
Cry  liberty,  and  that's  a  caufe  for  quarrel. 

<gu.  There  may  be  danger,  in  that  boift'rous  rout : 
Who  knows^  when  fires  are  kindled  for  my  foes, 
But  fome  new  blaft  of  wind  may  turn  thofe  flames 
Againft  my  palace-walls  ? 

Ray.  But  {till  their  chief 
Muft  be  fome  one,  whofe  loyalty  you  truff. 
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£>u.  And  who  more  proper  for  that  trufl  than  you, 
Whofe  interefts,  though  unknown  to  you,  are  mine  ? 
Alphonfo,  Pedro,  hafte  to  raife  the  rabble, 
He  (hall  appear  to  head  'em. 

Ray.  [AJldeto  Alph.WPed.]  Firfl  feize  Bertran, 
And  then  infinuate  to  them,  that  I  bring 
Their  lawful  prince  to  place  upon  the  throne. 

Alpb.  Our  lawful  prince  ? 

Ray.  Fear  not :  I  can  produce  him. 

*  Ped.  [To  Alph.]  Now  we  want  your  fon  Lorenzo  j 

what  a  mighty  faction 
*  Would  he  make  for  us  of  the  city  wives, 
1  With,  O,  dear  hulband,  my  fweet  honey  hufband, 
'  WoVt  you  be  for  the  Colonel  ?  If  you  love  me, 
«  Be  for  the  Colonel  ?  O,  he's  the  fineit  man  !'       \Exlr. 

Ray.  \_Afide."\  So,  now  we  have  a  plot  behind  the  plot; 
She  thinks,  {he's  in  the  depth  of  my  defignr 
And  that  it's  all  for  her;  but  time  fliall  ihow, 
She  only  lives  to  help  me  ruin  others, 
And  laft,  to  fall  herfelf. 

Qu.  Now  to  you,  Raymond  :  can  you  guefs  no  reafon 
Why  I  repofe  1  uch  confidence  in  you  ? 
You  needs  muft  think, 

There's  fome  more  powerful  caufe  than  loyalty  : 
Will  you  not  fpeak,  tofave  a  lady's  blulh  ? 
Muft  I  inform  you,  'tis  for  Torrifmond, 
Thatalltthis  grace  is  fliewn  ? 

Ray.  \_AJide. }.  By  all  the  powers,  worfe,  worfe  than 
what  I  fear'd. 

$>u.  And  yet,  what  need  I  blufh  at  fuch  a  choice  ? 
I  love  a  man  whom  I  am  proud  to  love, 
And  am  well  pleas'd  my  inclination  gives 
What  gratitude  wpuld  force.     *  O  pardon  me  ; 

I  ne'er  was  covetous  of  wealth  before  ; 

Yet  think  fo  vaft  a  treafure  as  your  fon, 

Too  great  for  any  private  man's  pofleffion  ; 

And  him  too  rich  a  jewel  to  be  fet 

In  vulgar  metal,  or  for  vulgar  ufe. 

*  Ray.  Arm  me  with  patience,  Heaven  ! 
'  £>u>  How,,  patience,  Raymond  ? 

*  What  exercife  of  patience  have  you  here  ? 
*•  What  find  you  in  my  crown  to  be  contemn'd, 

Or 
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'  Or  in  my  perfon  loath 'd  ?  Have  I,  a  queen, 

*  Pafs'd  by  my  fellow-rulers  of  the  world, 

4  Whofe  vying  crowns  lays  glittering  in  my  way, 

*  As  if  the  world  were  pav'd  with  diadems  ? 

*  Have  I  refus'd  their  blood,  to  mix  with  yours, 

*  And  raife  new  kingdoms  from  fo  obfcure  a  race, 

'  Fate  fcarce  knew  where  to  find  them  when  I  call'd  ? 

*  Have  I  heap'd  on  my  perfon,  crown  and  ftate, 

*  To  load  the  fcale,  and  weigh 'd  myfelf  with  earth, 

*  For  you  to  fpurn  the  balance  ? 

*  Ray.  Bate  the  laft,  and  'tis  what  I  would  fay : 
'  Can  I,  can  any  loyal  iubjedt,  fee 

*  With  patience  fuch  a  {loop  from  fovereignty, 

*  An  ocean  pour'd  upon  a  narrow  brook  ? 

*  My  zeal  for  you  mufl  lay  the  father  by, 

4  And  plead  my  country's  caufe  againft  my  fon. 

*  What  tho*  his  heart  be  great,  his  actions  gallant, 

*  He  wants  a  crown  to  poife  againft  a  crown, 

*  Birth  to  match  birth,  and  power  to  balance  power. 

*  J^«.  All  thefe  I  have,  and  thefe  I  can  bellow. 

*  But  he  brings  worth  and  virtue  to  my  bed  ; 

*  And  virtue  is  the  wealth  which  tyrants  want. 

*  I  {land  in  need  of  one  whofe  glories  may 
4  Redeem  my  crimes,  ally  me  to  his  fame, 

*  Difpel  the  factions  of  my  foes  on  earth, 

*  Difarm  the  juftice  of  the  powers  above        * 
Ray.  The  people  never  will  endure  this  choice. 

i  $>u.  If  I  endure  it,  what  imports  it  you  ? 

Go  raife  the  minifters  of  my  revewge, 

Guide  with  your  breath  this  whirling  tempeft  round, 

And  fee  its  fury  fall  where  I  defign ; 
At  laft  a  time  for  juft  revenge  is  given  ; 
Revenge^  the  darling  attribute  of  Heav*n  : 
But  man,  unlike  his  Maker,  bears  too  long ; 
Still  more  expos'd,  the  more  he  pardons  wrong  ; 
Great  in  forgiving,  and  in  fuffering  brave, 
To  be  a  faint,  he  makes  himfelf  a  ilave.'  [Exit 

Ray.  Marriage  w  ith  Torril'rnond  !  it  muft  not  be  i 

By  Heaven,  it  muft  not  be  j  or,  if  it  be, 

Law,  jtiflice,  honour  bid  farewel  to  earth, 

For  Heaven  leaves  all  to  tyrants. 
2, 
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Enter  Torrifmond,  <wbo  kneels  to  him, 

Tor.  O,  ever  welcome,  Sir, 
But  doubly  now  !  You-come  in  fuch  a  tirn«, 
As  if  propitious  Fortune  took  a  care, 
To  fwell  my  tide  of  joys-to  their  full  height, 
And  leave  me  nothing  farther  to  defire. 

Ray.  I  hope  I  come  in  time,  if  not  to  make, 
At  lead,  ro  fave  your  fortune  and  your  honour: 
Take  heed  you  {leer  your  veflel  right,  my  fon  ; 
This  calm  of  Heaven,  this  mermaid's  melody, 
Into  an  unfeen  whirlpool  draws  you  fail, 
And  in  a  moment  finks  you. 

Tor.  ^Fortune  cannot, 

And  Fate  can  fcarce  j  I've  made  the  port  already, 
A»d  laugh  fecurely  at  the  lazy  ftorm 
That  wanted  wings  to  reach  me  in  the  deep. 
Your  pardon,  Sir;  my  duty  calls  me  hence  ; 
I  go  to  find  my  queen,  my  earthly  goddefs, 
To  whom  I  owe  my  hopes,  my  life,  my  love. 

Ray.  You  owe  her  more  perhaps  than  you  imagine  ; 
Stay,  I  command  you  iky,  and  hear  me  firft. 
This  hour's  the  very  crifis  of  your  fate. 
Your  good  or  ill,  your  infamy  or  fame, 
And  all  the  colour  of  your  lire  depends 
On  this  important  now. 

7V»  I  fee  no  danger  ; 
The  city,  army,  court  efpoufe  my  caufe, 
And,  more  than  all,  the  Queen,  with  public  favour, 
Indulges  my  pretenfioHS  to  her  love. 

*  Ray.  Nay,  if  pofleffing  her  can  make  you  happy, 
'  'Tis  granted,  nothing  hinders  your  defign. 

'  Tor.  If  flie  can  make  me  blefl  ?  (he  only  can  : 
Empire,  wealth,  and  all  (he  brings  befide, 
Are  but  the  train  and  trappings  of  her  love  : 
The  fweeteft,  kindeft,  trueft  of  her  fex, 
In  whole  poiTeffion  years  roll  round  on  years, 
And  joys  in  circles  meet  new  joys  again  : 
Kifies,  embraces,  languilhing,  and  death 
Still  from  each  other  to  each  other  move, 
To  crown  the  various  feafons  of  our  love : 
And  doubt  you  if  fuch  love  can  make  me  happy  ? 

*  Ray.  Yes,  for  I  think  you  love  your  honour  more. 
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*  Tor.  And  what  can  Jhock  my  honour  in  a  queen  ? 

*  Ray.  A  tyrant,  an  ufurper  ! 

*  Tor.  Grant  (lie  be. 

When  from  the  conqueror  we  hold  our  lives, 
We  yield  ourfelves  his  fubjects  from  that  hour  : 
For  mutual  benefits  make  mutual  ties. 
4  Ray.  Why,  can  you  think  I  owe  a  thief  my  life, 
Becaufe  he  took  it  not  by  lawlefs  force  ? 
What  if  he  did  not  all  the  ill  he  could  ? 
Am  I  oblig'd  by  that  t*  affift  his  rapines, 
And  to  maintain  his  murders  ? 
4  Tor.  Not  to  maintain,  but  bear  them  unreveng'd. 
Kings  titles  commonly  begin  by  force, 
Which  time  wears  off,  and  mellows  into  right ; 
So  power,  which  in  one  age  is  tyranny, 
Is  ripen'd  in  the  next  to  true  fueceffion : 
She's  in  poffefiion. 
4  Ray.  So  difeafes  are :    ' 
Should  not  a  ling'ring  fever  be  remov'd, 
Becaufe  it  long  has  rag'd  within  my  blood  ? 
Do  I  rebel  when  I  would  thruft  it  out  ? 
Wfeat,  (hall  I  think  the  world  was  made  for  one, 
And  men  are  born  for  kings,  as  beafts  for  men, 
Not  for  protection,  but  to  be  devoured  f 
Mark  thofe  who  doat  on  arbitrary  power, 
And  you  fhall  find  them  either  hot-brain'd  youth, 
Or  needy  bankrupts,  fervile  in  their  greatnefs, 
And  (laves  to  fome,  to  lord  it  o'er  the  reft. 
O  bafenefs,  tofupporta  tyrant  throne, 
And  crulh  your  free-born  brethren  of  the  world  ! 
Nay,  to  become  a  part  of  ufurpation; 
T'efpoufethe  tyrant's  perfon  and  her  crimes, 
And  on  a  tyrant  get  a  race  of  tyrants, 
To  be  your  country's  curfein  after-ages. 
4  Tor.  1  fee  no  crime  in  her  whom  I  adore, 
Or  if  I  do,  her  beauty  makes  it  none  : 
Look  on  me  as  a  man  abandoned  o'er 
To  an  eternal  lethargy  of  love ; 
To  pull,  and  pinch,  and  wound  me,  cannot  cure, 
And  but  disturb  the  quiet  of  my  death.* 
Ray.  Oh,  Virtue,  Virtue  !  what  art  thou  become, 
That  man  Ihould  leave  thee  for  that  toy,  a  woman, 

4  Made 
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*  Made  from  the  drofs  and  refufe  of  a  man  ? 

*  Heaven  took  him  deeping  when  he  made  her,  too  : 
c  Had  man  been  waking,  he  had  ne'er  confented.' 
Now,  fon,  iuppofe 

Some  brave  confpiracy  were  ready  form'd, 
To  punifli  tyrants  and  redeem  the  land, 
Could  you  fo  far  belie  your  country's  hope, 
As  not  to  head  the  party  ? 

Tor.  How  could  my  hand  rebel  againft  my  heart  ? 

Raym.  How  could  your  heart  rebel  againft  your  reafon? 

Tor.  No  honour  bids  me  fight  againit  myfelf ; 
The  royal  family  is  all  extinct, 
And  (he  who  reigns  beflows  her  crown  on  me. 
So,  muft  I  be  ungrateful  to  the  living, 
To  be  but  vainly  pious  to  the  dead  ; 
While  you  defraud  your  offspring  of  their  fate. 

Raym.  Mark  who  defraud  their  offspring,  you  or  I  ; 
For,  know,  there  vet  furvives  the  lawful  heir 
Of  Sancho's  blocd,  whom,  when  I  (hall  produce, 
1  reft  alTur'd  to  fee  you  pale  with  fear, 
And  trembling  at  his  name. 

Tor. He  muil  be  more  than  man  who  makes  me  tremble: 
I  dare  him  to  the  field,  with  all  the  odds 
Of  juiHce  on  his  fide,  againft  my  tyranu 
Produce  your  lawful  prince,  and  you  fhall  fee 
How  brave  a  rebel  love  has  made  your  fon. 

Raym.  Read  that ;  'tis  with  the  royal  fignet  fign'd, 
And  given  me  by  the  King,  when  time  fhould  ferve, 
To  be  perus'd  by  you. 

Tor.  [Reads.]  "  I  the  King  : 
My  youngeft  and  alone  furvivmg  fon, 
Reported  dead  t'  efcape  rebellious  rage, 
Till  happier  times  lhall  call  his  courage  forth 
To  break  my  fetters,  or  revenge  my  fate, 
I  will  that  Raymond  educate  as  his, 
And  call  him  Torrifmond." 
If  I  am  he,  that  fon,  that  Torrifmond, 
The  world  contains  not  fo  forlorn  a  wretch. . 
Let  never  man  believe  he  can  be  happy ; 
For  when  I  thought  my  fortunemoftfecure, 
One  fatal  moment  tears  me  from  my  joys ; 
And  when  two  hearts  were  join'd  by  mutual  love, 

The 
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The  fvvord  of  juflice  cuts  upon  the  knot, 
And  fevers  them  for  ever. 

Raym.  True,  it  mult. 

Tor.  Oh,  cruel  man,  to  tell  me  that  it  mufl  ! 
If  you  have  any  pity  in  your  breaft, 
Redeem  meirom  this  labyrinth  of  fate, 
And  plunge  me  in  my  firft  obfcurity. 
The  fecret  is  alone  between  us  two  ; 
And  though  you  would  not  hide  me  from  myfelf, 
Oh,  yet  be  kind,  conceal  me  from  the  world, 
And  be  my  father  flill. 

Raym.  Your  lot's  too  glorious,  and  the  proof's  too  plain. 
Now,  in  the  name  of  honour,  Sir,  I  beg  you, 
(Since  I  mud:  Life  authority  no  more) 
On  thele  old  knees  I  beg  you,  ere  I  die, 
That  ,  may  fee  your  father's  death  reveng'd. 

Tor.  Why,  'tis  the  only  bus'nefs  of  my  life ; 
My  order's  iflu'd  to  recall  the  army, 
And  Bertran's  death  refolv'd.  [der  ! 

Raym.  And  not  the  Queen's  ?  Oh,  file's  the  chief  offen- 
Shall  Juflice  turn  her  edge  within  your  hand  ? 
No,  if  (he  'fcape,  you  are  yourfelf  the  tyrant, 
And  murderer  of  your  father. 

Tor.  Cruel  Fates, 
To  what  have  you  referv'd  me  ? 

Raym.   Why  that  figh  ? 

Tor.  Since  you  muft  know,  (but  break,  Oh,  break,  my 
Before  I  tell  my  fatal  ftory  out ! )  [heart, 

Th'  ufurper  of  my  throne,  my  houfe's  ruin,     v 
The  murderer  of  my  father,  is  my  wife. 

Raym.  Oh,  horror,  horror  ! — After  this  alliance, 
Let  tigers  match  with  hinds,  and  wolves  with  flieep, 
And  every  creature  couple  with  his  foe. 
How  vainly  mandeiigns,  when  Heav'n  oppofes  ! 
I  bred  you  up  to  arms,  rais'd  you  to  power, 
Permitted  you  to  fight  for  this  ufurper, 
Indeed,  to  fave  a  crown,  not  her's,  but  yours  ; 
All  to  make  fure  the  vengeance  of  this  day, 
Which  even  this  day  has  ruin'd.     One  more  queilion 
Let  me  but  afk,  and  I  have  dune  forever  : 
Do  you  yet  love  the  caufe  of  all  your  woes, 

Or 
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Or  is  (he  grown  (as  fure  fhe  ought  to  be) 
More  odious  to  your  fight  than  toads  and  adders  ? 

Tor.  Oh,  there's  the  utmoft  malice  of  my  fate, 
That  I  am  bound  to  hate,  and  born  to  love ! 

Raym.  No  more— -Fare  wel,  my  much -lamented  king.! 

*  [Afide.]  I  dare  not  trufl  him  with  himfelf  fo  far, 

*  To  own  him  to  the  people  as  their  king,  ; 

*  Before  their  rage  has  finifli'd  my  defigns 

*  On  Bertran  and  the  Queen,     But,  in  defpite 

«  Ev'n  of  himfelf,  I'll  favehim.'  [Exit  Raym. 

Tor.  'Tis  but  a  moment  fince  I  have  been  king, 
And  weary  on't  already.     I'm  a  lover, 
And  lov'd,  poflefs ;  yet  all  thefe  make  me  wretched  ;     , 
And  Heav'n  has  giv'n  me  bleffings  for  a  curfe. 
With  what  a  load  of  vengeance  am  I  preis'd ! 
Yet  never,  never  can  I  hope  for  reft  ; 
For  when  my  heavy  burden  I  remove, 
The  weight  falls  down,  and  crufhes  her  I  love. 

\Kxtunt. 
END  of  the  FOURTH  ACT. 


ACT        V. 

SCENE,    a  Bed-chamber. 
Enter  Torrifmond. 

TORRISMOMD. 

OVE,  juftice,  nature,  pity,  and  revenge, 
Have  kindled  up  a  wild -fire  in  my  breaft, 
And  I  am  all  a  civil  war  within. 

Bitter  Queen  and  Terefa  at  a  Jijlancc, 
My  Leonora  there ! 

Mine  !  is  fhe  mine  ?  My  father's  murderer  mine  ? 
Oh,  that  I  could,  with  honour,  love  her  more, 
Or  hate  her  lefs,  with  reafon !— See,  {he  weeps ; 
Thinks  me  unkind,  or  falfe,  and  knows  not  why 
I  thus  eftrange  my  perfon  from  her  bed. 
Shall  I  not  tell  her  ?  No  j  'twill  break  her  heart : 
She'll  know  too  foon  her  own  and  my  misfortunes.  [Exin 
3>u.  He's  gone,  and  I  am  lofl !  Didft  thou  not  fee 

G  His 
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His  fullen  eyes,  how  gloomily  they  glanc'd  ? 
He  look'cl  not  like  the  Torrifmond  I  lov'd.  [ceeds  ? 

'  Ter.  Can  you  not  guefs  from  whence  this  change  pro- 

*  %u.  No,  there's  the  grief,  Terefa.     Oh,  Terefai 
Fain  would  I  tell  thee  what  I  feel  within, 

But  fhaine  and  modefty  have  ty'd  my  tongue  ! 
Yet  I  will  tell,  that  thou  raay'ft  weep  with  me, 
How  dear,  howfweet  h:s  firft  embraces  were  ; 
With  what  a  zeal  he  join'd  his  lips  to  mine, 
And  fuck'd  my  breath  at  every  word  I  fpoke, 
As  if  he  drew  his  infpiration  thence ; 
While  both  our  fouls  came  upward  to  our  mouths, 
As  neighbouring  monarchs  at  their  borders  meet* 

*  I  thought — Oh,  no,  'tis  falfe,  I  could  not  think  ! 

*  'Twas  neither  life  nor  death,  but  both  in  one. 

4  Ter.  Then  fure  his  tranfports  were  not  lefs  than  yours. 

*  %u.  More.,  more  !  forty  the  high-hung  tapers'  light 

*  I  could  difcern  his  cheeks  were  glowing  red, 

*  His  very  eye-balls  trembled  with  his  love, 

'  And  fparkled  through  their  cafemcnts  humid  fires : 
«  He  figh'd,  and  kifs'd,  breath'd  fhort,  and  would  have 

*  But  was  too  fierce  to  throw  away  the  time  ;        (fpoke, 
4  All  he  could  fay,  was  love  and  Leonora. 

*  Ter.  How  then  can  you  fufpe£t  him  loft  fo  foon  ? 

«  £>u.  Laft  night  he  flew  not  with  a  bridegroom's  hafte, 

*  Which  eagerly  prevents  th'  appointed  hour. 

*  I  told  the  clocks,  and  watch 'd  the  wafting  light, 
«  And  lift'ned  to  each  foftly- treading  ftep, 

*  In  hope  "'twas  he  ;  but  ftill  it  was  not  he. 

*  At  laft  he  came,  but  with  fuch  alter'd  looks, 

*  So  wild,  fo  ghaitly,  as  if  fome  ghoft  had  met  feim. 

*  All  pale,  and  fpeechlefs,  he  furvey'd  me  round ; 

*  Then  with  a  groan,  he  threw  himfelf  in  bed, 

*  But  far  from  me,  as  far  as  he  could  move, 

*  And  figh'd,  and  tofs'd,  and  turn'd,  bfltflill  from  me. 

'  Ter.  What,  all  the  night  ? 
«  %u.  Ev'n  all  the  live -long  night. 
«  At  laft  (for,bluuYmg,  I  muft  tell  thee  all) 

*  I  prefs'd  his  hand,  and  laid  me  by  his  fide  ; 

*  He  pull'd  it  back,  as  if  he  touch'd  a  ferpent. 
'  *  With  that  I  burft  into  a  flood  of  tears, 

*  And  alk'd  him  how  I  had  offended  him  ? 

*  He  anfwer'd  nothing  but  with  fighs  and  groans  5 

*  So 
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*  So  reftlefs  pafs'd  the  night ;  and  at  »he  dawn, 

*  Leap'd  from  the  bedt  and  vanifh'd. 

*  Ter.  Sighs  and  groans, 

Palenefs  and  trembling,  all  are  figns  of  love* 
He  only  fears  to  make  you  (hare  his  forrows. 

*  3>u.  I  wifh  'twere  fo ;  but  love  ftill  doubts  the  worft, 
My  heavy  heart,  the  prophetefs  of  woes, 
Forebodes  fome  ill  at  hand.     To  footh  my  fadnefs, 
Sing  me  the  fong  which  poor  Olympia  made, 
When  falfe  Bireno  left  her* 

'SONG. 

*  Farewel,  ungrateful  traitor,. 

*  Farewel,  my  perjur'd  fwain  ; 

*  Let  never  injurM  creature 

*  Believe  a  man  again, 

[  x  *  Thepleafureof  pofleffing 

*  Surpafles  all  exprefling, 

*  But  *tis  toa  mort  a  blefling,. 
4  And  love  too  long  a  pain, 

*  'Tis  eafy  to  deceive  us, 
'  In  pity  of  your  pain  ; 

*  But  when  we  love  you  leave  us 
'  To  rail  at  you  in  vain. 

*  Before  we  have  defcry'd  it, 

*  There  is  no  blifs  belide  it ; 

*  But  flie  that  once  has  try'd  it^ 
4  Will  never  love  again. 

'The  paflion  you  pretended, 
4  Was  only  to  obtain  ; 

*  But  when  the  charm  is  ended^. 
'  The  charmer  you  difdain. 

*  Your  love  by  ours  we  meafure, 
4  'Till  we  have  loft  our  treafure  ; 

*  But  dying  is  a  pleafure, 

4  When  living  is  a  pain.' 

Re-enter  Torrifmond. 

Tor.  Still  me  is  here,  and  ftill  I  cannot  fpeak  } 
But  wander,  like  fome  difcontented  ghofly 
That  oft  appears,  but  is  forbid  to  talk»         {Going  ctgalv* 
G  2  » 
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4>w.  Oh,  Torrifmond,  if  you  refolve  my  death, 
You  need  no  more  but  to  go  hence  again  ! 
Will  you  not  fpeak  ? 
Tor.  I  cannot. 
%u.  Speak,  Oh,  fpeak  ! 
Your  anger  would  be  kinder  than  yourfilence. 

Tor.  Oh ! 

%M.  Do  not  figh,  or  tell  me  why  you  figh. 

Tor.  Why  do  I  live  ye  powers  ? 

<%u.  Why  do  I  live  to  hear  you  fpeak  that  word  ? 
Some  black-mouth'd  villain  has  defam'd  my  virtue. 

Tor.  No,  no  !  pray,  let  me  go.  • 

^.  [ Kneeling.  ]  You  fhall  not  go. 
By  all  the  pleafures  of  our  nuptial  bed, 
If  ever  I  was  lov'd,  though  now  I'm  not, 
By  theje  true  tears,  which,  from  my  wounded  heart, 
Bleed  at  my  eyes 

*  Tor.  Rife. 

*  %u.  I  will  never  r?fe  ; 

I  caamot  chufe  a  better  place  to  die.  - 

4  Tsr*  Oh,  I  would-  fpeak, but  cannot!  [me  no*. 

*  £>K.  [R(fing.'\  Guilt  keeps  you  filent  then  ;  you  tov* 
What  have  I  done  ?  Ye  pow'rs,  what  have  I  done,    , 
To  fee  my  youth,  my  beauty,  and  my  love, 

No  fooner  gain'd,  but  flighted  and  betray'd  ; 

And  like  a  rofe  juft  gather'd  from  the  ftalk, 

But  only  fmelt,  and  cheaply  thrown  aiide, 

To  wither  on  the  ground  ?  [paffion. 

*  Ter.  For  Heav'n's  fake,    Madam,    moderate    your 

*  Qu.  Why  nam'jft  thou  heav'ji .?  Tkere  is  no  heav'n  for 
Defpair,  death,  hell  have  feiz'd  my  tortur'd  foul,     [me  ; 
When  I  had  rais'd  his  groveling  fate  from  ground, 

To  pow'r  and  love,  to  empire  and  to  me  ; 

When  each  embrace  was  dearer  than  the  firfl ; 

Then,  then  to  be  contemn'd  !  then,  then  thrown  off ! 

It  calls  me  old,  and  withered,  and  deform'd, 

And  loathfome :  Oh,  what  woman  can  bear  loathfome  ! 

The  turtle  flies  not  from  his  billing  mate  j 

He  bills  the  clofer :  but  ungrateful  man, 

Safe,  barbarous  man,  the  more  we  raife  our  love, 

The  more  we  pall,  and  cool,,  and  kill  His  ardour. 

6  Rack, 
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*  Racks,  poifona,  daggers,  rid  me  of  my  life ; 

*  And  any  death  is  welcome.' 

Tor.  Be  witnefs,  all  ye  pow'rs  that  know  my  heart,,     , 
I  would  have  kept  the  fatal  fecret  hid, 
But  flie  has  conquered,  to  her  ruin  conquer'd. 
Here,  take  this  paper  ;  read  our  deftinies : 
'  Yet  do  not ;  but,  in  kindnefs  to  yourfelf, 

*  Be  ignorantly  fafe. 

*  J^a.  No,  give  it  me^ 

*•  Even  though  it  be  the  fentence  of  my  death. 

'  Tor.  Then  fee  how  much  unhappy  love  has  made  ttSV 

*  Oh,  Leonora  !  Oh  ! 

*  We  two  were  born  when  fullen  planets  reign'd  ; 
'•  When  each  the  other's  influence  oppos'd, 

*  And  drew  the  {tars  to  factions  at  our  birth. 
*•  Oh,  better,  better  had  it  been  forus* 

*  That  we  had  never  feen,  or  never  lov'd  ! 

*  3>u.  There  is  no  faith  in  Heav'n,  if  Heav'h  fays  fo> 

*  You  dare  not  give  It.. 

*  Tor.  As  unwillingly, 

*  As  I  would  reach  out  opium  to  a  friend 

*  Who  lay  in  torture,  and  defir'd  to  die.'  [Gives  the  paper^ 
But,  now  you  have  it,  fpare  my  fight  the  pain 

Of  feeing  what  a  world  of  tears  it  cofts  you*. 
Go,  filently  enjoy  your  part  of  grief, 
And  (hare  the  fad  inheritance  with  me. 

Qu.  I  have  a  thirfty  fever  in  my  foul ; 
Give  me  but  prefent  eafe,  and  let  me  die» 

{Exeunt  Queen  and  Terefai* 
Enter  Lorenzo. 

Lor.  Arm,  arm,  my  Lord  ;  the  city  bands  are  up, 
prums  beating,  colours  flying,  fliouts  confus'd, 
All  ciuft'ring  in  a  heap,  like  fwarming  hives, 
And  rifing  in  a  moment., 
.    Tor.  With  defign 

To  punifh  Bertran,  and  reverrge  the  King;: 
'Twas  order'd  fo. 

Lor.  Then  you're  bfetray'd,  my  Lord. 
'Tis  true,  they  block  the  caitle  kept  by  Bertran  ; . 
But  now  they  cry,  Down  with  the  palace, .fire  itj, 
Pull  out  th'  ufurping  Queen. 

£wvThe  Queen, Lorenzo  \  'durft  they  name  the.Quceu  ? 
G  3 
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Lor.  If  railing  and  reproaching  be  to  name  her. 
Tor.  Oh,  facr ilege !  Say,  quickly,  who  command* 
This  vile  blafpheming  rout  ? 
Lor.  I'm  loth  to  tell  you  ; 
But  both  our'fathers  thrufl  them  headlong  on, 
And  bear  down-  all  before  them. 

Tor.  Death  -and  hell ! 
Somewhat  muft  be  refolv'd,  and  fpeedily. 
How  fay'fl  thou,  my  Lorenzo  ?  Dar'ft  rhou  be 
A  friend,  and  once  forget  thou  art  a  fon, 
To  help  me  fave  the  Queen  ? 

Lor.  [A/ide.]  Let  me  confider • 

Bear  arms  again  ft  my  father  !  He  begat  me ; 

That's  true  ;  but  for  whofe  fake  did  he  beget  me  ? 

For  his  own,  fure  enough ;  for  me  he  knew  not. 

Oh,  but,  fays  Confcience,  fly  in  Nature's  face  ! 

But  how  if  Nature  fly  in  my  face  firfl  ? 

Then  Nature's  the  aggreflbr — Let  her  look  to't— 

He  gave  me  life,  and  he  may  take  it  back 

No,  that's  boy's  play,  fay  I. 

'Tis  policy  for  fon  and  father  to  take  different  fides  ; 

"For  then  lands  and  tenements  commit  no  treafon. 

[70  Tor.]  Sir,  upon  mature  conlideration,  I  have  found 

my  father  to  be  little  better  than  a  rebel ;  and  therefore 

I'll  do  my  beft  to  fecure  him  for  your  fake,  in  hope  you 

may  fecure  him  hereafter  for  my  fake. 

Tor.  Put  on  thy  utmoft  fpeed  to  head  the  troops, 
Which  every  moment  I  expect  t*  arrive. 
Proclaim  me,  as  I  am,  the  lawful  king. 
I  need  not  caution  thee  for  Raymond's  lifer 
Though  I  no  more  mufl.  call  him  father  now. 

Lor.  \Ajlde.~\  How,  not  call  him  father!  I  fee  prefer* 
ment  alters  a  man  ftrangely :  this  may  ferve  me  for  a  ufe 
of  inftru&ion,  to  caft  off  my  father^  when  I  am  great.  Me- 
thought,  too,  he  called  himfelf  the  lawful  king,  intimating 
fweetly,  that  he  knows  what's  what  with  our  fovereign 
Lady.  Well,  if  I  rout  my  father,  as  I  hope  in  Heaven 
I  (hall,  I  am  in  a  fair  way  to  be  a  prince  of  the  blood— 
Farewel,  General;  Til  bring  up  thofe  that  fliall  try  what 
mettle  there  is  in  orange-tawny.  [Exit, 

'for.  [At  the  door.  ]  Hafte,  th«re,  command  the  guards 
be  all  drawn  up 

Before 
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Before  the  palace  gate.    By  Heaven,  I'll  face 
This  tempeft,  and  deferve  the  name  of  king. 
Oh,  Leonora,  beauteous  in  thy  crimes, 
Never  were  hell  and  heaven  fo  match 'd  before ! 
Look  upward,  fair,  but  as  thou  look'ft  on  me  ; 
Then  all  the  blefs'd  will  beg  that  thou  may'ft  live, 
And  ev'n  my  father's  ghoft  his  death  forgive.'      [Exit* 

«  SCENE,  the  Palace-yard.     Drums^and  trumpets  within. 

'  Enter  Raymond,  Alphonfo,  Pedro,  and  their  Party. 
4  Ray.  Now,  valiant  citizens,  the  time  is  come, 
To  mow  our  courage,  and  your  loyalty. 
You  have  a  prince  of  Sancho's  royal  blood, 
The  darling  of  the  hcav'ns,  and  joy  of  earth  : 
When  he's  produc'd,  as  foon  hefhall  among  you, 
Speak,  what  will  you  adventure  to  re -feat  him 

*  Upon  his  'father's  throne  ? 

*  Omnes.  Our  lives  and  fortunes. 

*  Ray.  What  then  remains  to  perfe&ourfuccefs, 
'  But  o'er  the  tyrant's  guards  to  force  our  way  ? 

*  Ownes.  Lead  on,  lead  on. 

4  \JDrums  and  trumpets  an  the  other  fide* 

*  Enter  Torrifmond  and  his  party.     As  they  are  going  t* 

fight)  he  f peaks. 

*  Tar.  \Tohis.~\  Hold,  hold  your  arms,  » 
1  Raym.  Retire.     What  means  this  paufe? 

*  Ped.  Peace ;  nature  works  within  them. 

4  [Tor.  and  Raym.£0  apart* 
'  Tor.  How  comes  it,  good  old  man,  that  we  two  meet 

*  On  thefe  harfh  terms  ?  Thou  very  reverend  rebel,        > 
'  Thou  venerable  traitor,  in  whofe  face 

*  And  hoary  hairs  treafon  is  fanftified, 

*  And  fin's  black  dye  feems  blanch'd  by  age  to  virtue* 

*  Raym.  What  treafon  is  it  to  redeem  my  king,        •>  * 

*  And  to  reform  the  ftate  ? 

4  Tor.  That's  a  ftale  cheat ; 

*  The  primitive  rebel,  Lucifer,  firft  us'd  it, 

*  And  was  the  firft  reformer  of  the  fkies. 

4  Raym.  What!  if  I  fee  my  prince  miftake  a  poifon, 
'  Call  it  a  cordial,  am  I  then  a  traitor, 
'  Becaufe  I  hold  his  hand,  or  break  the  glafs  ? 

*  Tor.  How  dar'ft  thou  ferve  thy  king  againft  his  will  > 
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*  Raym.  Becaufe  'tis  then  the  only  time  to  ferve  him* 
'  Tor.  I  take  the  blame  of  all  upon  myfelf. 

*•  Difcharge  thy  weight  on  me. 
'  Raym.  Oh,  never,  never ! 

*  Why,  'tis  to  leave  a  fhip  tofs'd  in  a  temped, 

*  Without  the  pilot's  care. 

*  Tor.   I'll  punifh  thee, 

*  By  Heav'n,  I  will,  as  I  would  punifh  rebels,. 

*  Thou  itubborn  loyal  man. 

*  Raym.  Fi  rft  let  me  fee 

*  Herpunifh'd,  whomifleads  you  from  your  fame; 

*  Then  burn  me,  hack  me,  hewme  into  pieces, 

*  And  I  fhall  die  well  pleas'd. 

*  Tor.  Proclaim  my  title,  [{Hit 

*  To  fove  th'  effufion  of  my  fubjefts'  blood,  and  thou  fhalr 

*  Be  as  my  fofter-father,  near  my  breaii, 

*  And  next  my  Leonora. 

'  Raym.  That  word  iiabs  me  ; 

*  You  fhall  be  flill  plain  Torrifmond  with  me, 

*  Th'  abetter,  partner,  (if  you  like  that-  name) 

*  The  hufband  of  a  tyrant ;  but  no  king, 

*'  Till  you  deferve  that  title  by  your  juftice. 
*•  Tor.  Then,  farewel  pity  ;  I  will  be  obey'd. 

*  \To  the  people. 1  Hear,  you  miltaken  men,  whofe  loyalty. 

*  Runs  headlong  into  treafon  ;  fee  your  prince  ; 

*  In  me  behold  your  murder'd  Sancho's  fon  : 

*  Difmifs  your  arms,  and  I  forgive  your;crimes. 

4  Raym.  Believe  him  not ;  he  raves:  his  words  are  loofe 

*  As  heaps  of  fand,  and  Scattering,  wide  from  fenfe. 

*  You  fee  he  knows  not  me,  his  natural  father  j 

*  But,  aiming  to  poflefs  th'  ufurping  Queen, 
?  So  high  he's  mounted  in  his  airy  hopes, 

*  That  now  the  wind  is-  got  into  his  head,. 

*  And  turns  his  brains  to  frenzy. 
'  Tor.  Hear  me  yet;  I  am 

*  Raym.  Fall  on,  and  hear  him  not  r 

*  But  fpare  his  perfon  for  his  father's  fake. 

'  Ped.  Let  me  come;  if  he  be  mad,  I  have  that  fhall 

*  cure  him  j  there's  not  a  fur'geon  in  all  Arragon  has 

*  fo  much  dexterity  as  I  have,  at  breathing  of  the  tern* 
5  pie-vein. 

'  Tor.  My  right  for  me  I 

*  Raym* 
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Raym.  Our  liberty  for  us  ! 

Om.  Liberty,  liberty  !       \As  they  are  ready  to 

**  Enter  Lorenzo  and  hi \  party. 
Lor.  On  forfeit  of  your  lives,  lay  down  your  arms. 
Alph.  How,  rebel !  art  thou  there  ? 
Lor.  Take  your  rebel  back  again,  father  mine.  The 
'  beaten  party  are  rebels  to  the  conquerors.     I  have  been 

*  at  hard-head  with  your  butting  citizens;  I  have  routed 
4  your  herd  ;  I  have  difperfed  them  ;  and  now  they  are 

*  retreated  quietly,  from  their  extraordinary  vocation  of 

*  righting  in  the  ftreets,  to  their  ordinary  vocation  of 

*  cozening  in  their  (hops. 

4  Tor.  [To  .Raym.]  You  fee  'tis  vain  contending  with 

'  Acknowledge  what  I  am.  [the  truth. 

4  Raym.  You  are  my  king  ;  would  you  would  be  your 

*  But,  by  a  fatal  fondnefs,  you  betray  [own  ; 

*  Your  fame  and  glory  to  th'  ufurper's  bed  ; 
'  Enjoy  the  fruits  of  blood  and  parricide. 

*  Take  your  own  crown  from  Leonora's  gift, 

*  .And  hug  your  father's  murderer  in  your  arms. 

4  £,nter  Queen,  Terefa,  and  Woman. 

*  Alpb.  No  more  :  behold  the  Queen. 

*  Raym.  Behold  the  bafilifk  of  Torrifmond," 

*  That  kills  him  with  her  eyes.     I  will  fpeak  on. 
4  My  life  is  of  no  further  ufe  to  me  : 

4  I  would  have  chaffer'd  it  before  for  vengeance ; 

*  Now  let  it  go  for  failing. 

4  Tor.  [Afide.~\  My  heart  finks  in  me  while  I  hear  him 
'  And  every  flack'd  fibre  drops  its  hold,  [fpeak, 

*  Like  nature  letting  down  the  fprings  of  life  ; 
'  So  much  the  name  of  father  awes  me  Hill. 

'  Send  off  the  crowd.     For  you,  now  I  have  conquer'd, 
'  I  can  hear  with  honour  your  demands. 

4  Lor.  [To  Alph.]  Now,  Sir,  who  proves  the  traitor? 
'*  My  conference  is  true  to  me  ;  it  always  whifpers  right 

*  when  I  have  my  regiment  to  back  it. 

4  [Exeunt  all  lut  Tor.  Raym.  and  Queen. 

*  Tor.  Oh,  Leonora  !  what  can  love  do  more  ? 
'  I  have  oppos'd  your  ill  fate  to  the  utmoft, 

4  Combated  heav'n  and  earth  to  keep  you  mine  ; 

*  And  yer,  at  laft,  that  tyrant,  Juftice — Oh  ! • 

*  £>u>  'Tis  paft,  'tis  pail,  and  love  is  ours  no  mare. 

«  Yet 
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*  Yet  I  complain  not  of  the  pow'rs  above; 

*  They  made  m*  a  mifer's  feaft  of  happinefs, 

*  And  could  not  furnifh  out  another  meal. 

*  Now,  by  yon  flars,  by  heav'n,  and  earth,  and  men  j 

*  By  all  my  foes  at  once,  I  fwear,  my  Torrifmond, 

*  That  ro  have  had  you  mine  for  one  fliort  day, 

*  Has  cancelled  half  my  mighty  fum  of  woes- 
c  Say  but  you  hate  me  not. 

'  Tor.  I  cannot  hate  you. 

*  Raym.  Can  you  not  ?  Say  that  once  more, 

*  That  all  the  faints  may  witnefa  it  againft  you. 

*  .^u.  Cruel  Raymond  ! 

*  Can  he  not  punifh  me,  but  he  muft  hate  ? 

*  Oh,  'tis  not  juftice,  but  a  brutal  rage, 

*  Which  hates  th'  offender's  perfon  with  his  crimes  \ 

*  I  have  enough  to  overwhelm  one  woman  j 

*  To  lofe  a  crown  and  lover  in  a  day. 

*  Let  pity  lend  a  tear  when  rigour  ftrikes. 

*  Ray?n.  Then,  then  you  ihould  have  thought  of  tear* 

*  When  virtue,  majefty,  and  hoary  age  [and  pityf 
«  Pleaded  for  Sancho's  life. 

'  3>u.  My  future  days  fliall  be  one  whole  contrition. 
«  A  chapel  will  I  build,  with  large  endowment, 

*  Where  every  day  an  hundred  aged  men 

*  Shall  all  hold  up  their  wither'd  hands  to  Heav'n, 

*  To  pardon  Sancho's  death. 

*  Tor.  See,  Raymond,  fee,  (he  makes  a  large  amends* 

*  Sancho  is  dead  :  no  punifhment  of  her 

*  Can  raife  his  cold  ftiff  limbs  from  the  dark  grave ; 

*  Nor  can  his  blefled  foul  look  down  from  heaven, 

*  Or  break  th'  eternal  fabbath  of  his  reft, 

*  To  fee,  with  joy,  her  miferies  on  earth. 

*  Rqym.  Heaven  may  forgive  a  crime  to  penitence  5 

*  For  Heaven  can  judge  if  penitence  be  true ; 

*  But  man,  who  knows  not  hearts,  (hould  make  examples  J 
4  Which,  like  a  warning-piece,  muft  be  fhot  off, 

*  To  fright  the  reft  from  crimes. 

4  £>u.  Had  I  but  known  that  Sancho  was  his  father, 

*  I  would  have  pour'd  a  deluge  of  my  blood, 

*  To  fave  one  drop  of  his. 

*  Tor.  Mark  that,  inexorable  Raymond  ;  mark,. 

*  '  Fvvas  fatal  ignorance  that  caus'dhis  death. 
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^*  Raytn.  What  if  (he  did  not  know  he  was  your  father  ? 

*  She  knew  he  was  a  man,  the  beft  of  men, 

4  Heaven's  image  double-ftamp'd,  as  man  and  king. 

'  £>v.  He  was,  he  was,  ev'n  more  than  you  can  lay  ; 
4  But  yet 

4  Raym.  But  yet  you  barbaroufly  murder'd  him. 

4  SHi.  He  will  not  hear  me  out ! 

*  Tor.  Was  ever  criminal  forbid  to  plead  ? 
-  *  Curb  your  ill-manner'd  zeal. 

*  Raym.  Sing  to  him,  fyren  ; 

*  For  I  (hall  (lop  my  ears.     Now  mince  the  fin, 
4  And  mollify  damnation  with  a  phrafe : 

*  Say,  you  confented  not  to  Sancho's  death ; 
4  But  barely  not  forbade  it. 

*  £>u.  Hard-hearted  man  !  I  yield  my  guilty  caufe  5 
'  But  all  my  guilt  was  caus'd  by  too  much  love. 

*  Had  I  for  jealoufy  of  empire  fought 

4  Good  Sancho's  death,  Sancho  had  dy'd  before. 

*  'Twas  always  in  my  power  to  take  his  life ; 

4  But  intereft  never  could  my  confcience  blind, 
4  'Till  love  had  call  a  mifl  before  my  eyes, 
4  And  made  me  think  his  death  the  only  means 

*  Which  could  fecure  my  throne  to  Torrifaiond. 

*  Tor.  Never  was  fatal  mifchief  meant  fo  kind  4 

*  For  all  (be  gave  has  taken  all  away. 

*  Malicious  pow'rs  !  is  this  to  be  reilor'd? 

4  'Tis  to  be  worfe  depos'd  than  Sancho  was. 

*  Raym.  Heav'n  has  reilor'd  you,  you  depofe  yourfelf* 
4  Oh,  when  young  kings  begin  with  fcornof  jufhce, 

4  They  make  an  omen  to  their  after-reign, 

*  And  blot  their  annals  in  the  foremoil  page ! 

4  Tor.  No  more;  left  you  be  made  the  firfl  example, 
4  To  mow  how  I  can  punifli. 

4  Raym.  Once  again, 

4  Let  her  be  made  your  father's  facrifice,  ,  f .       >, 

4  And  after  make  me  her's. 

4  Tor.  Condemn  a  wife ! 

*  That  were  t'  atone  for  parricide  with  murder. 

4  Raym.  Then  let  her  be  divorc'd  :  we'll  be  content 

*  With  that  poor  fcanty  juftice.     Let  her  part.        [love. 

gr.  Divorce  !  that's  worfe  than  death  ;  'tis  death  of 
u.  The  foul  and  body  part  not  with  fuch  pain, 

*  As 
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*•  As  I  from  you:  but  yet  'tisjuft,  my  Lord: 

*  I  am  th*  accurll  of  Heav'n,  the  hate  of  earth, 

*  Your  fubjedU*  deteftation,  and  your  ruin  : 

*  And  therefore  fix  this  doom  upon  myfelf.' 

4  Tor,  Heav'n  !  can  you  wifli  it  ?  to  be  mine  no  more  ? 

*  Qu.  Yes,  I  can  wifh  ir,  as  thedeareft  proof, 

*  And  lail  that  I  can  make  you  of  my  love. 

*  To  leave  you  bleft,  I  would  be  more  accurit 

*  Than  death  can  make  me  ;  for  death  ends  our  woes> 

*  And  the  kind  grave  fhuts  up  the  mournful  fcene  : 

*  But  I  would  live  without  you  ;  to  be  wretched  long  ;    • 

*  And  hoard  up  every  moment  of  my  life, 

*  To  lengthen  out  the  payment  of  my  tears, 

*  Till  ev'n  fierce  Raymond,  at  the  laft  fliall  fay, 

*  Now  let  her  die  lor  ihe  has  griev'd  enough, 

4  Tor.  Hear  this,  hear  this,  thou  tribune  of  the  people  : 

*  Thou  zealous,  public  blood-hound,  hear,  and  melt. 

4  Ray.  [AJzde.}  I  could  cry  now,  my  eyes  grow  wo- 

*  Bat  yet  my  heart  holds  out.  [manilh, 

*  £>u.  Some  folitary  cloyiter  will  I  chufe, 

*  And  there  with  holy  virgins  live  immur'd: 

*  Coarfe  my  attire,  and  fliort  lhall  be  my  fleep, 

*  Broke  by  the  melancholy  midnight-bell  : 

*  Now,  Raymond,  now  be  fatisfy'd  at  laft, 

*  Failing  and  tears,  and  penitence  and  prayer, 

*  Shall  do  dead  Sancho  juftice  every  hour. 

*  Ray.  [AJide.~\  By  your  leave,  manhood  ! 

4 

Ti>r.  He  weeps,  now  he  is  vanquifh'd 
.  No  ;  'tis 
If  he  were 


Ray.  No  ;  'tis  a  fait  rheum  that  fcalds  my  eyes. 
vanquifti'd,  I  am  dill  unconquer'd. 


*  I'll  leave  you  in  the  height  of  all  my  love 

*  Ev'n  when  my  heart  is  beating  out  its  way, 

*  And  ftruggles  to  you  moil. 

*  Parewei,  a  laft  farewel  !   my  dear,  dear  Lord, 

*  Remember  rne  ;  fpeak,  Raymond,  will  you  let  him  ? 

*  Shall  he  remember  Leonora's  love, 

*  And  fi*ed  a  parting  tear  to  her  misfortunes  ? 

'  Ray.  [Almqft  crying.']  Yes,  yes,  he  mall  ;.  pray  go. 
*  Tor.  Now,  by  my  foul,  me  fhall  not  go  :  why,  Ray- 

*  Her  every  tear  is  worth  a  father's  life  ;  [mond, 
'  Cctne  to  my  arms  ;  come,  my  fair  penitent, 

3 
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c  Let  us  not  think  what  future  ills  may  fall, 

*  But  drink  deep  draughts  of  love,  and  lofe  them  all. 

[Exit  Tor.  with  the  Queen* 
'  R&y*  No  matter  yet,  he  has  my  hook  within  him* 

*  Now  let  him  frilk  and  flounce,  and  run  and  roll, 

*  And  think  to  break  his  hold  :   he  toils  in  vain. 

*  This  love,  the  bait  he  gorg'd  fo  greedily, 

*  Will  make  him  fick,  and  then  I  have  him  fure. 

4  Enter  Alphonfo  and  Pedro, 
*  Alpb.  Brother,  there's  news  from  Bertran ;  hedefires 

*  Admittance  to  the  King,  and  cries  aloud, 

*  This  day  (hall  end  our  fears  of  civil  war  ; 

'  For  his  i'afe  conduct  he  entreats  your  prefence, 

*  And  begs  you  would  be  fpeedy. 
4  Ray,  Though  I  loath 

*  The  traitor's  fight,  I'll  go :  attend  us  here,'    [Exeunt., 
Enter  Gomez,  Elvira,  Dominick,  with  Officer^  to  make  the 

Jlage  as  full  as  pqffille. 

Ped.  Why,  how  now,  Gomez;  what  makeft  thou 
here  with  a  whole  brotherhood  of  city-bailiffs  ?  Why, 
thou  lookeft  like  Adam  in  Paradife,  with  his  guard  of 
beafls  about  him. 

Gom.  Ay,  and  a  man  had  need  of  them,  Don  Pedro  ; 
for  here  are  the  two  old  feducers,  a  wife  and  a  prieft, 
that's  Eve  and  the  ferpent,  at  my  elbow. 

Dom.  Take  notice  how  uncharitably  he  talks  of  church 
men. 

Gom.  Indeed  you  are  a  charitable  belfwagger  :  my  wife 
cried  out  fire,  fire ;  and  you  brought  out  your  church 
buckets,  and  called  for  engines  to  play  againil  it. 

Alpb.  I  am  forry  you  are  come  hither  to  accufe  your 
wife  ;  her  education  has  been  virtuous,  her  nature  mild 
and  eafy. 

Gom.  Yes ;  (he's  eafy  with  a  vengeance,  there's  a  cer 
tain  Colonel  has  found  her  fo. 

Alpb.  She  came  a  fpotlefs  virgin  to  your  bed. 

Gom.  And  (lie's  a  fpotlefs  virgin  ftill  for  me — (he's  ne 
ver  the  worfe  for  my  wearing,  I'll  take  my  oath  on't :  I 
hare  lived  with  her  with  all  the  innocence  of  a  man  of 
threefcore ;  like  a  peaceable  bedfellow  as  I  am. 

Eh.  Indeed,  Sir,  I  havenoreafou  to  complain  of  him 
for  diftvrrbing  of  nay  flcep. 

if  Dom. 
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Dom*  A  fine,  commendation  you  have  given  you rfclf; 
the  church  did  not  marry  you  for  that. 

Put.  Come,  come,  your  grievances,  your  grievances. 

D»m.  Why,  noble  Sir,  I'll  tell  you. 

'Gom.  Peace,  fryar  !  and  let  me  fpeak  fiift.  I  am  the 
plaintiff.  Sure  you  think  you  are  in  the  pulpit,  where 
you  preach  by  hours. 

Dom.  And  you  edify  by  minutes. 

Gom.  Where  you  make  doclrines  for  the  people,  and 
ufes  and  applications  for  yourfelves. 

Ped.  Gomez,  give  way  to  the  old  gentleman  in  black. 

Gem.  No  !  the  t'other  old  gentleman  in  black  (hall 
take  me  if- 1  do  ;  I  will  fpeak  firft  ;  nay,  I  will,  rryar, 
for  all  your  we rbum  Jaeerdotis,  I'll  fpeak  truth  in  few 
words,  and  then  you  may  come  afterwards,  and  lie  by  the 
clock,  as  you  ufe  to  do  :  for,  let  me  tell  you,  gentlemen, 
he  fhall  lie, and  forfwear  himfelf  with  any  fryar  in  all 
Spain  ;  that's  a  bold  word  now. 

Dom.  Let  him  alone  ;  let  him-  alone  ;  I  (ball'  fetch  Kim 
back  with  a  circum-lendilus,  I  warrant  him. 

Alph.  Well,  what  have  you  to  fay  againil  your  wife, 
Gomez  ? 

Gom*  Why,  I  fay,  in  the  firft  place,  that  I  and  all 
wen  are  married  for  our  fins,  and  that  our  wives  area 
judgment ;  that  a  bachelor-coiler  is  a  happier  man  than 
a  prince  in  wedlock  ;  that  we  are  all  vifited  with  a  houfe- 
hold  plague,  and,  *'  Lord  have  mercy  upon  us"  fhould 
be  written  on  all  our  doors. 

Dom.  Now  he  reviles  marriage,  which  is  one  of  the 
feven  blefled  facraments. 

Gom.  'Tis  liker  one  of  the  feven  deadly  fms:  but  make 
yottr  bert  on't,  L  care  not;  Vis  but  binding  a-ma»  neck 
and  heels  for  all  that !  But,  as  for  my  wife,  that  croco- 
.dilc  of 'Nilus,  (he  has  wickedly  and'traiteroully  confpired 
the  cuckoldom  of  me  her  anointed  fovereign  lord  ,•  aad 
with  the  help  of  the  aforefaid  fryar,  whom  heaven  con- 
tbund,  and  with  the  limbs  of  one  Colonel  Hernando, 
cuckold-maker  of  this  city,  deviliflily  contrived  to  ftesrl 
herfeif  away,  and  under  her  arm  feloniouily  to  bear  one 
caiket  of  dia-monds,  pearls  and  other  jewels,  to  the  value 
of  thirty  thoufand  pifloles.  Guilty,  or  not  guilty  ;  how 
thoi/,  culprit  ? 

f  Dom* 
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Dom.  Falfe  and  fcanctelous  !  -Give  me  the  book.  ^  Til 
take  my  corporal  oath  point-blank  againft  every  particu 
lar  of  this  charge. 

.£Iv.  And  fo  will  I. 

Dom.  As   I  was  walking  in  the  flreets,  telling  my 

•  beads  and   praying  to  myfelf,   according  to   my   ufual 
cultom,  I  heard  a  foul  out-cry  before  Gomez's  portal,; 
and  his  wife,  my  penitent,  making  doleful  lamentations; 
thereupon,  making  what  hafte  my  limbs  would  fuffer  me, 
that  are  crimpled  with  often  kneeling,  I  faw  him  fpurn* 
ing  and  fitting  her  moft  unmercifully ;  whereupon,  uiing 
Chriftian  arguments  with  him  to  delift,  he  fell  violently 
upon  me,  without  refpeft  to  my  facerdotal  orders,  pufhed 
me  from  him,  and  turned  me  about  with  a  finger  and  a 
thumb,  juil  as  a  man  would  fet  up  a  top,  Mercy,  qvvoth 
1.    Damme,  quoth  he.  And  ftill  continued  labouring  me., 
'till  a  good-minded  Colonel  came  by,  whom,  as  Heaven 
fliall  fave  me,  I  had  never  feen  before. 

Com.  Oh,  Lord  !  Oh,  Lord  ! 

Dom.  Ay,  and,  Oh,  Lady  !  Oh,  Lady  too  !  I  redouble 
my  oath,  I  had  never  feen  him.  Well,  this  noble  Colo 
nel,  like  a  true  gentleman,  was  for  taking  the  weaker  part 
you  may  be  fure — whereupon  this  Gomez  flew  upon  him, 
-like  a  dragon,  got  him  down,  the  devil  being  flrong  in. 
him,  and  gave  him  baftinado  upon  baflinado,  and  buffet 
:upon  buffet,  which  the  poor  meek  Colonel,  being  pro- 
ftrate,  fufferedwith  a  moft  Chriftian  patience. 

Gom.  Who  ?  he  meek  ?  I'm  fure  I  quake  at  the  very 
thought  of  him  ;  why,  he's  as  fierce  as  Rhodomont  j  he 
made  aflault  and  battery  upon  my  perfon,  beat  me  into 
all  the  colours  of  the  rainbow ;  and  every  word  thi& 
.abominable  prieft  has  uttered  is  as  falfe.  as  the  Alcoran. 
But  .if  you  want  a  thorough-paced  liar,;  that  will  fwear 
through  thick  and  thin,  commend  me  to  a  fryar. 
<Enter  Lorenzo,  nuho  comes  behind  tbe  company,  andjldndi  dt 
bis  father's  back  unfeen,  over  agaitift  Gomez. 

Lor.  \_AJlde.  ]  How  now  !  What's  here  to  do  ?  My  caufe 

a  trying,  as  I  live,  and  that  before  my  own  father  :  now 

-fourfcore  take  him   for  an  old  bawdy  magiftrate,  '  that 

4  ftands  like  the  pi&ure  of  Madam  Juftice,  with  a  pair 

*  of  foaletin  his  hand,  to  weitfh  lechery  by  ounces,' 
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Alph.  Well— but  all  this  while,  who  is  this  Colonel 
Hernando  ? 

Gom.  He's  the  firft  begotten  of  Beelzebub,  with  a  face 

as  terrible  as  Demogorgon.  [Lorenzo  peeps  over  Alphon- 

fo'j  bead)  and  flares  at  Gomez.]  No  ;  I  lie,  I  lie ;   he's 

a  very  proper  handfome  fellow  !  well  proportioned,  and 

"  clean  fhaped,  with  a  face  like  a  cherubin. 

Ped.  What,  backward  and  forward.  Gomez,  doit  thou 
hunt  counter  ? 

Alph.  Had  this  Colonel  any  former  defign  upon  your 
wife  ?  for,  if  that  be  proved,  you  ihall  have  juitice. 

Gom.  [dfab.}  Now  I  dare  fpeak  ;  let  him  look  as 
dreadful  as  he  will.  I  fay,  Sir,  and  will  prove  it,  that 
he  had  a  lewd  defign  upon  her  body,  and  attempted  to 
corrupted  her  honefty.  [Lorenzo  lifts  up  hhfft  clenched  at 
him.'}  I  confefs,  my  wife  was  as  willing — as  himfelf; 
and,  I  believe,  'twas  (he  corrupted  him ;  for  I  have  known 
him  formerly,  a  very  civil  and  modeft  perfon. 

Elv.  You  fee,  Sir,  he  contradicts  himfelf  at  every 
\vord  :  he's  plainly  mad. 

Alph.  Speak  boldly,  man  !  and  fay  what  thou  wilt 
ftand  by  :  did  he  ftrike  thee  ? 

Gom.  I  will  fpeak  boldly  :  he  ftruck  me  on  the  face 
before  my  own  threfhold,  that  the  very  walls  cried  (hame 
on  him.  [  Lorenzo  holds  up  again.}  *Tis  true,  I  gave  him 
provocation,  for  the  man's  as  peaceable  a  gentleman  as 
any  is  in  all  Spain. 

Dom.  Now  the  truth  comes  out,  in  fpite  of  him. 

fed.  I  believe  {he  fryar  has  bewitched  him. 

Alph.  For  my  part,  I  fee  no  wrong  that  has  been 
offered  him. 

Gom.  How  ?  no  wrong  ?  why,  he  ravifhed  me  with  the 
help  of  two  foldiers,  carried  me  away  vi  &  armis,  and 
would  have  put  me  into  a  plot  againft  the  government. 
[  Lorenzo  holds  up  again.'}  I  confefs,  I  never  could  endure 
the  government,  becaufe  it  was  tyrannical :  but  my  fides 
•and  fhoulders  are  black  and  blue,  as  I  can  {trip  and  (hew 
the  marks  of  them.  [Lorenzo  again.}  But  that  might 
happen  too  by  a  fall  that  I  got  yelterday  upon  the  peb 
bles.  [All  laugh. 

Dom.  Frefli  ftraw,  and  a  dark  chamber:  a  moft  mam- 
feft  judgment ;  there  never  comes  better  of  railing  againft 
the  church. 

(?*«. 
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Com.  Why,  what  will  you  have  me  -fay?  I  think 
you'll  make  me  mad  :  truth  has  been  at  my  tongue's  end. 
this  half  hour,  and  I  have  not  power  to  bring  it  out,  for 
iear  of  this  bloody-minded  Colonel, 

Alph.  What  Colonel  ? 

Gom.  Why,  my  Colonel :  I  mean,  my  wife's  Colonel^ 
that  appears  there  to  me  like  my  mains  genmsr  and  ter 
rifies  me. 

-  Alpb.  [Turning."]  Now  you  are  mad  indeed,  Goittez  j 
this  is  my  fon  Lorenzo. 

Gom.  -Hew  ?  Your  fon,  Lorenzo !  It  is  impoffibte. 

Alph.  As  true  as  your  wife,  Elvira,  is  my  daughter. 

Lor.  What,  -have  I  taken  all  this  pains  about  a  lifter  ? 

Gom.  No,  you  have  taken  fome  about  me  :  I  am  Turer 
if  you  are  her  -brother,  my  fides  'can  mew  the  tokens  of 
our  alliance. 

Alph.  [To  Lor.]  You  know  I  put  your  Mer  into* 
nunnery,  with  a  flri6t  command  not  to  fee  you,  for  fear 
you  mould  have  wrought  upon  her  to  have  taken  the  ha 
bit,  which  was  never  my  intention  ;  and,  confequently^ 
I  married  her  without  your  knowledge,  that  it  might  not 
be  in  your  power  to  prevent  it. 

Elv.  You  fee,, brother,  I  had  a  natural  affeBion  to 
you. 

Lor.  What  a  delicious  harlot  have  I  loft  1  Now,  pertt 
upon  me,  for  being  fo  near  a-kin  to  tlree. 

Eh.  However,  we  are  both  beholden  to  fryar  'Domi- 
nick,  *  the  church  is  an  indulgent  mother,  foe  never* 
*•  fails  to  do  her  part.* 

Dom.  Heaven  !  what  will  become  of  me  f 

Gom.  Why,  you  are  not  alike  to  trouble  Heaven  j 
thofe  fat  guts  were  never  made  for  mounting. 

Lor,  I  (hall  make  bold  to  disburden  him  of  my  hun 
dred  piftoles,  to  make  him  the  lighter  for  his  journey  5. 
indeed  'tis  partly  out  of  confcience,  that  I  may  not  be 
acceflary  to  his  breaking  his  vow  of  poverty. 

Alph.  I  have  no  fecukr  power  to  reward  the  pams  you 
have  taken  with  rny  daughter  :  but  I  ihall  do  it  by  proxy,, 
fryar  :  your  bifhop*s  my  friend,  and  'tis  too  honeft,  to 
let  fuch  as  you  infe^Vacloyfter. . 

Gom,  Ay,  do$  father-in-law,  let  him  to  Ipe  flripped  of 

his  habit,  and  difordered — I  would  fain  fee  him  walk  in, 

H  3  quirpo,, 
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quirpo,  like  a  cafed  rabbet,  without  his  holy  fur.r  upon 
his  back,  that  the  world  may  once  behold  the  inlide  of  a 
fryar, 

4  Dom.  Farewel,  kind  gentlemen :  I  give  you  all  my 

*  bleffing  before   I  go. May  your  fitters,  wives  and 

*  daughters,  be  fo  naturally  lewd,   that  they  may  have 
'  no  occafion  for  a  devil  to  tempt,  or  a  fryar  to  pimp  for 
'  them.'  [j£.*7/,  with  a  rabble  pujb ing  him. 
.  Enter  Torrifrnond,  Leonora,  Bertran,  Raymond,  Te- 

refa,   {&-. 

Tor,  He  lives  !  he  lives !  my  royal  father  lives  1 
Let  every  one  partake  the  general  joy. 
Some  angel  with  a  golden  trumpet  found, 
King  Sajncho  lives  !  and  let  the  echoing  fkies 
From  pole  to  pole  refound,  king  Sancho  lives ! 
Oh,  Bertran,  Oh,  no  more  my  foe,  but  brother  i 
One  a6t  like  this  blots  out  a  thoufand  crimes. 

Eert.  Bad  men,  when  'tis  their  intereft,  may  do  good  : 
1  muft  coniefs,  I  counfel'd  Sancho's  murder  ; 
And  urg'd  the  Queen  by  fpecious  arguments  ; 
But  itill,  fufpeding  that  her  love  was  chang'd, 
I  fpread  abroad  the  rumour  of  his  death, 
fo  found  the  very  foul  of  her  deiigns  : 
Th'  event  you  know  was  anfwering  to  my  fears  : 
She  threw  the  odium  of  the  fact  on  me, 
And  publickly  avow'd  her  love  to  you. 

Ray.  Heaven  guided  all  to  fave  the  innocent. 

Eert.  I  plead  no  merit,  but  a  bare  forgivenefs; 

Tor.  Not  only  that,1  but  favour :  Sancho's  life, 
Whether  by  virtue  or  defign  preferv'd, 
Claims  all  within  my  power. 

%u.  My  prayers  are  heard ; 
And  I  have  nothing  farther  to  defire, 
But  Sancho's  leave  to  authorize  our  marriage. 

Tor.  Oh,  fear  not  him  !  pity  and  he  are  one  ; 
So  merciful  a  king  did  never  live  ; 
Loth  to  revenge,  and  eafy  to  forgive : 
But  let  the  bold  confpirator  beware, 
For  Heaven  makes  princes  its  peculiar  care* 

END  of  the  FIFTH  ACT. 
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By  a  Friend  of  the  AUTHOR. 


COHERE'*  none,  Tmfurc,  who  is  a  friend  to  I 

But  will  ourjryar's  character  approve  : 
The  ablcftfyark  amongyou  fomctimcs  needs 
Such  pious  help,  for  charitable  deeds. 
Oar  church,  alas  !  (as  Rome  objects)  does  want 
Thefe  ghoftly  comforts  for  the  falling  faint : 
This  gains  them  their  wh ore-converts,  and  may  be 
One  reafon  of  the  growth  of  Pepery. 
So  Mahomet's  religion  came  in  fajhion, 
By  the  large  leave  it  gave  to  fornication. 
Fear  not  the  guilt,  if  you  can  pay  for't  well  j. 
There  is  no  Dives  in  the  Roman  he/I. 
Gold  opens  thejlraight  gate,,  and  lets  him  in  : 
But  want  of  money  is  a  mortal  Jin. 
For  all  bejidesyou  may  difcount  to  heaven^ 
And  drop  a  bead  to  keep  the  tallies  even. 
How  are  men  cozen* djtill  withjbows  of  -good  f 
The  bawd's  bejl  majk  is  the  grave  fry  ar's  hood. 
Though  vice  no  mere  a  clergyman  difpleafes^ 
Than  doflors  can  be  thought  to  hate  difeafes. 
*Tis  by  your  living  ill,  that  they  live  well. 
By  your  debauches  their  fat  paunches  fwell. 
9Tis  a  mock  war  bctvjeen  thepriejl  and  de-vil\ 
When  they  think  Jit,  they  can  be  very  civil. 
As  fame,  who  did  French  counfels  moft  advance, 
To  blind  the  world,  have  raiFd  in  print  at  France* 
Thus  do  the  clergy  at  your  vices  bawl, 
That  with  more  eafe  they  may  engrofs  them  all* 
By  damningyours,  they  do  their  own  maintain^ 
A  churchman*  s  godlinefs  is  always  gain. 
Hence  to  their  prince  they  wiilfuperior  be  ; 
And  civil  treafon  grows  church  loyalty  : 
Theyboaji  the  gift  of  heaven  if  in  their  power  $ 
Well  may  they  give  the  god  they  can  devour. 
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Still  to  thcjick  and  dead  their  claims  they  lay  ; 

For  'fis  on  carrion  that  the  vermin  prey. 

Nor  have  they  lefs  dominion  on  our  life, 

They  trot  the  hujband,  and  they  pace  the  wife. 

JRjuze  up,  you  cuckolds  of  the  northern  climes , 

And  learn  from  Sweden  t  o  prevent fuch  crimes*. 

Unman  the  fry ar,  and  leave  the  holy  drone 

To  hu?n  in  hisforfaken  hive  alone  \ 

He'll  "Work  no  honey  when  his Jl  ing  is  gone. 

jTour  wives  and  daughters  foon  will  leave  the  cells ^ 

When  they  havelojl  the  found  of  Aarorfs  bells. 
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PROLOGUE. 

tJsofe,  whenever  try'd,  conceive  thefweat^ 
The  toll  requir'd,  to  make  a  play  complete  , 

They'd  pardon,  or  encourage  all  that  could 

Pretend  to  be  hut  tolerably  good. 

Plot,  wit,  and  humour* s  hard  to  meet  in  one, 

Andyct  -without  them  all — all's  lamely  done  : 

One  wit,  perhaps ,  another  humour  paints  ; 

A  third  dejignsyou  well,  but  genius  wants; 

A  fourth  begins  with  fire— —  but,  ah  !  too  'weak  to  hold 
it,  faints. 

A  modern  bard,  who  late  adorn* d  the  bays, 

Whofe  mufe  advanc'd  his  fame  to  envy'dpraife,  > 

Wasftill  obferv'd  to  want  his  judgment  mojl  in  plays.        J 

Thofe,  he  too  often  found,  required  the  pain 

And  Jirongcr  forces  of  a  vigorous  brain  : 
Nay,  even  altered  plays,  like  old  houfes  mendcd% 

Coft  little  lefs  than  new,  before  they're  ended ; 

At  leaft,  our  author  finds  the  experience  true9 

For  equal  pains  had  made  this  wholly  neiv : 

And  though  the  namefeems  old,  thefcenes  wiUJbew  •« 

That  'tis,  in  faff,  no  more  the  fame,  than  now  > 

Fanfd  Chatfivorth  is,  what  'twas  fame  years  ago»  J 

Pardon  the  boldnefs,  that  a  play  Jhould  dare, 

With  works  of  Jo  much  wonder  to  compare  : 

But  as  thatfabricWs  ancient  walls  or  wood 

Were  little  worth,  to  make  this  new  one  good  $ 

So  of  this  play,  we  hope,  'tis  underftood. 

For  though  from  former  fcenes  fome  hints  he  draws t 

The  ground-plot's  wholly  chang'dfrom  what  it  was  .* 

Not  but  he  hopes  you'll  find  enough  that's  new, 

In  plot,  in  perfons,  wit  and  humour  too  : 

Yet  what's  not  his,  he  owns  in  others  right^ 

Nor  toils  he  now  for  fame,  but  your  delight. 

If  that's  attain' d,  what  matter's  whofe  the  play's  ? 

Applaud  the  fcenes )  and  Jlrip  him  ofthepraife* 


A  z 
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THE 
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THE 

DOUBLE   GALLANT. 


The  I'vnes  dijllnguijhed  by  Inverted  comas,  <  thus,*  are  omitted  in  the 
rcprefentation. 


ACT      I. 

SCENE,  The  Park. 
Enter  Clerimont  and  AtalU 

CLERIMONT. 

MR.  Atall,  your  very  humble  fervant. 
At.  O,  Clerimont,  fuch  an  adventure  !    I  was 
juft  going  to  your  lodgings,    fuch   a  tranfporting   acci 
dent  !  in  fhort,  I  am  now   pofitively  in  love  for  altoge 
ther. 

Cler.  All  the  fex  together,  I  believe. 

At.  Nay,  if  thou  dofl  not  believe  me,  and  ftand  ray 
friend,  I  am  ruin'd  part  redemption. 
!  Cler.  Dear  Sir,  if  I  ftand  your  friend  without  believ 
ing  you,  won't  that  do  as  well  ?  But  why  fhould  you 
think  I  don't  believe  you  ?  I  have  feen  you  twice  in  love 
within  this  fortnight  ;  and  it  would  be  hard  indeed  to 
fuppofe  a  heart  of  fo  much  mettle  could  not  hold  out  a 
third  engagement. 

At.  Then,  to  be  ferious,  in  one  word,  I  am  honourably 
in  love  ;  and,  if  flie  proves  the  woman  I  am  lure  ihe  muity 
will  pofitively  marry  her. 

Cler.  Marry  !  O  degenerate  virtue  \ 

At.  Now  will  you  help  me  ? 

Cler.  Sir,  you  may  depend  upon  me.  Pray  give  me 
leave  firit  to  afk  a  queilion  or  two ;  What  is  this  honoura 
ble  lady's  name  .? 

A  3  &. 
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At.  Faith,  I  don't  know. 

Cler.  What  are  her  parents  ? 

At.  I  can't  tell. 

Cler.     What  fortune  has  fhe  ? 

At.  I  don't  know. 

Cler.  Where  does  ftie  live  ? 

At.  I  can't  tell. 

Cler.  A  very  concife  account  of  the  perfon  you  defigrt 
to  marry.  Pray,  Sir,  what  is't  you  do  know  of  her? 

At.  That  I'll  tell  you :  Coming  yefterday  from 
Greenwich  by  water,  I  overtook  a  pair  of  oars,  whofe 
lovely  freight  was  one  fingle  lady,  and  a  fellow  in  a 
handibme  livery  in  the  ftern.  When  I  came  up,  I  had 
at  firil  relblved  to  ufe  the  privilege  of  the  element,  and 
bait  her  with  waterman's  wit,  till  I  came  to  the  bridge  ; 
but,  as  foon  as  fhe  faw  me,  fhe  very  prudently  prevented 
my  defign  ;  and,  as  I  patted,  bow'd  to  me  with  an  hum 
ble  blufh,  that  fpoke  at  once  inch  fen fe,  fojuilafear, 
and  modefty,  as  put  the  loofeft  of  my  thoughts  to  rout. 
And  when  fhe  found,  her  fears  had  moved  me  into  man 
ners,  the  cautious  gloom  that  fat  upon  her  beauties  dif- 
appeared  ;  her  fparkling  eyes  refumed  their  native  fire  ; 
fhe  looked,  Ihe  fmiled,  fhe  talked,  while  her  diffufive 
charms  new  fired  my  heart,  and  gave  my  foul  a  foftnefs 
it  never  felt  before — To  be  brief,  her  converfation  was 
as  charming  as  her  perfon,  both  eafy,  unconftrained, 
and  fprightly :  but  then  her  limbs !  O  rapturous  thought ! 
The  fnowy  down  upon  the  wings  of  unfledged  love,  had 
never  half  that  foftnefs. 

Cler.  Raptures  indeed.  Pray,  Sir,  how  came  you  fo 
well  acquainted  with  her  limbs  ? 

At.  By  the  moil  fortunate  misfortune  fure  that  ever 
was  :  for,  as  we  were  {hooting  the  bridge,  her  boat,  by 
the  negligence  of  the  waterman,  running  againft  the 
piles,  was  overfet  ;  out  jumps  the  footman  to  take  care 
of  a  fingle  rogue,  and  down  went  the  poor  lady  to  the 
bottom.  My  boat  being  before  her,  the  ilream  drove 
her,  by  the  help  of  her  cloaths,  toward  me  ;  at  fight 
of  her  I  plunged  in,  caught  her  in  my  arms,  and,  with 
much  ado,  fupported  her  till  my  waterman  pulled  in  to 
fave  us.  But  the  charming  difficulty  of  her  getting  into 
the  boat,  gave  me  a  tranfport  that  all  the  wide  water  in 
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the  Thames  had  not  power  to  cool  ?  for,  Sir,  while  I  was 
giving  her  a  lift  into  the  boat,  I  found  the  floating  of  her 
cloaths  had  left  her-  lovely  limbs  beneath  as  bare  as  a  new 
born  Venus  riling  from  the  fea. 

Cler.  What  an  impudent  happinefs  art  thou  capable 
of! 

At.  When  me  was  a  little  recovered  from  her  fright 
fhe  began  to  enquire  my  name,  abode,  and  circum fiances, 
that  fhe  might  know  to  whom  fhe  owed  her  life  and  pre- 
fervation.  Now,  to  tell  you  the  truth,  I  durfl  not  trufl 
her  with  my  real  name,  left  fhe  fhould  from  thence  have 
difcovered  that  my  father  was  now  actually  under  bonds 
to  marry  me  to  another  woman  ;  fo  faith  I  even  told  her 
my  name  was  Freeman,  a  Glouceflerfhire  gentleman,  of 
a  good  eflate,  jufl  come  to  town  about  a  chancery  fuit. 
Befides,  I  was  unwilling  any  accident  mould  let  my  fa 
ther  know  of  my  being  yet  in  England,  leil  he  fhould 
find  me  out,  and  force  me  to  marry  the  woman  I  never 
faw  (for  which,  you  know,  he  commanded  me  home) 
before  I  have  time  to  prevent  it. 

Cler.  Well,  but  could  you  not  learn  the  lady's  name  all 
this  while? 

At.  No  faith,  Ihe  was  inexorable  to  all  intreaties  ; 
only  told  me  in  general  terms,  that  if  what  I  vowed  to 
her  was  fincere,  fhe  would  give  me  a  proof  in  a  few  days 
what  hazards  fhe  would  run  to  requite  my  fervices  ;  fo 
after  having  told  her  where  fhe  might  hear  of  me,  I  faw 
her  into  a  chair,  prefTed  her  by  the  cold  rofy  fingers,  kif- 
fed  them  warm,  and  parted. 

Cler.  WThat,  then  you  are  quite  off  with  the  lady,  I 
fuppoie,  that  you  made  an  acquaintance  with  in  the  Park 
laft  week. 

At.  No,  no  ;  not  fo  neither  :  one's  my  Juno,  all 
pride  and  beauty ;  but  this  my  Venus,  all  life,  love,  and 
foftnefs.  Now,  what  I  beg  of  thee,  dear  Clerimont,  is 
this :  Mrs,  Juno,  as  I  told  you,  having  done  me  the  ho 
nour  of  a  civil  vifit  or  two  at  my  own  lodgings,  I  mufl 
needs  borrow  thine  to  entertain  Mrs.  Venus  in  ;  for  if 
the  rival  goddefles  fhould  meet  and  clafh,  you  know  there 
would  be  the  devil  to  do  between  them. 

Cler.  Well,  Sir,  my  lodgings  are  at  your  fervice  :  but 
you  mull  be  very  private  and  fober,  I  can  tell  you  ;  for 
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my  landlady 's  a  Prefbyterian  ;  if  fhe  fufpe6h  your  de~ 
lign,  you're  blown  up,  depend  upon't. 

At.  Don't  fear;  I'll  be  as  careful  as  a  guilty  confci- 
ence:  but  I  want  immediate  pofleffion ;  for  I  expect  to 
hear  from  her  every  moment,  and  have  already  directed 
her  to  fend  thither.  Pr'ythee,  come  with  me. 

Cler.  'Faith  you  mutt  excufe  me  ;  I  expert  fome  ladies 
in  the  Park  that  I  would  not  mifs  of  for  an  empire  :  but 
yonder's  my  fervant,  he  mall  condud  you. 

At.  Very  good  !  that  will  do  as  well  then ;  I'll  fend 
my  man  along  with  him  to  expect  her  commands,  and 
call  me  if  fhe  fends  :  and  in  the  mean  time  I'll  e'en  go 
home  to  my  own  lodgings  ;  for,  to  tell  you  the  truth,  I 
expert  a  fmall  meflage  there  from  my  goddefs  imperial. 
And  I  am  not  io  much  in  love  with  my  new  bird  in  the 
bufli,  as  to  let  t'other  fly  out  of  my  hand  for  her. 

Clcr.  And  pray,  Sir,  what  name  does  your  goddefs  im 
perial,  as  you  call  her,  know  you  by  ? 
.  At.  O,  Sir,  with  her  I  pafs  for  a  man  of  arms,  and  am 
called  Colonel  Stand  fail  j  with  my  new  face,  John  Free 
man,  of  Flatland-Hall,  efq.  But  time  flies ;  I  muftleave 
you. 

Cler.  Well,    dear  Atall,    I'm  yours Good  luck  to 

you.  [Exit  At.]  What  a  happy  fellow  is  this,  that  owes 
his  fuccefs  with  the  women  purely  to  his  inconftancy  ? 
Here  comes  another  too  almoftas  happy  as  he,  a  fellow 
that's  wife  enough  to  be  but  half  in  love,  and  make  his 
whole  life  a  iludied  idlenefs. 

Enter  Carelefs. 

S*j,  Carelefs !  you're  conftant,  I  fee,  to  your  morning's 
faunter.  Well,  how  Hand  matters  ?  I  hear  Jirange  things 
of  thee  ;  that  after  having  railed  at  marriage  all  thy 
life,  thou  hail  refolved  to  fall  into  th'e  noofe  at  Lift. 

Care.  I  don't  fee  any  great  terror  in  the  noofe,  as  you 
call  it,  when  a  man's  weary  of  liberty  :  the  liberty  of 
playing  the  fool,  when  one's  turned  of  thirty,  is  not  of 
much  value. 

Clcr.  Hey-day  !  Then  you  begin  to  have  nothing  in 
your  head  now,'  but  fettlements,  children,  and  the  main 
chance  ? 

Care.  Even  fo  faun  ;  but  in  hopes  to  come  at  'em  too, 
I  am  forced  very  often  to  make  my  way  through  pills, 
elixirs,  bolus's,  ptiians,  and  gallipots. 

Cler. 
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Cler.  What,  is  your  miftrefs  an  apothecary's  widow  ? 

Care.  No,  but  ihe  is  an  apothecary's  fhop,  and  keeps 
as  many  drugs  in  her  bed-chamber  ;  (he  has  her  phyiic 

for  every  hour  of  the  day  and  night for  'tis  vulgar, 

fhe  fays,  to  be  a  moment  in  'rude  and  perfect  health. 
Her  bed  lined  with  poppies ;  the  black  boys  at  the  feet, 
that  the  healthy  employ  to  bear  flowers  in  their  arms, 
fhe  loads  with  diafcordium,  and  other  fleepy  potions  ; 
her  fweet-bags,  inftead  of  the  common  and  offenfive 
fmells  of  mufk  and  amber,  breathe  nothing  but  the  more 
modifh  and  falubrious  fcentsof  hart's-horn,  rue,  and  af- 
fafretida. 

Cler.  Why,  at  this  rate,  flic's  only  fit  to  be  the  confort 
of  Hippocrates.  But  pray  what  other  charms  has  this 
extraordinary  lady  ? 

Care.  She  has  one,  Tom,  that  a  man  may  relifli  with 
out  being  fodeep  a  phyfician. 

Cler.   What's  that  ? 

Care.  Why,  two  thoufand  pounds  a  year. 

Cler.  No  vulgar  beauty,  I  confefs,  Sir.  But  can  ft 
thou  for  any  coniideration  throw  thyfelf  into  this  hof- 
pital,  this  box  of  phyfic,  and  lie  all  night  like  leaf-gold 
upon  a  pill  ? 

Care.  O,  dear  Sir,  this  is  not  half  the  evil ;  her  hu 
mour  is  as  fantaftic  as  her  diet  ;  nothing  that  is  Englilh 
muft  come  near  her ;  all  her  delight  is  in  foreign  imper- 
tinencies :  her  rooms  are  all  of  Japan  or  Perfia,  her 
drefs  Indian,  and  her  equipage  are  all  monflers :  the 
coachman  came  over  with  his  horfes,  both  from  Ruffia, 
Flanders  are  too  common  ;  the  reft  of  her  trim  are  a  mot 
ley  crowd  of  blacks,  tawny,  olives,  feulamots,  and  pale 
blues :  in  fhort,  flic's  for  any  thing  that  comes  from 
beyond  fea ;  her  greateft  monfters  are  thofe  of  her  own 
country  ;  and  (he's  in  love  with  nothing  o'this  fide  the 
line,  but  the  apothecaries. 

Cler.  Apothecaries  quotha  !  why  your  fine  lady,  for 
aught  I  fee,  is  a  perfect  dofe  of  folly  and  phyfic  ;  irt  a 
month's  time  (he'll  grow  like  an  antimonial  cup,  and  a 
kifs  will  be  able  to  work  with  you. 

Care.  But  to  prevent  that,  Tom,  I  defign  upon  the 
wedding-day  to  break  all  her  gallipots,  kick  the  doftor 
down  flairs,  and  force  her,  initead  of  phyfic,  to  take  a 

hearty 
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hearty  meal  of  a  Twinging  rump  of  boiled  beef  and  car 
rots,  and  fo  'faith  I  have  told  her. 

Clor.  That's  fomething  familiar  :  are  you  fo  near  man 
and  wife  ? 

Care  .  O  nearer  ;  for  I  fometimes  plague  her  till  fhe 
hates  the  very  light  of  me. 

Cler.  Ha  !  ha  !  very  good  !  So  being  a  very  trouble- 
fome  lover,  you  pretend  to  cure  her  of  her  phyfic  by  a 
counter  poitbn. 

Care.  Right  ;  I  intend  to  fee  a  doctor  to  prefcribe  to  her 
an  hour  of  my  converfation  to  be  taken  every  night  and 
morning  ;  and  this  to  be  continued  till  her  fever  of  aver- 
lion's  over. 

Cler.  An  admirable  recipe  ! 

Care.  Well,  Tom,  buthowflands  thy  own  affair  ?  Is 
Clarinda  kind  yet  ? 

Cler,  Faith  I  can't  fay  file's  abfolutely  kind,  but  (he's 
pretty  near  it  ;  for  fhe's  grown  fo  ridiculouily  ill-hu 
moured  to  me  of  late,  that  if  fhe  keeps  the  fame  airs  a 
week  longer,  I  am  in  hopes  to  find  as  much  eafe  from 
her  folly,  as  my  conflancy  would  from  her  good-nature 
But  to  be  plain,  I'm  afraid  I  have  fome  fecret  ri 
val  in  the  cafe  ;  for  women's  vanity  feldom  gives  them 
courage  enough  to  ufe  an  old  lover  heartily  ill,  till  they 
are  firfl  fure  of  a  new  one,  that  they  intend  to  ufe  bet 
ter. 

Care.  What  fays  Sir  Solomon  ?  He  is  your  friend,  I 
prefume  ? 

Cler.  Yes  ;  at  leaft  I  can  make  him  fo  when  I  pleafe  : 
there  is  an  odd  five  hundred  pound  in  her  fortune,  that 
he  has  a  great  mind  fhould  flick  to  his  fingers,  when  he 
pays  in  the  reft  on't  j  which  I  am  afraid  I  muft  comply 
with,  for  fhe  can't  ealily  marry  without  his  confent. 
And  yet  fhe's  fo  altered  in  her  behaviour  of  late,  that  I 
fcarce  know  what  to  do  —  Pr'ythee  take  a  turn  and  ad- 
vife  me. 

Care.  With  all  my  heart,  [Exeunt* 

The  SCENE  changes  to  Sir  Solomon  Sadlife'*  Houfe. 


Enter  Sir  Solomon,  and§ttyip\t  bis  man. 
Sir  Sol.  Supple,  doft  not  thou  perceive  I  put  a  great 
confidence  in  thee  ?  I  trull  thee  with  my  bofom  fecrets. 

Suf. 
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Sup.  Yes,  Sir. 

Sir  S&L  Ah,  Supple  !  I  begin  to  hate  my  wife  • 

but  be  fecret. 

Sup.  I'll  never  tell  while  I  live,  Sir. 

Sir  Sol.  Nay,  then  I'll  truft  thee  further.  Between 
thee  and  I,  Supple,  I  have  reafon  to  believe  my  wife 
hates  me  too. 

Sup.  Ah !  dear,  Sir,  I  doubt  that's  no  fecret ;  for  to 
fay  the  truth,  my  lady's  bitter  young  and  gamefome. 

Sir  Sol.  But  can  Ihe  have  the  impudence,  think'fl  thou, 
to  make  a  cuckold  of  a  knight,  one  that  was  dubbed  by 
the  royal  fword  ? 

Sup.  Alas,  Sir,  I  warrant  me  has  the  courage  of  a  coun- 
tefs ;  if  (he's  once  provoked,  flie  cares  not  what  flie  does 
in  her  paffion,  if  you  were  ten  times  a  knight,  (he'd  give 
you  dub  for  dub,  Sir. 

Sir  Sol.  Ah !  Supple,  when  her  blood's  up,  I  confefs 
file's  the  devil ;  and  I  queftion  if  the  whole  conclave  of 
cardinals  could  lay  her.  But  fuppofe  (lie  mould  refolve 
to  give  me  a  fample  of  her  fex,  and  make  me  a  cuckold 
in  cool  blood  ? 

Sup.  Why,  if  fhe  mould,  Sir,  don't  take  it  fo  to  heart, 
cuckolds  are  no  fuch  monfters  now-a-days  :  in  the  city 
you  know,  Sir,  it's  fo  many  honeft  men's  fortune,  that 
no  body  minds  it  there ;  and  at  this  end  of  the  town  a 
cuckold  has  as  much  refpecl:  as  his  wife,  for  aught  I  fee  ; 
for  gentlemen  don't  know  but  it  may  be  their  own  cafe 
another  day,  and  fo  people  are  willing  to  do  as  they 
would  be  done  by. 

Sir  Sol.  And  yet  I  do  not  think  but  my  fpoufe  is  ho- 
nefl — and  think  (he  is  not — would  I  were  fatisfied. 

Sup.  Troth,  Sir,  I  don't  know  what  to  think,  but  in 
my  confcience  I  believe  good  looking  after  her  can  do 
her  no  harm. 

Sir  Sol.  Right,  Supple  ;  and  in  order  to  it,  I'll  firft 
clemolilh  her  vifiting  days.  For  how  do  I  know  but  they 
may  be  fo  many  private  clubs  for  cuckoldom  ? 

Sup.  Ah,  Sir  !  your  worlhip  knows  I  was  always  againft 
your  coining  to  this  end  of  the  town. 

Sir  Sol.  Thou  wert  indeed^  my  honeft  Supple:  but 
woman !  fair  and  faithlefs  woman,  wormed  and  worked 
me  to  her  wilhes ;  like  fond  Mark  Anthony  I  let  my  em- 
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pire  moulder  from  my  hands,  and  gave  up  all  for  love.-— 
I  muft  have  a  young  wife,  with  a  murrain  to  me — I  hate 
her  to — and  yet  the  devil  on't  is,  I'm  fKll  jealous  of  her 
—Stay  !  let  me  reckon  up  all  the  fafhionable  virtues  (lie 
has  that  can  make  a  man  happy.  In  the  firft  place — I 
think  her  very  ugly, 

Sup.  Ah  !  that's  becaufe  you  are  married  to  her,  Sir. 

Sir  Sol.  As  for  her  expences,  no  arithmetic  can  reach 
them  ;  flic's  always  longing  for  fomething  dear  and  ufe- 
lefs;  {he  will  certainly  ruin  me  in  china,  filks,  ribbands, 
fans,  laces,  perfumes,  wafhes,  powder,  patches,  jeflamine- 
gloves,  and  ratifia. 

Sup.  Ah,  Sir,  that's  a  cruel  liquor  with  them. 

Sir  Sol.  To  fum  up  all  would  run   me  mad The 

Only  way  to  put  a  flop  to  her  career,  mufl  be  to  put  off 
my  coach,  turn  away  her  chairmen,  lock  out  her  Swifs 
porter,  bar  up  the  doors,  keep  out  all  viiitors,  and  then 
ftie'll  be  lefs  expenfive. 

Sup.  Ay,  Sir,  for  few  women  think  it  worth  their 
while  to  drefs  for  their  hufbands. 

Sir  Sol.  Then  we  fhan't  be  plagued  with  my  old  lady 
Tittle  Tattle's  howd'ye's  in  a  morning,  nor  my  Lady 
Dainty's  fpleen,  or  the  fudden  indifpofftion  of  that  grim 
beaft  her  horrible  Dutch  maftiff. 

Sup.  No,  Sir,  nor  the  impertinence  of  that  great  fat 
creature,  my  Ludy  Swill-Tea. 

Sir  Sol.  And  her  fquinting  daughter.— No,  Supple, 
after  this  night,  nothing  in  petticoats  fhall  come  within 
ten  yards  of  my  doors. 

Sup.  Nor  in  breeches  neither. 

Sir  Sol.  Only  Mr.  Clerimont ;  fo'r  I  expect  him  to  fign 
articles  with  me  for  the  five  hundred  pounds  he  is  to  give 
me,  for  that  ungovernable  jade  my  niece  Clarinda. 
But  now  to  my  own  affairs.  I'll  ftep  into  the  park,  and 
fee  if  I  can  meet  with  my  hopeful  fpoufe  there.  I  war 
rant,  engaged  in  fome  innocent  freedom,  as  fhe  calls  it, 
as  walking  in  a  maik,  to  laugh  at  the  imperlinencies  of 
fops  that  don't  know  her ;  but  'tis  more  likely,  I'm  afraid, 
a  plot  to  intrigue  with  thofe  that  do.  Oh,  how  many 
torments  lie  in  the  fmall  circle  of  a  wedding-ring. 

[Exeunt. 

ACT 
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ACT    II. 

SCENE,  Clarinda's  Apartment. 
Enter  Clarinda  and  Sylvia, 

CLARINDA* 

HA,  ha  !  poor  Sylvia  ! 
Syl.  Nay,  pr'ythee,  don't  laugh  at  me.  There's 
no  accounting  for  inclination :  for  if  there  were,  you 
know,  why  fhould  it  be  a  greater  folly  in  me,  to  fall  in 
love  with  a  man  I  never  faw  but  once  in  my  life,  than  it 
is  in  you  to  refift  an  honeft  gentleman,  whofe  fidelity  has 
<leferved  your  heart  an  hundred  times  over. 

C/ar.  Ah,  but  an  utter  ftranger,  coufin,  and  one  that, 
for  aught  you  know,  may  be  no  gentleman. 

Syl.  That's  impolfible ;  his  converfation  could  not  be 
counterfeit.  An  elevated  wit,  and  good  breeding,  have 
a  natural  luilre  that's  inimitable.  Befide,  he  faved  my 
life  at  the  hazard  of  his  own ;  fo  that  part  of  what  f 
gave  him,  is  but  gratitude. 

*  C/ar.  Well ;  you  are  the  firft  woman  that  ever  too^ 
'  fire  in  the  middle  of  the  Thames,  fure.'  But  fuppofe- 
now  he  is  married,  and  has  three  or  four  children. 

Syl.  Pflia  !  pr'ythee  don't  teaze  me  with  fo  many  ill- 
natured  objections  :  I  tell  you  he  is  not  married';  I  am 
fure  he  is  not :  for  I  never  faw  a  face  look  more  in  hu 
mour  in  my  life.-  Befide,  he  told  me  himfelf,  he  was  a 
country  gentleman,  juft  come  to  town  upon  bufmefs  :  and 
I'm  refolved  to  believe  him. 

Clar.  Well,  well ;  I'll  fuppofe  you  both  as  fit  for  one 
another  as  a  couple  of  tallies.  But,  ftill,  my  rlear,  you, 
know  there's  a  furiy  eld  father's  command  againtt  you  ; 
he  is  in  articles  to  marry  you  to  another;  aud  though  I 
know  love  is  a  notable  contriver,  I  can't  fee  how  you'll 
get  over  that  difficulty. 

Syl.  'Tis  a  terrible  one,  I  own ;  but  with  a  little  of 
your  aifiitance,  dear  Clarinda,  I  am  ftill  in  hopes  to  bring 
it  to  an  even  wager,  I  prove  as  wife  as  my  father. 

Clar.  Nay,  you  may  be  fure  of  me :  you  may  fee  by 
the  management  of  my  own  amours,  I  have  fo  natural  a 
companion  for  difobedience,  I  flia'n't  be  able  to  refufe 

B  you 
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you  anything  in  diftrefs. — There's  my  hand;   tell  ms 
-    how  I  can  ferve  you  ? 

Syl.  Why  thus: becaufe  I  would  not  wholly  dif- 

'  cover  myfelf  to  him  at  once,  I  have  lent  him  a  note  to 
vifit  me  here,  as  if  thefe  lodgings  were  my  own. 

Clar.  Hither !  to  my  lodgings  !  'Twas  well  I  fent 
Colonel  Stand faft  word  I  mould  not  be  at  home.  \Apde. 

Syl.  I  hope  you'll  pardon  my  freedom,  fince  one  end 
of  my  taking  it  too,  was  to  have  your  opinion  of  him 
before  I  engage  any  farther. 

Clar.  Oh,  it  needs  no  apology  ;  any  thing  of  mine  is 
at  your  fervice.— — I  am  only  afraid,  my  troublefome, 
lover,  Mr.  Clerimont,  fliould  happen  to  fee  him,  who  is 
of  late  fo  impertinently  jealous  ot  a  rival,  though  from 

what  caufe  I  know  not not  but  I  I'.e  too.  '(Ajidc.]  I 

fay,  fliould  he  fee  him,  your  country  gentleman  would 
be  in  danger,  I  can  tell  you. 

Syl.  Oh,  there's  no  fear  of  that;  for  I  have  ordered 

him  to  be  brought  in  the  back  way  :  when  I  have  talked 

with  him  a  little  alone,  I'll  find  an  occaiion  to  leave  him 

with  you  ;  and  then  we*  11  compare  our  opinions  of  him. 

Enter  Servant  to  Clarinda. 

Scrv.  Madam,  my  Lady  Sadlife.  [Exit. 

Syl.  Pflia  !   (lie  here  ! 

Clar.  Don't  be  uneajy ;  (he  flian't  diiturb  you:  I'll 
'take  care  of  her. 

Enter  Lady  Sadlife. 

Lady  Sitd.  Oh,  my  dears,  you  have  loll  the  fweeteft 
rndrning,  fure,  that  ever  peeped  out  of  the  firmament. 
The  park  never  was  in  inch  perfection. 

Clar.  ' Tis  always  fo  when  your  ladyfliip's  there. 

Lady  Sad.  'Tis  never  fo  without  my  dear  Clarinda. 

Syt.  How  civilly  we  women  hate  one  another  !  [Afide.] 
Was  there  a  good  deal  of  company,  Madam  ? 

Lady  Sad.  Abundance  !  and  the  beft  I  have  feen  this 
feafon:  for  'twas  between  twelve  and  one,  <-he  very  hour 
you  know  when  the  mob  are  violently  hi-.r  ;y  Oh,  the 
air  was  fo  infpiring  \  fo  amorous  !  Anu,  to  complete  the 
pleafure,  I  was  attacked  in  converfaiion  by  the  inoft 
charming,  modeft,  'agrreably  infinfuatiag  young  fellow, 
fure,  that  ever  woman  played  thcfool  with. 

-  Clar. 
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C/ar.   Who  was  it  > 

Lady  Sad.  Nay,  Heaven  knows  ;  his. face  is  as  entirely 
new  as  his  conversation.  What  wretches, our  young  fel 
lows  are  to  h  m? 

S][l.  .What  tort  of  a  perfon  ? 

Lady  Sad.  Tall,  ftraight,  well-limbed,  walked  firm  ; 
and  a  look  as  chearful  as  a  May-day  morning. 

5>7.  The  picture's  very  like  :  pray  Heaven  it  is  not  my 
gentleman's  !  [Sffidi-. 

Clar.  I  wifli  this  don't  prove  my  Colonel,  \-A]iJ>cf 

Syl.  How  came  you  to  part  with  him  fo  loon.? 
Lady  Sad.  Oh,  name  it  not !  that  eternal  damper  of  nil 
pleafure,   my  hulb.md,  Sir  Soloman,  cairui  iu:o  iheM;ill 
in  the  very  crifis  of  our  converfation— rl  law  him. at  a  dif- 
tance,   and  complained  that  the  air  grew  tainted,  that,! 
was  fick  o'th'  fudden,  and  left  him  m  fuch  a^riiprncfs 
aiid.confufion,  as  if  he  had  been  himfelf  my  hu.(b;md.« 
Clar.  A  melancholy  difappointment,  indeed  1 
Lady  Sad,  Oh,  'tis  a  hufband's  nature  to  give 
AiServant  enters  and  wbifptrs  Sylvia. 
Syl.  Defire  him  to walk  in— rCoufin,  you'll  be  at 
Clar.  Ift  the  next  room— rCome,  Madam,  Sylvia  has  a 
little  bufinefs.     I'll  Ihew  you  fomc  of  the  fweereft,  pre&- 
tieft  figured  china. 

Lady.  §ad*  My  d^ar,  I .  wai  t  o  n  yo  W . 

{Exzunt  Lady,  Sad^fl^-Clar). 
Enter  Atall,  as  Mr.  Freeman. 

Syl.  You  find,  Sir,  I  have  kept  my  word  in  feeing  you  ; 
'tis  all  you  yet  have  afked  of  me  ;  and  when  I  know  'tip 
in  my  power  to  be  more  obliging,  there's  nothing  you 
can  command  in  honour  I  (hall  refufe  you. 

At.  This  generous  offer,  Madam,  is  fo  high  an  obli 
gation,  tha,t  it  were  al moll  mean  in  me  to  afk  a  farther 
favour.  But  ?tis  a  lover's  merit  to  be  a  mifer  in  his 
wifhes,  and  grafp  at  all  occafions  to  enrich  them.  I  own 
I  feel  your  charms  too  fenfibly  prevail,  but  dare  not 
give  a  loofe  to  my  ambitious  thoughts,  'till  I  have,  palled 
one  dreadful  doubt  that  (hakes  them. 

Syl.  If  'tis  in  my  power  to  clear  it,  a(k  me  freely. 
At.  I  tremble  at  the  trial ;  and  yet  methinks  my  fears 
are  vaiu  :  but  yet  to  kill  or  cure  them  once  for  ever,  be 
jutf  and  tell  me  :  are  you  married  ? 

B  2  Syl. 
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Sylf  If  that  can  make  you  eafy,  no. 

At.  'Tis  eafe  indeed — nor  are  you  promifed,  nor  your 
heart  engaged? 

«S>'/.  That's  hard  to  tell  you  :  but  to  be  juft,  I  own  my 
father  has  engaged  my  perfon  to  one  I  never  law  ;  and  my 
heart,  I  fear,  i§  inclining  to  one  he  never  faw. 

At.  Oh,  yet  be  merciful,  and  eafe  my  doubt;  tell  me 
the  happy  man  that  has  deferred  fo  exqulfue  a  blefltng. 

Syl.  That,  Sir,  requires  feme  paufe  :  fir  ft  tell  me  why 
you're  fo  inquintive,  without  letting  me  know  the  con 
dition  of  your  own  heart. 

At.  In  every  'circumftance  my  heart's  the  fame  with 
yours  ;  'tis  promifed  to  one  I  never  faw,  by  a  command 
ing  father,  who,  by  my  firm  hopes  of  happinefs,  I  am 
refolved  to  difobey,  unlefs  your  cruelty  prevents  it. 

SjL  But  my  difobedience  would  beggar  me. 

At.  Banifli  that  fear.  I'm  heir  to  a  fortune  will  fup« 
port  you  like  yourfelf — May  I  not  know  your  family. 

Syf.  Yet  you  muft  not. 

,   At.  Why  that  nicety  ?    Is  not  it  in  my  power  to  en 
quire  whofe  houfe  this  is  when  I  am  gone  ? 

SyL  And  be  never  the  wifer:  fhefe  lodgings  are  a 
friend's,  and  are  only  borrowed  on  this  occanon  :  but  to 
fave  you  the  trouble  of  any  further  needlefs  queftions,  I 
will  make  you  one  propofal.  I  have  a  young  lady  here 
ivithin,  who  is  the  only  confident  of  my  engagements  to 
you  :  on  her  opinion  I  rely  ;  nor  can  you  take  it  ill,  if  I 
make  no  farther  fteps  without  it :  'twould  be  miferable 
indeed  fhould  we  both  meet  beggars.  I  own  your  a£Hons 
and  appearance  merit  all  you  can  delire  ;  let  her  be  as  well 
iatisfied  of  your  pretenfions  and  condition,  and  you  ftiall 
find  it  flia'n'tbea  little  fortune  fhall  m;tke  me  ungrateful. 

At.  So  generous  an  offer  exceeds  my  hopes. 

Syl.  Who's  there? 

Enter  Servant* 
Defire  my  counn  Clarinda  to  walk  in. 

At.  Ha!   Clarinda  !  if  it  ihould  be  my  Cforinda  now, 
I'm  in  a  fwcet  condition — by  all  that's  terrible  the  very 
ft,e;  this  was  finely  .contrived  of  fortune. 
Enter  Clarinda. 

Gar.  Defend  me  !  Colonel  Standfaft  !  (lie  has  certainly 
difcovered  my  affairs  with  him,  and  has  a  mind  to  infuit 

me 
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me  by  anaffe&ed  resignation  of  her  pretenfions  to  him-- 
I'll  di-fiippoint  her,  I  won't  kuo'.v  him. 

Syl.  Coufin,  pray,  come  forward;  this  is  the  gentle 
man  I  am  fo  much  obliged  to — Sir,  this  lady  is  a  rela 
tion  of  mine,  and  the  perfon  we  are  ipeakingof. 

At,  I  (hall  be  proud  to  be  better  known  among  any  of 
your  friends.  [Salutes  bei;, 

Clar.  Soh  !  he  takes  the  hint,  I  fee,  and  feems  not  to 
know  me  neither  :  I  know  not  what  to  think.-r-.I  am 
confounded!  I  hate  both  him  and  her.  Ho.w  uncon 
cerned  he  looks!  Confufion  !  he  addreifes  her  before  my 
face.  [A/tie. 

Lady  Sadlife/<r//«£  /». 

Lady  Bad.  What  do  I  fee?  The  pleafant  young  Jfel- 
Ipvv  that  talked  with  me  in  the  park  juit  now  !  This  i*. 
the  luckieit  accident  !  I  mull  know  a  little  more  of  him.. 

[  Retires. 

SyL  Coufin,  and  Mr.  Freeman,  I  think  I  need  not 
make  any  apology — you  both  know  tbe  occalion  of  my; 
leaving  you  together -rr—rin  a  quarter  qf  an  hour  I'll  wait 
on  you  again.  [Exit  SyL 

At.  So,  I'm  in  a  hopeful  way  now,  faith  ;  but  huff's, 
the  word  :  I'll,  ftand  it. 

Clar.  Mr.  Freeman  !  So,  my  gentleman  has  change^ 
his  name  too  !  How  harmless  he  lool^s—I  have  my  ienfes 
fure,  and  yet  the  demurenefs  of  that  face  looks  as  if  he 
had  a  mind  to  perfuade  me  out  of  them.  \  could  find  in 
my  heart  to  humour  his  aflurance,  and  fee  how  far  he'll 
carry  it — Won't  you  pleafe  to  lit,  Sir  ?  \T!>iyJit. 

At.  What  the  devil  can  this  mean  ?— Sure  fhe  has  a 
mind  to  counterface  me,  and  not  knovy  me  too— »With  all 
my  heart  :  if  her  ladyfhip  won't  know  me,  I'm  fure  'tis 
not  my  bufmefsat  this  time  to  know  her.  [AJiile. 

Clar.  Certainly  that  face  is  cannon  proof.  \AjiJe. 

At.  Now  for  a  formal  fpeech,  as  if  I  had  never  feen, 
her  in  my  life  before.  [/Jfule.]  Madam — a  hem  1  Ma 
dam, — I — a  hem  ! 

Clar.  Curie  of  that  ileady  face.     .  [AJiJe^ 

At.  I  fay,  Madam,  fmce  I  am  an  utfer  ftranger  to  you, 

I   am  afraid  it  will  be  very  difficult  for  me  to  offer  yoi4 

more  arguments  than  one  to  c'q  me  afriendfliip  with  your 

couiin  i  but  if  you  are,  as  (he.  fecms  to  ov/n  you,  her  real 
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friend,  I  prefume  you  can't  give  Tier  a  better  proof  of 
your  being  fo,  than  pleading  the  caufe  of  a  fincere  and 
humble  lover,  whofe  tender  wimes  never  can  propofe  to 
taite  of  peace  in  life  without:  her. 

Clnr.  Umph  !  I'm  choaked.  \Afde-. 

At.  She  gave  me  hopes,  that  when  I  had  fatisfied  you 
of  my  birth  and  fortune,  you  would  do  me  the  honour 
to  let  me  know  her  name  and  family. 

Clar.  Sir,  I  muft  own  you  are  the  moft  perfect  matter 
of  your  art,  that  ever  entered  the  Hits  of  afiurance. 
At.  Madam  ! 

Clar.  And  I  don't  doubt  but  you'll  find  it  a  much 
caller  talk  to  impofe  upon  my  couiin,  than  me. 

•At.  Impofe,  Madam  !  I  fhould  be  forry  any  thing  I 
have  faid  could  difoblige  you  into  fuch  hard  thoughts  of 
me.  Sure,  Madam,  you  are  under  fome  miiinformation. 

Clar.  I  was  indeed,  but  now  my  eyes  are  open ;  for, 
'till  this  minute,  I  never  knew  that  the  gay  Colonel  Stand- 
faft,  was  the  demure  Mr.  Freeman. 

At.  Col.  Standfaft !  This  is  extremely  dark,  Madam. 
Clar.  This  jell  is  tedious,  Sir — impudence  grows  dull, 
when  'tis  fo  very  extravagant. 

At.  Madam,  I  am  a  gentleman — but  not  yet  wife  enough, 
I  find,  to  account  fer  the  humours  of  a  fine  lady. 

Clar.  Troth,  Sir,  on  fecond  thoughts  I  begin  to  be  a 
little  better  reconciled  to  your  alTurance ;  'tis  in  fome 
fort  modefty  to  deny  yourfelf ;  for  to  own  your  perjuries 
to  my  face,  had  been  an  infolence  tranfcendently  pro 
voking. 

At.  Really,  Madam,  my  not  being  able  to  apprehend 
one  word  of  all  this  is  a  great  inconvenience  to  my  affair 
with  your  couiin :  but  if  you  will  firft  do  me  the  honour 
to  make  me  acquainted  with  her  name  and  family,  I  don't 
much  care  if  1  do  take  a  little  pains  afterwards  to  come 
to  a  itrht  underftaoding  with  you. 

Clar.  Come,  come,  mice  you  fee  this  aflurance  will  da 
you  no  good,  you  had  better  put  on  a  fimple  look,  and 
genero'ufly  contefs  your  frailties  :  the  fame  ilynefs  that 
deceived  me  firtt,  will  ftill  find  me  woman  enough  to 
pardon  you. 

A*..  That  bite  won't  do.  [AJiJe.]  Sure,  Madam,  you 
miftake  me  for  fome  other  perfon. 

Clar. 
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Clar.  Infolent !  audacious  villain !  I  am  not  to  have 
my  fenfes  then  ! 

At.  No.  [AJtJe. 

Clar.  And  you  are  refolv^d  to  Hand  it  to  the  laft  ! 

At.  The  laft  extremity.  i '      .     [A/Me, 

Clar.  Well,  Sir,  fince  you  are  fo  much  a  ftranger  to 
Colonel  Standfaft,  I'll  tell  you  whereto  find  him,  and  tell 
him  this  from  me ;  I  hate  him,  fcorn,  deleft,  and  loath 
him  :  I  never  meant  him~t>ut  at  beft  for  my  diverfion, 
and  fhould  he  ever  renew  his  dull  addrefies  to  me,  I'll 
have  him  u fed  as  his  vain  infolencedeferves.  Now,  Sir, 
I  have  no  more  to  fay,  and  I  deiire  you  would  leave  the 
houfe  immediately. 

At.  I  would  not  wittingly  difoblige  you,  Madam,  but 
'tis  impoffible  to  ftir  'till  I  have  feen  your  coufin,  and 
cleared  myfelf  of  thefe  ft  range  afperiions. 

Clar.  Don't  flatter  yourfelf,  Sir,  with  fo  vain  a  hope, 
for  I  muft  tell  you,  once  for  all,  you've  feen  the  laft  of 
her  ;  and  if  you  won't  be  gone,  you'll  oblige  me  to  have 
you  forced  away. 

At,  I'll  be  even  with  you.  [A/Me.]  Well,  Madam, 
fince  I  find  nothing  can  prevail  upon  your  cruelty,  I'll 
take  my  leave  :  but  as  you  hope  for  juftice  on  the  man 
that  wrongs  you,  at  leaft  be  faithful  to  your  lovely  friend. 
And  when  you  have  named  ta  her  my  utmoft  guilt,  yet 
paint  my  paffion  as  it  is,  fincere.  Tell  her  what  tortures 
I  endured  in  this  fevere  exclufion  from  her  fight,  that 
'till  my  innocence  is  clear  to  her,  and'fhe  again  receives 
me  into  mercy, 

A  madman's  frenzy's  heav'n  to  what  I  feel ; 

The  wounds  you  give  'tis  (he  alone  can  heal.       [Exit, 

Clar.  Moft  abandoned  impudence !  And  yet  I  know- 
not  which  vexes  me  moft,  his  out-facing  my  fenfes,  or1 
his  infolent  owning  his  paflion  for  my  coufin  to  my  face  : 
'tis  impoffible  flie  could  put  him  upon-  this,  it  muft  be 
all  his  own  ;  but  be  it  as  it  will,  by  all  that's  woman  I'll 
have  revenge.  [Rxit. 

Re-enter  Atall  andLaJy  Sadlife  at  the  other  fide. 
At.  Hey-day  !  is  there  no  way  down  ftairs  here  *  Death  I 
J  can't  find  my  way  out !  This  is  the  oddeft  houfe 

Lady  Sad.  Here  he  is — 1*11  venture  to  pals  by  him. 

At.  Pray,  Madam,  which  is  the  neareit  way  out  ? 
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Sir,  out 

At.  Oh,  my  ftars  !  is't  you,  Madam,  this  is  fortunate 
indeed  —  I  beg  you'll  tell  me,  do  you  live  here,  Madam  ? 

Lady  Sad.  Not  very  far  off,  Sir  :  but  this  is  no  place 
to  talk  with  you  alone  —  indeed  I  mart  beg  your  pardon. 

At*  By  all  thofe  kindling  charms  that  fire  my  foul,  no 
confequence  on  earth  fhall  make  me  quit  my  hold,  till 
you've  given  me  fome  kind  aflurance  that  I  fliall  fee  you 
again,  .and  fpeedily  :  'egad  I'll  have  one  out  of  the  fami 
ly  at  leatl, 

Lady  «SW.  Oh,  good,  here's  company  ! 

At.  Oh,  do  not  rack  me  with  delays,  but  quick,  be-. 
fore  this  dear  fliort-lived  opportunity's  loir,  inform  me 
where  you  live,  or  kill  me  :  to  part  with  this  foft  white 
hand  is  ten  thoufand  daggers  to  my  heart. 

\KiJpng  it  eager  iy. 

LaJy  Sad.   Oh,  lud  !    lam  going  home  this  minute; 

and  if  you  ihould  offer  to  dog  my  chair,  I  p  rote  ft  I  -  • 

was  ever  fuch  ufage  -  lord  -  Tfo%  !  Oh—  ^follow  me 

down  then.  [Lxcunu 

Re-enter  Clarinda,  and  Sy\\\t. 

$;/.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

C/ar.  Nay,  you  may  laugh,  Madam,  but  what  I  tell 
you  is  true. 

Syl.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Clar.  You  dou't  believe  then  ? 

Syl.  I  do  believe,  that  when  fome  women  are  inclined 
to  like  a  man,  nothing  more  palpably  difcovers  it,  than 
their  railing  at  him;  ha,  ba  !  —  Your  pardon,  couiin  ; 
you  know  you  laughed  at  nip  jyft  now  upon  the  fame  oc- 
caiion. 

Clar.  The  occafion's  quire  different,  Madam  ;  I  hate 
him.  And,  once  more  I  tell  you,  he's  a  villain,  you're 
impofed  on.  He's  a  colonel  of  foot,  his  regiment's  now 
in  Spain,  and  his  name's  Standfaft. 

Syl.  But  pray,  good  coufm,  whence  had  you  this  intel 
ligence  of  him  ? 

Gar.  From  the  fame  place  that  you  had  youi  fjfe  ac- 
ccunt,  Madam,  his  own  mouth. 

Syl.  What  was  his  bufinefs  with  you  ? 

Clar.  Much  about  the  fame,  as  his  bufinefs  with  you 
—love. 

Syl. 
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Syl.  Love  !  to  you  ! 

Clar.  Me,  Madam  !  Lord,  what  am  I  ?  Old,  or  a 
moniler  !  Is  it  fo  prodigious  that  a  man  ftiould  like  me  ? 

Syt.  No!  but  I'm  amazed  to  think,  if  he  had  liked 
you,  he  (hould  leave  you  fofoon,  for  me  ! 

Clar.  For  you  !  leave  me  tor  you  !  No,  Madam,  I  did 
not  tell  you  that  neither !  ha,  ha  I 

Syl.  No !  What  made  you  lo  violently  angry  with 
him  then?  Indeed,  coufin,  you  had  better  take  feme 
other  fairer  way  ;  this  artifice  is  much  too  weak  to  make 
me  break  with  him.  But,  however,  to  let  you  fee  I  can 
be  ftill  a  friend  ;  prove  him  to  be  what  you  fay  he  is,  and 
my  engagements  with  him  fhall  foon  be  over. 

Clar.  Look  you,  Madam,  not  but  I  flight  the  tendered 
of  his  addrefles ;  but  *  to  convince  you  that  my  vanity 
was  not  miflaken  in  him,  I'll  write  to  him  by  the  name 
of  Colonel  Standfaft,  •  and  do  you  the  fame  by  that  of 
Freeman  ;  and  let's  each  appoint  him  to  meet  us  at  my 
Lady  Sadlife's  at  the  fame  time  :  if  thefe  appear  two 
different  men,  I  think  our  difpute's  eafily  at  an  end  ;  if 
but  one,  and  he  does  not  own  all  I've  faid  of  him  to  your 
face,,  I'll  make  you  a  very  humble  curt'fy,  and  beg  your 
pardon. 

Syl*  And  if  he  does  own  it,  I'll  make  your  ladyfhip 
the  fame  reverence,  and  beg  yours. 
Enter  Clerimont. 

Clar.  P(ha  !  he  here  !      /.,  r; 

Cler.  I  am  glad  to  find  you  in  fuch  good  company, 
Madam. 

Clar.  One's  feldorn  long  in  good  company,  Sir. 

Cler.  I  am  forry  mine  has  been  fo  troublefome  of 
late  ;  but  I  value  your  eafe  at  too  high  a  rate,  to  diflurb 
it.  [Going. 

SyL  Nay,  Mr.  Clerimont,  upon  my  word  you  flian't 
ftir.  Hark  you — \Wbifl>er5^\  Your  pardon,  coufin. 

Clar,  I  muft  not  loie  him  neither — Mr.  Clerimont's 
way  is,  to  be  fevere  in  his  conftruction  of  people's  mean 
ing. 

Syl.  I'll  write  my  letter,  and  be  with  you,  coufin.  [Ex. 

Cler.  It  was  always  my  principle,  Madam,  to  have  an 
humble  opinion  of  my  merit;  when  a  woman, of  fenfe 
frowns  upon  me,  I  ought  to  think  I  deferve  it. 

Clar. 
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Ctar.  But  to  expect  to  be  always  received  with  a  finlle, 
I  think,  is  having  a  very  extraordinary  opinion  of  one's 
merit. 

Clcr.  \Ve  differ  a  little  as  to  fa&,  Madam:  for-ttefe 
ten  days  pail,  I  have  had  no  diiiinction,  but  a  fevere  re- 
lervednefs.  You  did  not  ufe  to  be  fu  fparing  of  your 
ood-humour  ;  and  while  I  fee  you  gay  to  all  the  world 
ut  me,  I  can't  but  be  a  little  concerned  at  the  change. 

Clar.  Ir  he  has  diicovered  the  Colonel  now,  I'm  un 
done  !  he  could  not  meet  him,  fure. 1  muft  humour 

him  a  little.  [Afide.~\  Men  of  your  fincere  temper,  Mr. 
Glerimont,  I  own,  don't  always  meet  with  the  ufage  they 
deferve  :  but  women  are  giddy  things,  and  had  we  no 
errors  to  anfwes-  for,  the  ufe  of  good-nature  in  a  lover 
would  be.  loft.  Vanity  is  our  inherent  weakrvefs  :  you 
muft  not  chide,  if  we  are  fometimes  fonder  of  your  paf- 
lions  than  your  prudence. 

Cler.  This  friendly  condefcenfion  makes  me  more  your 
flave  than  ever.  Oh-,  yet  be  kind,  and  tell  me,  have  I 
been  tortured  with  a  groundlefs  jealoufy  ? 

Clar.  Let  your  own  heart  be  judge but  don't  take 

it  ill  if  I  leave  you  now — I  have  fome  earneiVbufinefe 
\vith  my  coufin  Sylvia  :  but  to-night  at  my  Lady  Dain 
ty's  I'll  make  you  amends ;  you'll  be  there. 

Cler,  I  need  not  promife  you. 

Clar.  Your  fervan-t. — Ah,  how  eafily  is  poor  lincerity 
impofed  on  !  Now  for  the  Colonel.  \Afitle-.  Exit. 

Clcr.  This  unexpected  change  of  humour  more  ftirs 

my  jealoufy  than  all  her  late  feverity.- I'll  watch  her 

clofe  ; 

For  fiie  that  from  a  juft  reproach  is  kind, 

Gives  more  fufpicion  of  her  guilty  m;nd, 

And  throws  her  fmiles,  like  dull,  to  ftrike  the  lover 
blind.  [Exit 

E,ND  of  the  SECOND  ACT. 


lover  f 

gw£J 
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ACT       111. 

SCENE,  Lady  Dainty'*  Apartment:  a  table,  with  phials^ 
gallipots,  glajjes,   &c. 

Lady  Dainty,  and  Situp  her  woman* 

LADY  DAINTY. 

SITUP  !  Situp ! 
Sit.  Madam! 

Lady  D.  Thou  art  ftrangely  flow ;  I  told  thee  the 
hartfhorn  ;  I  have  the  vapours  to  that  decree  ! 

Sit.  If  your  Ladyfhip  would  take  my  advice  you  ihoirld 
•e'en  fling  your  phyfic  out  of  the  window;  if  you  were 
not  in  perfect  health  in  three  days,  I'd  be  bound  to  be 
lick  for  you. 

Lady  D.  Peace,  goody  impertinence  !  I  tell  thee,  no 
woman  of  quality  is,  or  Ihould  be  in  perfect  health  •  • 
Huh,  huh!  [Coughs faintly."]  To  be  always  in  health  is 
as  vulgar  as  to  be  always  in  humour,  and  would  equally 
betray  one's  want  of  wit  and  breeding  :— —  where  are 
the  fellows  ? 

Sit.  Here,  Madam-*— ^- 

Enter  two  Footmen. 

Lady  D.  Caefar! — run  to  my  Lady  Roundfides;  de- 
fire  to  know  how  fhe  refted  ;  and  tell  her  the  violence  of 
rny  cold  is  abated  :  huh,  huh  !  Pompey,  Hep  you  to  my 
Lady  Killchairman's  ;  give  my  fervice  ;  -fay,  I  have 
been  fo  embarralled  with  the  fpleen  all  this  morning,  that 
J  am  under  the  greateft  uncertainty  in  the  world,  whether 
I  fliall  be  able  to  ftir  out,  or  no — And,  d'ye  hear;  de- 
fire  to  know  how  my  Lord  does,  and  the  new  monkey-*- 

[Exeunt  Footmen* 

Sit.  In  my  confcience,  thefe  great  ladies  make  them- 
felves  lick  to  make  themfelves  bulinefs  j  and  are  well  or 
ill,  only  in  ceremony  to  one  another.  [Sljitic* 

Lady  D.  Where's  t'other  fellow  ? 
Sit.  He  is  not  returned  yet,  Madam. 
Lady  D.  'Tis  indeed  a  ftrange  lump,  not  fit  to  carry  a 
difeafe  to  any  body ;  I  fent  him  t'other  day  to  the  duchefs 
of  Diet- Drink  with  the  colic,  and  the  brute  put  it  into 
his  own  tramontane  language,  and  called  it  the  belly-ach. 
Sit.  I  wifh  your  Ladyfliip  had  not  occalion  to  fend  for 
any  ;   for  my  part 

Lady 
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Lady  D.  Thy  part ! — pr'ythee,  thou  wert  made  of 
the  rough  mafculine  kind  ;  'tis  betraying  our  fex  not  to 
be  lickly  and  tender*  All  the  families  I  vifit  have  fome- 
thing  derived  to  them  from  the  elegant  nice  flate  of  in- 
difpofition ;  you  fee,  even  in  the  men,  a  genteel,  as  it 
were,  ftagger,  or  twine  of  the  bodies ;  as  if  they  were 
not  yet  confirmed  enough  for  the  rou,gh  laborious  exer- 
cife  of  walking,  '  a  lazy  faunter  in  their  motion,  fome- 
4  thing  fo  quality  !  and  their  voices  fo  foft  and  low,  you'd 

*  think  they  were  falling  afleep,  they  are  fo  very  delicate. 

*  Sit.  But,   methinks,  Madam,  it  would  be  better  if 

*  the  -men  were  not  altogether  fo  tender. 

*  Lady  /?.  Indeed,  I  have  fometimes  wifhed  the  crea- 

*  tures  were  not,  but  that  the  nicenefs  of  their  frame  fo 

*  much  diftinguifhes  them  from   the  herd  of  common 

*  people  :'  nay,  even  mof^f  their  difeafes,  you  fee,  are 
not  prophaned  by  the  crowd :  the  apoplexy,   the  gout, 
and  vapours,   are  all  peculiar  to   the  nobility. — Huh, 
huh  !  and  I  could  almoil.  wifli,  that  colds  were  only  ours  ; 
— there's  fomething  in  them  fo  genteel,  fo  agreeably  dif- 
ordering — huh,  huh  ! 

Sit.  Thar,  I  hope,  I  fliall  never  be  fit  for  them— - 
Your  Ladyfliip  forgot  the  fpleen. 

Lady  D.  Oh! my  dear  fpleen,— I  grudge  that 

even  to  fome  of  us. 

Sit.  I  knew  an  ironmonger's  wife,  in  the  city,  that  was 
mightily  troubled  with  it. 

LadyD.  Foh  !  What  a  creature  hafl  thou  named  !  An 
ironmonger's  wife  have  the  fpleen  !  Thou  mighttfl  as 

well  have  faid  her  hulband  was  a  fine  gentleman Give 

me  fomething. 

Sft.  Will  your  Ladyfliip  pleafe  to  take  any  of  the  Iteel 
drops  ?  or  the  bolus  ?  or  the  electary  ?  or 

Lady  D.  This  wench  will  fmother  me  with  queftions, 

—huh,  huh  !  bring  any  of  them thefe  healthy  Huts 

are  fo  boiiterous,  they  fplit  one's  brains  :  I  fancy  myfelf 
in  an  inn  while  {he  talks  to  me  ;  I  muft  have  fome  de 
cayed  perfon  of  quality  about  me  ;  for  the  commons  of 

England  are  the  ilrangeft  creatures -huh,  huh  ! 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  Mrs,  Sylvia,  Madam,  is  come  to  wait  upon  your 
Ladyfhip. 

Lady 
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Lady  D.  Defire  her  to  walk  in ;  let  the  phyfic  alone  •* 
I'll  take  a  little  of  her  company  ;  ihe's  mighty  good  for 
the  fpleen. 

Enter  Sylvia. 

Syl.  Dear  Lady  Dainty! 

Lady  D.  My  good  creature,  I'm  overjoyed  to  fee  you 
huh,  huh  ! 

Syl.  I  am  forry  to  fee  your  Lady  (hip  wrapt  up  thus ;  I 
was  in  hopes  to  have  had  your  company  to  the  Indian 
houfe. 

Lady  D.  If  any  thing  could  tempt  me  abroad,  'twould 
be  that  place,  and  fuch  agreeable  company ;  but  how 
came  you,  dear  Sylvia,  to  be  reconciled  to  any  thing  in 
an  Indian  houfe  ?  you  ufed  to  have  a  moft  barbarous  in 
clination  for  our  own  odious  manufactures. 

Syl.  Nay,  Madam,  I  am  only  going  to  recruit  my  tea- 
table :  as  to  the  reft  of  their  trumpery,  lamas  much 
out  of  humour  with  it  as  ever. 

Lady  D.  Well  thou  art  a  pleafant  creature,  thy  diftaile 
is  fo  diverting. 

Syl.  And  your  Ladyfliip  is  fo  expenfive,  that  really  I 
am  not  able  to  come  into  it. 

Lady  D.  Now  it  is  to  me  prodigious !  how  fome  wo 
men  can  muddle  away  their  money  upon  houfwifery, 
children,  books,  and  charities,  when  there  are  fo  many 
well-bred  ways,  and  foreign  curiofities,  that  more  ele 
gantly  require  it — I  have  every  morning  the  rarities  of 
all  countries  brought  to  me,  and  am  in  love  with  every 
new  thing  I  fee. — Are  the  people  come  yet,  Situp  ? 

Sit.  They  have  been  below,  Madam,  this  half  hour. 

Lady  D.  Difpofe  them  in  the  parlour,  and  we'll  be 
there  prefently.  [Exit  Sir. 

Syl.  How  can  your  Ladyfhip  take  fuch  pleafure  in  be 
ing  cheated  with  the  bawbles  of  other  countries  ? 

Lady  D.  Thou  art  a  very  infidel  to  all  finery. 

Syl.  And  you  are  a  very  bigot 

Lady  D.  A  perfon  of  all  reafon,  and  no  complaifance. 

£yl.  And  your  Ladyfhipall  complaifance,  and  no  reafon. 

Lady  D.  Follow  me,  and  be  converted.  [Exeunt. 

C  Re-enter 
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Re-enter  Situp,  a  Woman  with  china  ware-,  an  Indian 
man  with  fcreens,  tea.  £sV.  a  Eirdman  with  a  i>aroauet+ 
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monkey,  C5V. 

Sit.  Come,  come  into  this  room. 

Chi.  I  hope  your  Ladyfhip's  lady  won't  be  long  in 
coming. 

Sit.  1  don't  care  if  me  never  comes  to  yon. — It  feems 
you  trade  with  the  ladies  for  old  clothes,  and  give  them 
china  for  their  gowns  and  petticoats,  I'm  like  to  have  a 
fine  time  on't  with  fuch  creatures  as  you  indeed  ! 

Chi.  Alas,  Madam,  I'm  but  a  poor  woman,  and  am 
forced  to  do  any  thing  to  live:  will  your  Ladyfhip  be 
pleafed  to  accept  of  a  piece  of  chini  ? 

Sit.  Puh!  no; — I  don't  care. — Though  I  muft  needs 
fay  you  look  like  an  honeft  woman.  {Looks  on  it. 

Chi.  Thank  you,  good  Madam. 

Sit.  Our  places  are  like  to  come  to  a  fine  pafs  indeed, 
if  our  ladies  mull  buy  their  china  with  our  perquilitcs: 
at  this  rate,  my  lady  fhaVt  have  an  old  fan,  or  a  glove; 

Chi.  Pray,  Madam,  take  it. 

Sit.  No,  not  I ;  I  won't  have  it,  efpecially  without  a 
faucer  to't.  Here,  take  it  again. 

Chi.  Indeed  you  fhall  accept  of  it. 

Sit.  Not  I,  truly — come,  give  it  me,  give  it  me  ;  here's 
my  lady. 

Enter  Lady  Dainty  and  Sylvia. 

Lady  D.  Well,  my  dear,  is  not  this  a  pretty  fight  now  ? 

Syl.  It's  better  than  fo  many  doctors  and  apothecaries, 
indeed. 

Lady  D.  All  trades  muft  live  you  know ;  and  thofe  no 
more  than  thefe  could  fubfifl,  if  the  world  were  all  wife, 
or  healthy. 

Syl.  I'm  afraid  our  real  difeafes  are  but  few  to  our 
imaginary,  and  doctors  get  more  by  the  found  than  the 
fickly. 

Lady  D.  My  dear,  you're  allowed  to  fay  any  thing — 

but  now  I  muft  talk  with  the  people. Have  you  got 

any  thing  new  there  ? 

Chi.    \ 

Jnd.      j>  Yes,  an't  pleafe  your  Ladyfhip. 

Bird.   J 

Lady 


THE    DOUBLE    GALLANT.         27 

Lady  D.  One  at  once. 

Bird.  I  have  brought  your  Ladyfhip  the  fineft  mon 
key 

Syl.  What  a  filthy  thing  it  is  \ 

Lady  D.  Now  I  think  he  looks  very  hifmouroiTs  and 
agreeable — I  vow,  in  a  white  periwig  he  might  do  mif- 
chief.  Could  he  but  talk  and  take  fnurT,  there's  ne'er  a 
fop  in  town  would  go  beyond  him. 

Syl.  Moft  fops  would  go  farther  if  they  did  not  fpeak ; 
but  talking,  indeed,  makes  them  very  often  vvorfe  com 
pany  than  monkies, 

Lady  D.  Thou  pretty  little  picture  of  man  ! How 

very  Indian  he  looks  !  I  could  kifs  the  dear  creature. 

Syl.  Ah,  don't  touch  him  !  he'll  bite  ! 

Bird.  No,  Madam,  he  is  the  tameft  you  ever  faw,  and 
the  leaft  mifchlevous. 

Lady  D.  Then  take  him  away,  I  won't  have  him  ;  for 
mifchief  is  the  wit  of  a  monkey  ;  and  I  would  not  give  a 
farthing  for  one  that  would  not  break  me  three  or  four 
pounds  worth  of  china  in  a  morning.  Oh,  I  am  in  love 
with  thefe  Indian  figures  ! — Do  but  obferve  what  an  in 
nocent  natural  fimplicity  there  is  in  all  the  actions  of 
them. 

Cbi.  Thefe  are  pagods,  Madam,  that  the  Indians  wor- 
fliip. 

Lady  D.  So  far  I  am  an  Indian. 

Syl.  Now,  to  me  they  are  all  monfters. 

Lady  D.  Profane  creature  ! 

GV>/.  Is  your  Ladyfliip  for  a  piece  of  right  Flanders 
lace  ? 

Lady  Z>.  Um — no  ;  I  don't  care  for  it,  now  it  is  not 
prohibited. 

2nd.  Will  your  Ladyfliip  be  pleafed  to  have  a  pound 
of  fine  tea  ? 

L.-ady  D.  What,  filthy,  odious  bohea,  I  fuppofe  ? 

Ind.  No,  Madam,  right  Kappakawawa. 

Lady  D.  Well,  there's  fomething  in  the  very  found  of 
that  name,  that  makes  it  irrefiflible  What  is  it  a 

pound. 

Ind.  But  fix  guineas,  Madam. 

Lady  />.  How  infinitely  cheap  !  I'll  buy  it  all — Situp, 
take  the  ma  a  in  and  pay  him,  and  let  the  reft  call  again 
to-morrow. 

C  z  Ownes, 
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Omnes,  Blefs  your  Ladyfliip. 

[Exeunt  Sit.  Chi.  Ind.  and  Bird, 

Lady  D.  Lord,  how  feveriih  I  am  ! — the  leaft  motion 
does  Co  diforder  me— do  but  feel  me. 

SyL  No,  really,  I  think  you  are  in  very  good  temper. 

Lady  Z).  Burning,  indeed,  child. 

Enter  Servant,  Dottor,  and  .Apothecary. 

Scrv.  Madam,  here's  Doctor  Bolus,  and  the  Apothe 
cary.  [Exit* 

Lady  D.  Oh,  Doctor,  I'm  glad  you're  come  !  one  is 
not  fare  of  a  moment's  life  without  you. 

Dr.  How  did  your  Ladyfhip  reft,  Madam  ? 

[Fceh  herpulfe. 

Lady  D.  Never  vvorfe,  indeed,  Doctor:  I  once  fell 
into  a  little  flumber,  indeed;  but  then  was  difturbed  by 
the  moft  odious,  frightful  dream,  that  if  the  fright  had 
not  wakened  me,  1  had  certainly  perifhed  in  my  deep, 
with  the  apprehenfion. 

Dr.  A  certain  fign  of  a  difordered  brain,  Madam  ; 
but  I'll  order  fomething  that  fhall  compofe  your  Lady- 
iliip. 

Lady  D.  Mr.  Rhubarb,  I  muft  quarrel  with  you 

you  don't  difguife  your  medicines  enough  ;  they  taile  all 
phyfic. 

Rkub*  To  alter  it  more  might  offend  the  operation, 
Madam. 

Lady  D.  I  don't  care  what  is  offended,  fo  my  taile  is 
not. 

Dr.  Hark  you,  Mr.  Rhubarb,  withdraw  the  medicine, 
rather  than  to  make  it  pleafant :  1*11  find  a  reafon  for  the 
want  of  its  operation. 

Rhub*  But,  Sir,  if  we  don't  look  about  us,  (he'll  grow 
well  upon  our  hands. 

Dr.  Never  fear  that ;  file's  too  much  a  woman  of  qua 
lity  to  dare  to  be  well  without  her  doctor's  opinion. 

Rhul.  Sir,  we  have  drained  the  whole  catalogue  of 
difeafes  already  \  there's  not  another  left  to  put  in  her 
head. 

Dr.  Then  I'll  make  her  go  them  over  again. 
Enter  Carelefs. 

Care.  So,  here's  the  old  levee,  doctor  and  apothe 
cary  in  clofe  confultation  !    Now  will  I  demolish   the 
quack  and  his  medicines  before  her  face Mr.  Rhu 
barb, 
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barb,  your  fervant.     Pwy,  what  have  you  got  in  your 
hand  there  ? 

Rbub.  Only  a  julep  and  compofing  draught  for  my 
Lady,  Sir. 

Care.  Have  you  fo,  Sir?  Pray,  !et  me  fee — I'll  pre- 
fcribe  to-day.  Doctor,  you  may  go— the  lady  fhall  take 
no  ph) Tic  at  prefent  but  me. 

XV.  Sir* 

Care.  Nay,  if  you  won't  believe  me— — - 

[Breaks  the pbials. 

Lady  D.  Ah  !  — - — —     [Frighted,  and  leaning  uhon  Syl. 

Dr.  Come  away,  Mr.  Rhubarb— he'll  certainly  put 
her  out  of  order,  and  then  flie'll  fend  for  us  again". 

[Ex.  Dottor  and  Apoib. 

Care.  You  fee,  Madam,  what  pains  I  take  to  come  in 
to  your  favour. 

Lady  D.  You  take  a  very  prepoilerous  way,  I  can  tell 
you,  Sir. 

Care.  I  can't  tell  how  I  fucceed ;  but  I  am  fure  I  en 
deavour  right ;  for  I  fludy  every  morning  new  imperti 
nence  to  entertain  you  :  for  fince  I  find  nothing  but 
dogs,  do&ors,  and  monkies  are  your  favourites,  it  is 
very  hard  if  your  Ladyfliip  won't  admit  me  as  one  of  the 
number. 

La.ly  D.  When  I  find  you  of  an  equal  merit  with  my 
monkey,  you  fhall  be  in  the  fame  itate  of  favour.  I 
confefs,  as  a  proof  of  your  wit,  you  have  done  me  as 
much  mifchief  here.  But  you  have  not  half  Pug's  judg 
ment,  nor  his  fpirit ;  for  the  creature  will  do  a  world  of 
pleafant  things,  without  caring  whether  one  likes  them 
or  not. 

Care.  Why,  truly,  Madam,  the  little  gentleman,  my 
rival,  I  believe,  is  much  in  the  right  on't :  and,  if  you 
obferve,  I  have  taken  as  much  pains  of  late  to  difobtlige, 
as  to  pleafe  you. 

Lady  D.  You  fucceed  better  in  one  than  t'other,  I  can 
tell  you,  Sir. 

Care.  I  am  glad  on't ;  for  if  you  had  not  me  now  and 
then  to  plague  you,  what  would  you  do  for  a  pretence  to 
be  chagrine,  to  faint,  have  rhe  fpleen,  the  vapours,  and 
all  thoie  modifli  diforders  that  fo  nicely  diilinguiik  a  wo 
man  of  quality  ? 

C  3  '    LaJj 
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Lady  D.  I  am  perfectly  confounded— Certainly  there 
are  fome  people  too  impudent  for  our  refentment. 

Care.  Modeity's  a  ftarving  virtue,    Madam,   an  old 
threadbare  fafliion  of  the  laft  age,  and  would  lit  as  oddly 
upon  a  lover  now,  as  a  picked  beard  and  muftachios. 
Lady  />.  Moft  aftonifhing  ! 

Care.  I  have  tried  fighing  and  looking  filly  a  great 
while,  but  'twould  not  do— nay,  had  you  had  as  little  wit 
as  good-nature,  fhould  have  proceeded  to  dance  and  fing. 
Tell  me  but  how,  what  face  or  form  can  worfhip  you,  and 
behold  your  votary. 

Lady  D.  Not,  Sir,  as  the  Perfians  do  the  fun,  with 

your  face  tovyards  me.     The  bed  proof  you  can  give  me 

of  your  horrid  devotion,  is  never  to  fee  me  more.    Come, 

my  dear.  [Exit  with  Sy  1  via. 

Syl.  I'm  amazed  fo  much  afTurance  fhould  not  fuc- 

ceed.  [Exit. 

Care.  All  this  fhan't  make  me  out  of  love  with  my 

virtue—Impudence  has  ever  been  a  fuccefsful  quality, 

and  'twould  be  hard,  indeed,  if  J  Ihould  be  the  firft  that 

did  not  thrive  by  it.  [Exit. 

SCENE,    Clerimont'j  Lodgings. 

Enter  Atall,  and  Finder,  bis  Man. 

At.  You  are  fure  you  know  the  houfe  again  ? 

Fin.  'Ah,  as  well  as  I  do  the  upper  gallery,  Sir  ! . 

*Tis  Sir  Solomon  Sadlife's,  at  the  two  glafs  lanthorns, 
within  three  doors  of  my  Lord  Duke's. 

At.  Very  well,  Sir — then  take  this  letter,  enquire  for 
my  Lady  Sadlife's  woman,  and  flay  for  an  anfwer. 

Fin.  Yes,  Sir.  [Exit. 

At.  Well,  I  find  'tis  as  ridiculous  to  propofe  pleafure 
in  love  without  variety  of  miflrefTes,  as  to  pretend  to  be 
a  keen  fportfman  without  a  good  (table  of  horfes.  How 
this  lady  may  prove  I  can't  tell ;  but  if  fhe  is  not  a  deedy 
tit  at  the  bottom,  I'm  no  jockey. 

Re-enter  Finder. 

Fin.  Sir,  here  are  two  letters  for  you. 

At.  Who  brought  them  ? 

Fin.  A  couple  of  footmen,  and  they  both  defire  an 
anfwer. 

At.  Bid  them  flay,  and  do  you  make  hafte  where  I  or 
dered  you. 

Fit* 
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Fin.  Yes,  Sir.  [Exit. 

At.  To  Col.  Standfaft— that's  Clarinda's  hand To 

Mr.  Freeman — that  mufl  be  my  incognita.  Ah,  I  have 
mod  mind  to  open  this  firfl!  but  if  t'other  malicious 
creature  fhould  have  perverted  her  growing  inclination 
to  me,  'twould  put  my  whole  frame  in  a  trembling 
Hold,  I'll  guefs  my  fate  by  degrees — this  may  give  me 
a  glimpfc  of  it.  [Reads  Clar.  letter.']  Urn — urn — um— 
Ha  !  To  meet  her  at  my  Lady  Sadlife's  at  feven  o'clock 
to-night,  and  take  no  manner  of  notice  of  my  late  dif- 
owning  myfelf  to  her — Something's  at  the  bottom  of  all 
this — Now  to  folve  the  riddle.  [Reads  fotbir  letter.'} 
"  My  coufin  Clarinda  has  told  fome  things  of  you  that 
very  much  alarm  me ;  but  I  am  willing  to  i'ufpend  my  be- 
liet  of  them  till  I  fee  you,  which  I  defire  may  be  at  my  La 
dy  Sadlife's  at  feven  this  evening." — The  devil !  the  fame 
place  !— * '  As  you  value  the  real  friendfhip  of  your 

Incognita." 

So,  now  the  riddle's  out — the  rival  queens  are  fairly  come 
to  a  reference,  and  one  or  both  of  them  I  mail  lofe,  that's 
pofitive — Hard ! 

Enter  Clerimont. 

Hard  fortune  !  Now,  poor  Impudence,  what  will  become 
of  thee  ?  Oh,  Clerimont,  fuch  a  complication  of  adven 
tures  fince  I  faw  thee  !  fuch  fweet  hopes,  fears,  and  un 
accountable  difficulties,  fure  never  poor  dog  was  furroun- 
dedwith. 

Cter.  Oh,  you  are  an  induftrious  perfon  !  you'll  get 
over  them.  But,  pray,  let's  hear. 

At.  To  begin,  then,  in  the  climax  of  my  misfortunes  : 
in  the  firfl  place,  the  private  lodgings  that  my  Incognita 
appointed  to  receive  me  in,  prove  to  be  the  very  indivi 
dual  habitation  of  my  other  miflrefs,  whom  (to  complete 
the  blunder  of  my  ill  luck)  (he  civilly  introduced  in  per 
fon,  to  recommend  me  to  her  better  acquaintance. 

Chr.  Ha,  ha  !  Death  !  how  could  youftand  them  both 
together  ? 

At.  The  old  way — buff— I  ftuck  like  a  burr  to  my  name 
of  Freeman,  addrefs'd  my  incognita  before  the  other's  face, 
and  with  a  moft  unmov'd  good-breeding,  harmlefsly  faced 
her  down  I  had  never  feen  her  in  my  life  before. 

Cler. 
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Ckr.  The  prettieft  modefty  I  ever  heard  of!  Well, 
but  how  did  they  difcover  you  at  laft  ? 

At.  Why,  faith,  the  matter's  yet  in  fufpenfe;  and  I  find, 
by  both  their  letters,  that  they  don't  yet  well  know  what 
to  think  :  (but,  to  go  on  with  my  luck)  you  mull  know, 
they  have  fince  both  appointed  me,  by  feveral  names,  to 
meet  them  at  one  and^  the  fame  place,  at  feven  o'clock 
this  evening. 

Ckr.  Ah  ! 

At.  And,  laftly,  to  crown  my  fortune  (as  if  the  devil 
himfelf  moft  triumphantly  rode  a  ftraddle  upon  my  ruin) 
the  fatal  place  of  their  appointment  happens  to  be  the 
very  houfe  of  a  third  lady,  with  whom  I  made  an  ac 
quaintance  fince  morning,  and  had  juft  before  fent  word 
1  would  vifit  near  the  fame  hour  this  evening. 

Ckr.  Oh,  murder  !  Poor  Atall,  thou  art  really  fallen 
under  the  laft  degree  of  companion. 

At.  And  yet,  with  a  little  of  thy  affiftance,  in  the  mid 
dle  of  their  fmall-mot,  I  don't  ilill  defpair  of  holding  my 
head  above  water. 

Ckr.  Death  !  but  you  can't  meet  them  both ;  you  muft 
lofe  one  of  them,  unlefs  you  can  fplit  yourfelf. 

At,  Pr'ythee,  don't  fufpeft  my  courage  or  my  modefty'; 
for  I'm  refolved  to  go  on,  if  you  will  ftand  by  me. 

Ckr.  Faith,  my  very  curiofity  would  make  me  do  that. 
But  what  can  I  do  ? 

At.  You  mult  appear  for  me  upon  occafion  in  perfon. 

Cler.  With  all  my  heart.     What  elfe  ? 

At.  I  (hall  want  a  Queen's  meifenger  in  my  intereft, 
or  rather  one  that  can  peribnate  one. 

Cler.  That's  eafily  found — But  what  to  do  ? 

At.  Come  along,  and  I'll  tell  you  ;  for  firil  I  mud  an- 
fwer  their  letters. 

Ckr.  Thou  art  an  original,  faith.  [Exeunt* 

SCENE  changes  to  Sir  Solomon'*. 

Enter  Sir  Solomon,  leading  Lady  Sadlife,  and  Wifhwell,. 

her  ll^otnan. 

Sir  Sol.  There,  Madam,  let  me  have  no  more  of  thefe 
airings — No  good,  I  am  fare,  can  keep  a  woman  five  oc 
fix  hours  abroad  in  a  morning. 

Lady  Sad.  You  deny  me  all  the  innocent  freedoms  of  life. 
Sir  Sol,  Ha  !  you  have  the  modifh  cant  of  this  end  of 

the 
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the  town,  I  fee ;  intriguing,  gaming,  gadding,  and  party- 
quarries  with  a  pox  to  them,  are  innocent  freedoms,  for- 
iooth  ! 

Lady  Sad.  I  don't  know  what  you  mean  j  Pm  fure  I  have 
not  one  acquaintance  in  the  world  that  does  an  ill  thing. 

Sir  Sol.  They  mud  be  better  looked  after  than  your 
Ladyfliip  then  ;  but  I'll  mend  my  hands  as  faft  as  I  can* 
Do  you  look  to  your  reputation  henceforward,  and  I'll 
take  care  of  your  perfon. 

Lady  Sad.  You  wrong  my  virtue  with  thefe  unjuft 
fufpicions. 

Sir  Sol.  Ay,  it's  no  matter  for  that ;  better  I  wrong  it 
than  you.  I'll  fecure  my  doors  for  this  day  at  leaft.  [£#. 

Lady  Sad.  Oh,  Wilhwell !  what  (hall  I  do  ? 

Wijh,  What's  the  matter,  Madam  r 

Lady  Sad.  I  expect  a  letter  from  a  gentleman  every 
minute ;  and  if  it  fliould  fall  into  Sir  Solomon's  hands, 
I'm  ruined  pafl  redemption. 

Wijb.  He  won't  fufped  it,  Madam,  fure,  if  they  are 
directed  to  me,  as  they  ufed  to  be. 

Lady  Sad.  But  his  jealoufy's  grown  fo  violent  of  late, 
there's  no  trufting  to  it  now.  If  he  meets  it,  I  fhall  be 
locked  up  for  ever. 

Wijb.  Oh,  dear  Madam  !  I  vow  your  Ladyihip  frights 
me — Why,  he'll  kill  me  for  keeping  counfel. 

Lady  Sad.  Run  to  the  window,  quick,  and  watch  the 
mefienger.  \JLxit  Wilh.]  Ah,  there's  my  ruin  near  ! — I 
feel  it — \_A  knocking  at  the  door,] — What  (hall  I  do  ?  Be 
very  infolent,  or  very.humble,  and  cry? — I  have  known 
fome  women,  upon  thefe  occaiions,  outitrut  their  hufbands* 
jealoufy,  and  make  them  aik  pardon  for  finding  them  out. 
Oh,  lud,  here  he  comes  ! — I  can't  do't;  my  courage  fails 

me 1  muft  e'en  flick  to  my  hadkerchief,  and  truft  to 

nature. 

Re-enter  Sir  Solomon,  taking  a  letter  from  Finder. 

Sir  Sol.  Sir,  I  (hall  make  bold  to  read  this  letter  ;  and  if 
you  have  a  mind  to  fave  your  bones,  there's  your  way  out. 

Fin.  Oh,  terrible !  I  flian't  have  a  whole  one  in  my 
Ikin,  when  I  come  home  to  my  matter.  [Exit. 

Lady  Sad.  \_Afide. ]  I'm  loft  for  ever  ! 

SirSol.[Reads.}  "Pardon,  moft  divine  creature,  the  im 
patience  of  my  heart,"— Very  well !  thefe  are  her  inno. 

cent 
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cent  freedoms !  Ah,  cockatrice  ! — "  which  languifhes  for 
an  opportunity  to  convince  you  of  its  fincerity  ;" — Oh, 
the  tender  fon  of  a  whore  ! — **  which  nothing  could  re 
lieve,  but  the  fweet  hope  of  feeing  you  this  evening." — 
Poor  lady,  whole  virtue  I  have  wronged  with  unjuil 
fufpicions  ! 

Lady  Sad.  I'm  ready  to  fink  with  npprehenfion. 

Str Sot. [Reads. ]  "To-night, at  feven,  exped  your  dying 
Strephon." — Die,  and  be  damn'd  ;  for  1*11  remove  your 
comforter,  by  cutting  her  throat.  I  could  find  in  my 
heart  to  ram  his  impudent  letter  into  her  windpipe 
Ha  !  what's  this !— "  To  Mrs.  Wifliwell,  my  Lady  Sad- 
life's  woman," Ad,  I'm  glad  of  it,  with  all  my  heart ! 

What  a  happy  thing  it  is  to  have  one's  jealoufy  difap- 
pointed  ! — Now  have  I  been  curling  my  poor  wife  for  the 
miftaken  wickednefs  of  that  trollop.  *  Tis  well  I  kept  my 
thoughts  to  myfelf :  for  the  virtue  of  a  wife,  when  wrong 
fully  accufcd,  is  moft  unmercifully  infolent.  Come,  I'll 

do  a  great  thing  ;   I'll  kifs  her,  and  make  her  amends • 

What's  the  matter,  my  dear?  Has  any  thing  frighted  you? 

Lady  Sad.  Nothing  but  your  hard  ufage. 

Sir  Sol.  Come,  come,  dry  thy  tears;  it  (hall  be  fo  no, 
more.  But,  hark  ye,  I  have  made  a  discovery  here — Your 
Wifliwell,  I'm  afraid,  is  a  flut ;  fhe  has  an  intrigue. 

Lady  Sad.  An  intrigue  !  Heavens,  in  our  family  ! 

Sir  Vol.  Read  there — I  wifli  flie  be  honeft. 

Lady  Sad.  How  ! — If  there  be  the  lead  ground  to  think 
it,  Sir  Solomon,  pofitively  (lie  (han't  ilay  a  minute  in  the 
houfe— Impudent  creature  ! — have  an  affair  with  a  man  ! 

Sir  Sol.  But  hold,  my  dear  ;  don't  let  your  virtue  cen- 
fure  too  feverely  neither. 

Lady  Sad.  I  fliudder  at  the  thoughts  of  her. 

Sir  Sol.  Patience,  I  fay — How  do  we  know  but  his 
courtfljip  may  be  honourable  ? 

Lady  Sad.  That,  indeed,  requires  fome  paufe. 

Wijb.  [Peeping  in.]  So,  all's  fafe,  I  fee— He  thinks  the 

letter's  to  me Oh,  good  Madam  !  that  letter  was  fo 

me,  the  fellow  fays.  I  wonder,  Sir,  how  you  could  ferve 
one  fo  !  If  my  fweetheart  fhould  hear  you  had  opened  it, 
I  know  he  would  nor  have  me,  fo  he  would  not. 

Sir  Sol.  Never  fear  that ;  for  if  he  is  in  love  with  you, 
he's  too  much  a  fool  to  value  being  laughed  at. 

La     SaJ. 
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Lady  Sad.  If  it  be  yours,  here,  take  your  ftuff;  and 
next  time,  bid  him  take  better  care,  than  to  fend  his  let 
ters  fo  publicly. 

Wrijb.  Yes,  Madam.  But,  now  your  Ladyfhip  has  read 
if,  I'd  fain  beg  the  honour  of  Sir  Solomon  to  anfwer  it 
for  me  ;  for  I  can't  write. 

Lady  Sad.  Not  write  ! 

Sir  Sot.  Nay,  he  thinks  (he's  above  that,  I  fuppofe  ;  for 
he  calls  her  divine  creature— A  pretty  piece  of  divinity, 
truly  ! — But  come,  my  dear  ;  'egad,  we'll  anfwer  it  for 
her.  Here's  paper — you  fliall  do  it. 

Laay  Sad.  I,  Sir  Solomon  !  Lard,  I  won't  write  to  fel 
lows,  not  I— I  hope  he  won't  take  me  at  my  word.  \^Apde. 

Sir  Sal.  Nay,  you  fliall  do  it.  Come,  'twill  get  her  a 
good  hufband. 

Wijb.  Ay,  pray,  good  Madam,  do. 

Sir  Sol.  Ah,  how  eager  the  jade  is ! 

Lady  Sad.  I  can't  tell  how  to  write  to  any  body  but 
you,  my  dear, 

Sir  Sol.  Well,  well,  I'll  dictate  then.     Come,  begin. 

Lady  Sad.  Lard,  this  is  the  oddefl  fancy  ! 

[Sits  to  write. 

Sir  SoL  Come,  come— Dear  Sir — (for  we'll  be  as  loving 
as  he,  for  his  ears.) 

Wijb.  No,  pray,  Madam,  begin,  Dear  honey,  or,  My 
deareft  angel. 

Lady  Sad.  Out,  you  fool !  you  mufl  not  be  fo  fond- 
Dear  Sir,  is  very  well.  [Writes. 

Sir  Sol.  Ay,  ay,  fo  'tis  ;  but  thefe  young  fillies  are  for 
fetting  out  at  the  top  of  their  fpeed.  But,  pr'ythee, 
Wifhwell,  what  is  thy  lover ;  for  the  flile  of  his  letter 
may  ferve  for  a  countefs  ? 

Wijb.  Sir,  he's  but  a  butler  at  prefent :  but  he's  a  good 
fchollard,  as  you  may  fee  by  his  hand-writing ;  and  in 
time  may  come  to  be  a  fteward  ;  and  then  we  flian't  be 
long  without  a  coach,  Sir. 

Lady  Sad.  Dear  Sir What  mufl  I  write  next  ? 

Sir  Sol.   Why [Mufing. 

Wi/h.  Hoping  you  are  in  good  health,  as  I  am  at  this 
prefent  wiiting. 
S-r  Sol.  You  puppy,  he'll  laugh  at  you. 

Wi/h.  I'm  fure  my  moiher  ufed  to  begin  all  her  letters  ro. 
j  Sir 
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Sir  Sol.  And  thou  art  every  inch  of  thee  her  own  daugh 
ter,  that  I'll  fay  for  thee. 

Lady  Sad.  Come,  I  have  done  it.  [Reads.']  **  Dear  Sir, 
She  muft  have  very  little  merit  that  is  infeniible  of  yours." 

Sir  Sol.  Very  well,  faith  !  Write  all  yourfelf. 

Wljl}.  Ay,  good  Madam,  do  ;  that's  better  than  mine. 
But,  pray,  dear  Madam,  let  it  end  with,  So  I  reft  your 
deareft  loving  friend,  till  death  us  do  part. 

Lady  Sad.  [AJide.~\  This  abfurd  flut  will  make  me 
laugh  out. 

Sir  SoL  Biit,  hark  you,  huffy  ;  fuppofe  now  you  fliould 
be  a  little  fcornful  and  infolent  to  mew  your  breeding,, 
and  a  little  ill-natured  in  it  to  fhew  your  wit. 

Wife.  Ay,  Sir,  that  is,  if  I  defigned  him  for  my  gal 
lant  ;  but  fince  he  is  to  be  but  my  hufband,  I  muft  be 
very  good-natured  and  civil  before  I  have  him,  and  huff 
him,  and  (hew  my  wit  after. 

Sir  Soh  Here's  a  jade  for  you  !  [Afide.]  But  why  muft 
you  huff  your  hufband,  huffy  ? 

Wijb.  Oh,  Sir,  that's  to  give  him  a  good  opinion  of  my 
virtue !  for  you  know,  Sir,  a  hufband  can't  think  one 
could  be  fo  very  domineering,  if  one  were  not  very  honeft. 

Sir  Sol.  'Sbud,  this  fool,  on  my  confcience,  fpeaks  the 
fenfe  of  the  whole  fex  !  [Afidc. 

Wijh.  Then,  Sir,  I  have  been  told,  that  a  hufband 
loves  one  the  better,  the  more  one  he6tors  him  ;  as  a  fpa- 
niel  does,  the  more  one  beats  him. 

Sir  Sol.  Ha  !  thy  hufband  will  have  a  bleffed  time  on't. 

Lady  Sad.  So — I  have  done. 

Wijh*  Oh,  pray,  Madam,  read  it ! 

Lady  Sad.  [Reads.']  u  Dear  Sir — She  muft  have  very 
little  merit  that  is  infenfible  of  yours ;  and  while  you 
continue  to  love,  and  tell  me  fo,  expect  whateveryou  can 
hope  from  fo  much  wit,  and  fuch  unfeigned  fincerity — 
At  the  hour  you  mention,  you  will  be  truly  welcome  to 
your  paflionate — — " 

Wjb.  Oh,  Madam,  it  is  not  half  kind  enough  !  Pray, 
put  in  fome  more  dears. 

Sir  Sol.  Ay,  ay,  fweeten  it  well ;  let  it  be  all  fyrup, 
with  a  pox  to  her. 

Wljb.  Every  line  fliould  have  a  dear  fweet  Sir  in  it,  fo 
it  fliould — he'll  think  I  don't  love  him  elfe. 

Sir 
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Sir  &/.  Poor  moppet ! 

Lady  Sad.  No,  no,  'tis  better  now — Well,  what  muft 
be  at  the  bottom,  to  anfwer  Strephon  ? 

Sir  Sol.  Pray,  let  her  divine  ladyfhip  fign  Abigail. 

Wijk*  No,  pray,  Madam,  put  down  Lipfamintha. 

Sir  Sol.  Lipfamintha ! 

Lady  Sad.  No,  come,  I'll  write  Celia.    Here,  go  ia 
and  feal  it. 

Sir  Sol.  Ay,  come,  I'll  lend  you  a  wafer,  that  he  mayn't 
wait  for  your  divinityfhip. 

W^Jb.  Pfhaw  !  you  always  flout  one  fo. 

\Excunt  Sir  Sol.  and  Wifh. 

Lady  Sad.  So,  this  is  luckily  over— Well,  I  fee  a  wo 
man  fliould  never  be  difcouraged  from  coming  off  at  the 
greateft  plunge ;  for  though  I  was  half  dead  with  the 
fright,  yet,  now  I'm  a  little  recovered,  I  find- 
That  apprehenfion  does  the  blifs  endear  ; 

The  real  danger's  nothing  to  the  fear.  \Exit. 

.1  END  of  the  THIRD  ACT. 


ACT    IV, 

SCENE,    Sir  Solomon V. 
Enter  Lady  Sadlife,  Atall,  and  Wifliwell  y^ith  lights* 

LADY  SADLIFE. 

THIS  room,  I  think,  is  pleafanter ;  if  you  pleafe, 
we'll  lit  here,  Sir — Wifhwell,  fhut  the  door,  and 
take  the  key  o'th*  infide,  and  let  chairs. 

Wtfh.  Yes,  Madam. 

Lady  Sad.  Lard,  Sir,  what  a  flrange  opinion  you  mud: 
have  of  me,  for  receiving  your  vifits  upon  fo  flender  an 
acquaintance  ! 

At,  I  have  a  much  flranger  opinion,  Madam,  of  your 
ordering  your  fervant  to  lock  herfelf  in  with  us. 

Lady  Sad.  Oh,  you  would  not  have  us  wait  upon  our* 
felves  ! 

Jit.  Really,  Madam,  I  can't  conceive  that  two  lovers, 
alone,  have  much  occafion  for  attendance.  [They  fit. 

Lady  Sad.  Lovers !  Lard,  how  you  talk  !  Can't  people 
converfe  without  that  fluff? 

At.  Um— Yes,  Madam,  people  may ;  but  without  a 
D  little 
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little  of  that  fluff,  converfation  is  generally  very  apt  to 
be  infipid. 

Lady  Sad.  Pooh  !  why,  we  can  fay  any  thing  without 
her  hearing,  you  fee. 

At*  Ay ;  but  if  we  fhould  talk  ourfelves  up  to  an  occa- 
fion  of  being  without  her,  it  would  luok  worfe  to  fend  her 
out,  than  to  have  let  her  wait  without  when  flie  was  out. 

Lady  Sad.  You  are  pretty  hard  to  pleale,  I  find,  Sir. 
Some  men,  I  believe,  would  think  themfelves  well  ufed 
in  fo  free  a  reception  as  yours. 

At.  Ha  !  I  fee  this  is  like  to  come  to  nothing  this  time  ; 
fo  I'll  e'en  put  her  out  of  humour,  that  I  may  get  off 
in  time  to  my  incognita,  [Afidc.]  Really,  Madam,  I  can 
never  think  my  felt  free,  where  my  hand  and  my  tongue 
are  tied.  [Pointing  to  Wifli. 

Lady  Sad.  Your  converfation,  I  find,  is  very  different 
from  what  it  was,  Sir. 

•  dt.  .With  fubniiifion,  Madam,  I  think  it  very  proper 
for  the  place  we  are  in.     If  you  had  fent  for  me  only  to 
fip  tea,  to  fit  {till,  and  be  civil,  with  my  hat  under  my  arm, 
like  a  ftrange  relation  from  Ireland,  or  fo,  why  was  I 
brought  hither  with  fo  much  caution  and  privacy  ? 

[Sir  Solomon  knocks  at  the  door* 

Wijh*  Oh,  heavens,  my  matter,  Madam  ! 

Sir  Sol.  [Within.]  Open  the  door  there  ! 

Lady  Sad.  What  (hall  we  do? 

At.  Nothing  now,  I'm  fure. 

Lady  Sad.  Open  the  door,  and  fay  the  gentleman  came 
to  you. 

Wl/b.  Oh,  hid,  Madam,  I  (hall  never  be  able  to  manage 
it  at  fo  Ihort  a  warning !— We  had  better  ihut  the  gentle 
man  into  the  clofet,  and  fay  he  came  to  nobody  at  all. 

•  Lady  Sad.  In,. in  then,  for  mercy's  fake,  quickly,  Sir  ! 
At.  So — this  is  like  to  be  a  very  pretty  bunnefs  1— Oh, 

fuccefs  and  impudence,  thou  haft  quite  forfaken  me  ! 

[Enters  the  clofet. 

Wijb.  Do  you  ftep  into  your  bed-chamber,  Madam, 
and  leave  my  matter  to  me.  [Exit  Lady  Sadlife. 

Wifhwell  opens  the  door,  and  Sir  Solomon  enters. 

•  Sir  Sol.  What's  the  reafon,  miftrefs,  I  am  to  be  locked 
out  of  my  wife's  apart^"-  it  ? 

IViJb.  My  Lady  \vras  wafliing  her — her— neck,  Sir, 
and  I  could  not  come  any  fooner. 
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Sir  Sol.  I'm  fure  I  heard  a  man's  voice.  [AJldeJ\  Bid 
your  Lady  come  hither.  [Exit  Wifliwell.]— He  muft  be 
hereabouts — 'tisfo;  all's,  out,  all's  over  now :  the  devil 
has  done  his  \vorft,  and  I  am  a  cuckold  in  fpite  of  my  wif- 
dom.  'Sbud  !  now  an  Italian  would  poifon  his  wife  for 
this,  a  Spaniard  would  flab  her,  and  a  Turk  would  cut  off 
her  head  with  a  fcimitar ;  but  a  poor  dog  of  an  En^lifh 
cuckold  now,  can  only  fquabble  and  call  names — Hold, 
here  (he  comes — I  muft  fmother  my  jealoufy,  that  her 
guilt  mayn't  be  upon  its  guard. 

Enter  Lady  Sadlife  and  Wifliwejl. 

Sir  Sol  My  dear,  how  do  you  do  ?  Come  hither,  and 
kifs  me. 

Lady  Sad.  I  did  not  expecl  you  home  fo  foon,  my  dear. 

Sir  Sol.  Poor  rogue  ! 1  don't  believe  you  did,  with 

a  pox  to  you.  [Afidc.]  Wifhwell,  go  down  ;  I  have  bull- 
nelswith  your  Lady. 

Wijh.  Yes,  Sir — but  I'll  watch  you ;  for  I  am  afraid  this 
gcod-humour  has  mifchief  at  the  bottom  of  it.  [Retires. 

Lady  Sad.  I  fcarce  know  whether  he's  jealous  or  not. 

Sir  Sol.  Now  dare  not  I  go  near  that  clofet  door,  left 
the  murderous  dog  mould  poke  a  hole  in  my  guts  thro* 
the  key-hole — Um — I  have  an  old  thought  in  my  head — 
ay,  and  that  will  difcover  the  whole  bottom  of  her  affair. 
'Tis  better  to  feem  not  to  know  one's  diihonour,  when  one 
has  not  courage  enough  to  revenge  it. 

Lady  Sad.  I  don't  like  his  looks,  merhinks. 

Sir  Sol.  Odfo  !  what  have  I  forgot  now  ?  Pr'ythee,  my 
dear,  ftep  into  my  fludy  ;  for  I  am  fo  weary  !  and  in  the 
uppermoft  parcel  of  letters,  you'll  find  one  that  I  received 
from  Yorkshire  to-day,  in  the  fcrutoir ;  bring  it  down, 
and  fome  paper;  I  will  anfwer  it  while  I  think  on't. 

Lady  Sad.  If  you  pleafe  to  lend  me  your  key — But  had 
you  not  better  write  in  your  ftudy,  my  dear  ? 

Sir  Sol.  No,  no ;  I  tell  you,  I'm  fo  tired,  I  am  not  able 
to  walk.  There,  make  haite. 

Lady  Sad.  Would  all  were  well  over !  [Exz'f, 

Sir  Sol.  'Tis  fo,  by  her  eagernefs  to  be  rid  of  me.  Well, 
fince  1  find  I  dare  not  behave  myfelf  like  a  man  of  honour 
in  this  bufinefs,  I'll  at  leaft  aft  like  a  perfon  of  prudence 
and  penetration  ;  for  fay,  mould  I  clap  a  brace  of  ilugs, 
cow,  in  the  very  bowels  of  this  rafcal,  it  may  hang  me  ; 
D  2  but 
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But  if  it  does  not,  it  can't  divorce  me.  No,  I'll  e'en  put 
out  the  candles,  and  in  a  foft,  gentle  whore's  voice,  de- 
lire  the  gentleman  to  walk  about  his  bufmefs ;  and  if  I 
can  get  him  out  before  my  wife  returns,  I'll  fairly  poll 
inyfelf  in  his  room  ;  and  fo,  when  fhe  comes  to  fet  him 
at  liberty,  in  the  dark,  I'll  humour  the  cheat,  till  I  draw 
her  into  ibme  cafual  confeffion  of  the  fac"r,  and  then  this 
injured  front  (hall  bounce  upon  her  like  a  thunderbolt,  i 

[ Puts  out  the  candles, 

Wifa.  [Behind.]  Say  you  fo,  Sir  ?  I'll  take  care  my 
Lady  (hall  be  provided  for  you.  [Exit* 

S/r  &/.  Hifr,  hifr,  Sir,  Sir  ! 

Enter  A  tall  'from  the  clofet. 

At*  Is  all  clear  ?  May  I  venture,  Madam  ? 

x£'r  Soi.  Ay,  ay,  quick,  quick  !  male  hafte,  before  Sir 
Solomon  returns.  A  flrait-back'd  dog,  I  warrant  him. 
{Afnk.~\  But  when  (hall  I  fee  you  again  ? 

At.  Whenever  you'll  promife  me  to  make  a  better  ufe 
of  an  opportunity, 

Sir  Sol.  Ha  !  then  'tis  poffible  he  mayn't  yet  have  put 
the  fmifhing  ftroke  to  me. 

At.  Is  this  the  .door  ? 

Sir  Sol.  Ay,  ay,  away.  [Exit  Atal!.]  So — now  the  dan 
ger  of  being  murdered  is  over,  I  find  my  courage  returns : 
imd  if  I  catch  my  wife  but  inclining  to  be  no  better  than 
fhe  fhould  be,  I'm  not  lure  that  blood  won't  be  the  confe- 
quence.  (  He  goes  into  the  clofet,  and  Wifhwell  enters, 

Wijb.  So  — my  Lady  has  her  cue  ;  and  if  my  wife  ma- 
fler  tan  give  her  no  better  proofs  of  his  penetration  than 
this,  fhe'd  be  a  greater  fool  than  he,  if  fhe  fhould  not  do 
what  me  has  a  mind  to.  Sir,  Sir,  come,  you  may  come 
out  now  ;  Sir  Solomon's  gone. 

Enter  Sir  Solomon  from  tie  clofet. 

Sir  Sol.  So,  now  for  a  foft  fpeech,  to  fet  her  impudent 
blood  in  a  ferment,  and  then  let  it  out  with  my  penknife. 
[^Jide."\  Come,  dear  creature,  now  let's  make  the  kindeit 
ufe  of  our  opportunity. 

Wijb.  Not  for  the  world.  If  Sir  Solomon  mould  come 
again,  I  fhould  be  ruined.  Pray,  begone — IM  fend  to 
you  to-morrow. 

Sir  Sol.  Nay,  now  you  love  me  not  j  you  would  not 
let  me  part  elfe  thus  unfatisfied. 
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Now  you're  unkind.    You  know  I  love  you,  or 
I  Ihould  not  run  fuch  hazards  for  you. 
•  Sir  Sol.  Fond  whore!  \AJMe. ]  But  Pm  afraid  you  love 
Sir  Solomon,  and  lay  up  all  your  tendernefs  for  him. 

Wi/b.  Oh,  ridiculous ! How  can  fo  fad  a  wretch 

;ive'  you  the  leaft  uneafy  thought  ? 1  loath  the  very 

;ht  of  him. 

Sir  Sol.  Damn'd  infernal  fcrumpet !—— -I  can  bear  na 
longer Lights,  lights,  within  there  !  [Seizes  her. 

Wljb.  Ah  !  [Sticks.]  Who's  this  t  Help  !  murder ! 

Sir  Sol.  No,  trained,  don't  think  to 'fcape  me ;  for, 
now  I've  trapped  thee  in  thy  guilt,  I  could  find  in  my 
heart  to  have  thee  flead  alive,  thy  ikin  fluffed,  and  hung 
up  in  the  middle  of  Guildhall,  as  a  terrible  confequence 

or  cuckoldom  to  the  whole  city Lights  there  ! 

Enter  Lady  Sadiile  ivitb  a  I'tgb^. 

Lady  Sad.  Oh,  Heavens !  what's  the  matter? 

[Sir  Solomon  looks  aftoniJheJ. 

Ha!  what  do  I  fee?  My  fervant  on  the  floor,  and  Sir 
Solomon  offering  rudeneis  to  her  !  Oh,  I  can't  bear  It ! 
Oh  !  [Falls  into  a  chair* 

Sir  Sol  What  has  the  devil  been  doing  here  ? 

Lady  Sad.  This  the  reward  of  all  my  virtue  !  Oh,  re 
venge,  revenge ! 

SjrSol.  My  dear,  my  good,  virtuous,  injured  dear,  be 
patient ;  for  here  has  been  fuch  wicked  doings-' 

Lady  Sad.  Oh,  torture  !  Do  you  own  it  too  ?  'Tiswell 
my  love  protects  you.  But  for  this  wretch,  this  moniler, 
this  fword  (hall  do  me  juftice  on  her, 

[Runs  at  Wifhwell  ivifk  Sir  Solomon'.*  /word. 

Sir  Sol.  Oh,  hold,  my  poor  miftaken  dear  !  This  hor 
rid  jade,  the  gods  can  tell,  is  innocent  for  me.;  but  fhe 
has  had,  it  feems  a  ftrong  dog  in  the  clofet  here  ;  which 
I  fufpecling,  put  myfelf  into  his  place,  and  had  almoft 
trapped  her  in  the  very  impudence  of  her  iniquity. 

Lady  Sad.  How  !  I'm  glad  to  find  he  dares  not  own 
'twas  his  jealoufy  of  me [AJide* 

W\/b.  [Kneeling.']  Dear  Madam,  I  hope  your  Ladyihip 
will  pardon  the  liberty  I  took  inyour'abfence,  in  bringing 
my  lover  into  your  Ladyfliip's  chamber  j  but  I  did  not 
think  you  would  come  home  from  prayers  fo  foon ;  and 
fo  I  was  forced  to  hide  him  in  that  clofet ;  but  my  ma* 
D  3  fler 
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Jfter  fufpecling  the  bufinefs,  it  feems,  turned  him  out 
unknown  to  me,  and  then  put  himfelf  there,  and  fo  had 
a  mind  to  difcover  whether  there  was  any  harm  between 
us ;  and  fo,  becaufe  he  fancied  I  had  been  naught  with 
him 

Sir  Sol.  Ay,  my  dear ;  and  the  jade  was  fo  confounded 
ly  fond  of  me,  that  I  grew  out  of  all  patience,  and  fell 
upon  her  like  a  fury. 

Lady  Sad.  Horrid  creature  ! — And  does  flie  think  to 
Ihy  a  minute  in  the  family  after  fuch  impudence  ? 

Sir  Sol.  Hold,  my  dear — —for  if  this  fliould  be  the 
man  that  is  to  marry  her,  you  know  there  may  be  no 
harm  done  yet. 

Wijh.  Yes,  it  was  he  indeed,  Madam. 

Sir  Sol  \_AJide.'}  I  mult  not  let  the  jade  be  turned 
away,  for*  fear  fhe  fhould  put  it  in  my  wife's  head,  that 
I  hid  myfelf  to  difcover  her  Ladyfhip,  and  then  the  devil 
would  not  be  able  to  live  in  the  houfe  with  her. 

Wijb.  Now,  Sir,  you  know  what  I  can  tell  of  you. 

[AJide  to  Sir  Solomon. 

Sir  Sol.  Mum— that's  a  good  girl ;  there's  a  guinea 
for  you. 

Lady  Sad.  Well,  upon  your  interceflion,  my  dear,  I'll 
pardon  her  this  fault.  But,  pray,  miftrefs,  let  me  hear 
of  no  more  fuch  doings.  I  am  fo  difordered  with  this 
fright — Fetch  my  prayer-book  ;  I'll  endeavour  to  com- 
pofe  myfelf.  [Exit  Lady  Sad.  and  Wifh. 

Sir  Sol.  Ay,  do  fo  ;  that's  my  good  dear What  two 

blefled  efcapes  have  I  had !  to  find  myfelf  no  cuckold 
at  laft,  and,  which  had  been  equally  terrible,  my  wife 
not  know  I  wrongfully  fufpefted  her  ! — Well,  at  length 
I  am  fully  convinced  of  her  virtue— and  now,  if  I  can, 
but  cut  oft"  the  abominable  expence  that  attends  fome  of 
her  impertinent  acquaintance,  I  fluill  (hew  myfelf  a  Ma- 
chiavel. 

Re-enter  WifhweU. 

Wijk.  Sir,  here's  my  Lady  Dainty  come  to  wait  upon 
my  Lady. 

Sir  Sol.  I'm  forry  for't,  with  all  my  heart Why  did 

you  fay  file  was  within  ? 

Wijh.  Sir,  (lie  did  not  alk  if  flie  was  j  but  fhe's  never 
denied  to  her. 

Sir 
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Sir  Sol.  Gadfo!  why  then,  if  you  pleafe  to  leave  her 
Lady/hip  to  me,  I'll  begin  with  her  now. 

Wifhwell  brings  in  Lady  Dainty. 

Lady  D.  Sir  Solomon,  your  very  humble  fervant. 

Sir  Sol.  Yours,  yours,  Madam. 

Lady  D.  Where's  my  Lady  ? 

Sir  Sol.  Where  your  Ladyihip  very  feldom  is  .at 

prayers. 

Enter  Lady  Sadlife. 

Lady  Sad.  My  dear  Lady  Dainty  ! 

Lady  D.  Dear  Madam,  I  am  thehappieft  perfon  alive 
in  finding  your  Ladyfhip  at  home. 

Sir  Sol.  So,  now  for  a  torrent  of  impertinence. 

Lady  Sad.  Your  Ladyfhip  does  me  a  great  deal  of  ho 
nour. 

Lady  D.  I  am  fure  I  do  myfelf  a  great  deal  of  pleafure. 
I  have  made  at  leail  twenty  viiits  to-day.  Oh,  I'm  quite 
dead  !  not  but  my  coach  is  very  eafy  —  yet  fo  much  per 
petual  motion,  you  know  - 

Sir  Sol.  Ah,  pox  of  your  diforder  !—  If  I  had  the  pro 
viding  your  equipage,  ods-zooks,  you  fhould  rumble  to 
your  vifits  in  a  wheel-barrow.  [^fofc. 

Lady  Sad.  Was  you  at  my  Lady  Duchefs's  ? 

LadyD.  A  little  while. 

Lady  Sad.  Had  me  a  great  circle  ? 

Lady  D.  Extreme  —  I  was  not  able  to  bear  the  breatli 
of  fo  much  company. 

Lady  Sad.  You  did  not  dine  there  ? 

Lady  D.  Oh,  I  can't  touch  any  body's  dinner  but  my 
awn  !-  -  and  I  have  almcft  killed  myfelf  this  week,  for 
want  of  my  ufual  glafs  of  Tokay,  after  my  ortolans  and 
JMufcovy  duck-eggs. 

Sir  Sol.  'Sbud,  if  I  had  the  feeding  of  you,  I'd  bring 
you,  in  a  fortnight,  to  neck-beef,  and  a  pot  of  plain  bub. 


Lady  D.  Then  I  have  been  fo  furfei  ted  with  the  fight 
of  a  hideous  entertainment,  to-day,  at  my  Lady  Cormo 
rant's,  who  knows  no  other  happinefs,  or  way  of  making 
one  welcome,  than  eating  or  drinking  ;  for  though  {he 
faw  I  was  juft  fainting  at  her  vaft  limbs  of  butcher's  meat, 
yet  the  civil  favage  forced  me  to  fit  down,  and  heaped 
enough  upon  my  plate  to  victual  a  fleet  for  an 
ijia  voyage, 
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Lady  Sad.  How  could  you  bear  it  ?  Ha,  ha  !  Does 
your  Ladyfhip  never  go  to  the  play  ? 

Lrdy  D.  Never,  but  when  I  befpeak  it  myfelf ;  and 
then  not  to  mind  the  a6tors  ;  for  it's  common  to  love 
fights.  My  great  diveriion  is,  in  a  repofed  pofture,  to 
turn  my  eyes  upon  the  galleries,  and  blefs  myfelf  to  hear 
the  happy  favages  laugh  j  or  when  an  aukward  citizen 
crowds  herfelf  in  among  us,  'tis  an  unfpeakable  pleafure 
to  contemplate  her  airs  and  drefs :  and  they  never  'fcape 
me  ;  for  £  am  as  apprehenfive  of  fuch  a  creature's  coming 
near  me,  as  fome  people  are  when  a  cat  is  in  the  room- 
But  the  play  is  begun,  I  believe  ;  and  if  your  Ladyfhip 
has  an  inclination,  I'll  wait  upon  you. 

Lady  Sad.  I  think,  Madam,  we  can't  do  better;  and 
here  comes  Mr.  Carelefs  moil  opportunely  to  'fquire  us. 

Sir  Sol.  Carelefs !  I  don't  know  him ;  but  my  wife 
does,  and  that's  as  well. 

Enter  Carelefs. 

Care.  Ladies,  yourfervant.  Seeing  your  coach  at  the 
door,' Madam ,  made  me  not  able  to  refill  this  opportuni 
ty  to -i — to — —you  know,  Madam,  there's  no  time  to  be 
loft  in  love.  Sir  Solomon,  yourfervant. 

Sir  Sol.  Oh,  yoursj   yours,  Sir ! A  very  impudent 

fellow  ;  and  I'm  in  hopes  will  many  her.  [Ajide* 

LadyD.  The  affurance  of  this  creature  almoft  grows 
diverting  :  all  one  can  do,  can't  make  him  the  leaft  fenli- 
ble  of  a  difcouragement. 

Lady  Sad.  Try  what  compliance  will  do  ;  perhaps  that 
may  fright  him. 

Lady  D.  If  it  were  not  too  dear  a  remedy— -One  would 
almoft  do  any  thing  to  get  rid  of  his  company. 

Care.  Which  you  never  will,  Madam,  till  you  marry 
me,  depend  upon  it.  Do  that,  and  I'll  trouble  you  no 
more. 

Sir  Sol.  This  fellow's  abominable  !  He'll  certainly  have 
her.  [4fJ*> 

Lady  D.  There's  no  depending  upon  your  word,  or  elfe 
I  might ;  for  the  laft  time  I  faw  you,  you  told  me  then, 
you  would  trouble  me  no  more. 

Care.  Ay,  that*s  true,  Madam  ;  but  to  keep  one's 
word,  you  know,  looks  like  a  tradefman. 

Sir  Sal*  Impudent  rogue  i  But  he'll  have  her— [djide. 

Care. 
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Care.  And  is  as  much  below  a  gentleman  as  paying 
one's  debts. 

Sir  Sal.  If  he  is  not  hanged  firft.  [Afide. 

Care.  Befides,  Madam  ;  I  confidered  that  my  abfence 
might  endanger  your  conftiturion,  which  is  fo  very  ten 
der,  that  nothing  but  love  can  fave  it,  and  fo  I  would 
e'en  advifeyou  to  throw  away  your  juleps,  your  cordials, 
and  flops,  and  take  me  all  at  once. 

Lady  D.  No,  Sir,  bitter  potions  are  not  to  be  taken  fb 
fuddenly. 

Care.  Oh,  to  choofe,  Madam  ;  for  if  you  fland  mak 
ing  of  faces,  and  kicking  againft  it,  you'll  but  increafe 
your  averfion,  and  delay  the  cure.  Come,  come,  you 
mutt  be  advifed.  \PreJfing  her. 

Lady  D.  What  mean  you,  Sir  ? 

Care.  To  banifh  all  your  ails,  and  be  myfelf  your  uni- 
Verfal  medicine. 

.Sir  Sol.  Well  faid  !  he'll  have  her.  \AJlds. 

Lady  D.  Impudent,  robult  man ;  I  proteft,  did  not  I 
know  his  family,  I  fhould  think  his  parents  had  not  lived 
in  chairs  and  coaches,  but  had  ufed  their  limbs  all  their 
lives !  Huh  !  huh  !  but  I  begin  to  be  perfuaded  health  is 
a  great  bleffing.  \Afide. 

Care.  My  limbs,  Madam,  were  conveyed  to  me  before 
the  ufe  of  chairs  and  coaches,  and  it  might  leflen  the  dig 
nity  of  my  anceftors,  not  to  ufe  them  as  they  did. 

Lady  D.  Was  ever  fuch  a  rude  underftanding  ?  to  va 
lue  himfelf  upon  the  barbarifm  of  his  fore-fathers. 
Indeed  I  have  heard  of  kings  that  were  bred  to  the 
plough,  and,  I  fancy,  you  might  defcend  from  fuch  a 
race  ;  for  you  court  as  if  you  were  behind  one — Huh  I 
huh  !  huh !  To  treat  a  woman  of  quality  like  an  Ex 
change-wench,  and  exprefs  your,  paffion  with  your  arms ; 
unpolifhed  man  ! 

Care.  I  was  willing,  Madam,  to  take  from  the  vulgar, 
the  only  delirablc  thing  among  them,  and  fhew  you — how 
they  live  fo  healthy — for  they  have  no  other  remedy. 

Lady  D.  A  very  rough  medicine  !  huh  !  huh  ! 

Care.  To  thofe  that  never  took  it,  it  may  feem  fo— < 

LadyD.  Abandoned  raviftier !  Oh!  [Struggling. 

Sir  Sol.  He  has  her  ;  he  has  her.  [A/Me. 

Lady  D.  Leave  the  room,  and  fee  my  face  no  more. 

Care.   [JSoivs  and  is  going.] 

tady 
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Lady  D.  And,  hark  ye,  Sir,  no  bribe,  no  mediations  to 
my  woman. 

Care.  [Boivs  andfigljs.~\ 

Lady  D.  Thou  profligate  !  to  hug  !  to  clafp  f  to  em 
brace  and  throw  your  robuft  arms  about  me,  like  a  vul 
gar,  and  indelicate — Oh,  I  faint  with  apprehenfion  of 
fo  grofs  an  addrefs  !  [She  faints^  and  Cure,  catches  her. 

Care.  Oh,  my  offended  fair ! 

Lady  D.  Inhuman  !  raviflier  !  Oh  ! 

[Care,  carries  her  rff\ 

Sir  Sol.  He  has  her !  fhe's  undone  !  He  has  her.  - 

[Exeunt  Sir  Sol.  and  Lady  Sad, 
"Enter  Clarinda  and  Sylvia. 

Gar.  Well,  couiin,  what  do  you  think  of  your  gentle 
man  now? 

Sjl.  I  fancy,  Madam,  that  would  be  as  proper  a  quef- 
{lion  to  alk  you  :  for  really  I  don't  fee  any  great  reafon 
to  alter  my  opinion  of  him  yet 

Clar,  Now  I  could  dafh  her  at  once,  and  fhew  it  her 
under  his  own  hand  that  his  name's  Stand faft,  and  he'll 
be  here  in  a  quarter  of  an  hour.  \AJfdc.']  I  vow  I  don't 
think  I  ought  to  refufe  you  any  fervice  in  my  power; 
therefore  if  you  think  it  worth  your  while  not  to  be  out 
of  countenance  when  the  Colonel  comes,  I  would  advife 
you  to  withdraw  now  ;  for  if  you  dare  take  his  own  word 
for  it,  he  will  be  here  in  three  minutes,  as  this  may  con 
vince  you.  [Gives  a  letter, 

Syl.  What's  here  ?  a  letter  from  Colonel  Standfaft  ? — 

Really,  Coufin,  I   have  nothing  to  fay  to  him Mr. 

freeman's  the  perlbn  Fm  concerned  for,  and  I  expeft  to 
fee  him  here  in  a  quarter  of  an  hour. 

Clar.  Then  you  don't  believe  them  both  the  fame 
perfon  ? 

Syl.  Not  by  their  hands  or  {tile,  I  can  allure  you,  as 
this  may  convince  you.  [Gives  a  letter. 

Clar.  Ha  !  The  hand  is  different  indeed 1  fcarce 

know  what  to  think,  and  yet  I'm  fure  my  eyes  were  not 
deceived. 

Syl.  Come,  coufin,  let's  be  a  little  cooler ;  'tis  not  im- 
-pofliblebut  we  may  have  both  laughed  at  one  another  to 
no  purpofe — for  I  am  confident  they  are  two  perlcns. 

Clar.  I  can't  tell  that,  but  I'm  fure  here  comes  one  of 
them. 

Exter 


THE    DOJLJBLE    GALLANT.        47 

Enter  Atatl  as  Colonel  Standfafl. 

Syl.  Ha  ! 

At.  Hey  !  Bombard,  (there  they  are,  faith  !)  bid  the 
chariot  fet  up,  and  call  again  about  one  or  two  in  the, 
morning— You  fee,  Madam,  what  'tis  to  give  an  im 
pudent  fellow  the  lead  encouragement :  I'm  refolved  now 
to  make  a  night  on't  with  you. 

Clar.  I  am  afraid,  Colonel,  we  fliall  have  much  ado  to 
be  good  company,  for  we  are  two  women  to  one  man, 
you  fee  ;  and  if  we  fliould  both  have  fancy  to  have  you 
particular,  I  doubt  you'd  make  but  bungling  work  on't. 

At.  I  warrant  you  we  will  pafs  our  time  like  gods : 
two  ladies  and  one  man ;  the  prettied  fet  for  Ombre  in 
the  univerfe — Come,  come  !  Cards  I  cards !  cards  !  and 
tea,  that  I  infill  upon. 

Clar.  Well,  Sir,  if  my  coufin  will  make  one,  I  won't 
balk  your  good-humour.  [Turning  Syl.  to  face  him, 

At.  Is  the  lady  your  relation,  Madam  ? 1  beg  the 

honour  to  be  known  to  her. 

Clar.  Oh,  Sir  !  that  I'm  fure  (he  can't  refufe  you  — 
Coufin,  this  is  Colonel  Standfait.  [Laughs  afide.~\  I  hope 
now  (he's  convinced. 

At.  Your  pardon,  Madam,  if  I  am  a  little  particular 
in  my  delire  to  be  known  to  any  of  this  lady's  relations. 

[Salute^ 

Syl.  You'll  certainly  deferve  mine,  Sir,  by  being  al 
ways  particular  to  that  lady 

At.  Oh,  Madam  !  Tall,  lall.      [Turns  away,  andjings* 

Syl.  This  aflurance  is  beyond  example.  [Afote. 

Clar.  How  do  you  do,  coufin  ? 
.Syl.  Beyond  bearing — but  not  incurable.  [djide. 

Clar.  [Afide.~\  Now  can't  I  find  in  rny  heart  to  give 
him  one  angry  word  for  his  impudejice  to  me  this  morn 
ing  ;  the  pleafure  of  feeing  my  rival  mortified  makes  me 
ftrangely  good-natured. 

At.  [Turning  familiarly  to  Clar.]  Upon  my  foul  you 
are  provokingly  handfome  to-day.  Ay  Gad!  why  is  not 
it  high  treafon  for  any  beautiful  woman  to  marry  ? 

Clar.  What,  would  you  have  us  lead  apes  ? 

At.  Notrone  of  you  by  all  that's  lovely. Do  you 

think  we  could  not  find  you  better  employment  ?  Death  ! 
what  a  hand  is  here  ? Gad,  I  Ihall  grow  foolifh  ! 
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Clar.  Stick  to  your  aflurance,  and  you  are  in  no  danger. 
At.  Why  then,  in  obedience  to  your  commands,  pr'y- 
thee  anfwer  me  fincerely  one  queftion  ?  How  long  do  you 
really  defign  to  make  me  dangle  thus  ? 

Clar.  Why  really  I  can't  juft  fet  you  a  time ;  but 
when  you  are  weary  of  your  fervice,  come  to  me  with  a 
fix -pence  and  modefty,  and  I'll  give  you  a  difcharge. 
At.  Thou  infolent,  provoking,  handfome  tyrant ! 

Clar.  Come,  let  me  go this  is  not  a  very  civil  way 

of  entertaining  my  coulin,  methinks. 

At.  I  beg  her  pardon  indeed.  \Bowing  to  Sylv.]  But 
lovers  you  know,   Madam,  may  plead  a  fort  of  excufe 
for  being  fingular  when  the  favourite  fair*s  in  company. 
*— But  we  were  talking  of  cards,  ladies. 
Clar.  Coufin,  what  fay  you  ? 

Syl.  I  had  rather  you  would  excufe  me,  I  am  a  little 
unfit  for  play  at  this  rime. 

At.  What  a  valuable  virtue  is  aflurance  !  Now  am  I 
as  intrepid  as  a  lawyer  at  the  bar.  [Ajide* 

Clar.  Blefs  me  !  you  are. not  well. 

Syl.  I  fhall  be  prefently Pray,  Sir,  give  me  leave 

to  alk  you  a  queftion. 

At.  So,  now  it's  coming.  [dfiJe.']  Freely,  Madam. 
Syl.  Look  on  me  well :  have  you  never  feen  my  face 
before  ? 

At.  Upon  my  word,  Madam,  I  can't  recollect  that  I 
have. 

Syl.  I  am  fatisfied. 

At.  But  pray,  Madam,  why  may  you  alk  ? 

Syl.  I  am  too  much  disordered  now  to  tell  you But 

if  I'm  not  deceived,  I'm  miferable.  [Weeps. 

At.  This  is  ftrange — How  her  concern  tranfports  me  ! 
Clar.  Her  fears  have  touched  me,  and  half  perfuade 

me  to  revenge  them Come,  coufin,  be  eafy  :  I  fee 

you  are  convinced  he  is  the  fame,  and  now  I'll  prove 
myfelf  a  friend. 

Syl.  I  know  not  what  to  think— -my  fenfes  are  con 
founded  :  their  features  are  indeed  the  fame ;  and  yet 
there's  fomething  in  their  air,  their  drefs,  and  manner, 
ftrangely  different :  but  be  it  as  it  will,  all  right  to  him 
in  prefence  I  difclaim,  and  yield  to  you  for  ever. 

4  At.  Oh,  charming!  joyful  grief !  [AJMc.* 

i  Clar. 
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C/ar.  No,  coufin,  believe  it,  both  our  fenfes  cannot  b« 
deceived,  he*s  individually  the  fame  ;  and  fince  he  dares 
be  bafe  to  you,  he's  miferable  indeed,  if  flattered  with 
a  diflant  hope  of  me  ;  I  know  his  perfon  and  his  falfe- 
hood  both  too  well ;  and  you  fhall  fee  will,  as  becomes 
your  friend,  refent  it. 

At.  What  means  this  ftrangeneft,  Madam  ? 

Clar.  I'll  tell  you,  Sir ;  and  to  ufe  few  words,  know 
then,  this  lady  and  myfelf  have  borne  your  faithlefs  in- 
folence  and  artifice  too  long  :  but  that  you  may  not  think 
to  impofe  on  me,  at  leafl,  I  defire  you  would  leave  the 
houfe,  and  from  this  moment  never  fee  me  more. 

At.  Madam !  What !  what  is  all  this  ?  Riddle  me  rid 
dle  me  re, 

For  the  devil  take  me, 

For  ever  from  thee, 

If  I  can  divine  what  this  riddle  can  be  ! 

Syl.  Not  moved  !  I'm  more  amazed. 

At.  Pray,  Madam,  in  the  name  of  common  fenfe,  let 
me  know  in  two  words  what  the  real  meaning  of  your  lait 
terrible  fpeech  was ;  and  if  I  don't  make  you  a  plain,  ho 
ned:,  reasonable  anfwer  to  it,  be  pleafed  the  next  minute 
to  blot  my  name  out  of  your  table-book,  never  more  to 
be  inrolled  in  the  fenfelefs  catalogue  of  thofe  vain  cox 
combs,  that  impudently  hope  to  come  into  your  favour. 

Clar.  This  infolence  grows  tedious :  what  end  cau  you 
propofe  by  this  ailurance  ? 

At.  Hey-dey ! 

Syl.  Hold,  coufin one  moment's  patience :  Til  fend 

this  minute  again  to  Mr.  Freeman,  and  if  he  does  not'im- 
mediately  appear,  the  difpute  will  need  no  farther  argu 
ment. 

At*  Mr.  Freeman  !  Who  the  devil's  he  ?  What  have  I 
to  do  with  him  ? 

Syl.  I'll  foon  inform  you,  Sir. 

[Going)  meets  Wifhwell  entering. 

Wi/b.  Madam,  here's  a  footman  mightily  out  of  breath, 
fays  he  belongs  to  Mr.  Freeman,  anddefires  very  earneft- 
\y  to  fpeak  with  you. 

Syl.  Mr.  Freeman  !  Pray  bid  him  come  in What 

can  this  mean  ? 

At.  You'll  fee  prefently.  {Afar, 

E  Re-enter. 
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Re-enter  Wifhwell  with  Finder. 

Gar.  Ha  ! 

Syl.  Come  hither,  friend  :  do  you' belong  to  Mr.  Free* 
man  ? 

Fin.  Yes,  Madam,  and  my  poor  matter  gives  his  hum 
ble  fervice  to  your  Ladyfhip,  and  begs  your  pardon  for 
.not  waiting  on  you  according  to  his  promife  ;  whicn,  h« 
would  certainly  have  done,  but  for  an  unfortunate  acci 
dent. 

•&>/.  What's  the  matter? 

Fin,  As  he  was  coming  out  of  hjs  lodgings^  to  pay  his 
•duty  to  you,  JVIadam,  a  parcel  of  fellows  fet' upon  him, 
and  faid  they  had  a  warrant  agajnftliiiT) ;  and  fo,  becaufe 
the  rafcals  began  to  be^faucy  w,uh  ,him,  and  my  mafter 
knowing  that  he  did  not  owe  a  fnilfing  in  the'worlcl,  he 
drew  to  defend  himfelf,  and  in  the  fcuffle  the  bloody  vil 
lain*  run  one  pf  their  fwords  quite  through  his  arm  j  but 
the  heft  of  thejeft  was,  Madam  ,tthat  as Toon  aWthey  got 
hjm  into  a  houfe,  and  fent  tor  a  fiirgeon,  he  proved  to  be 
the  wrong  peribn  j  for  their  warrant,  it  feems,  was  againft 
-<\  poor  fcoundrel,  that  happens,  they  fay,  to  be  very  like 
him,  one  Colonel  Standr'aft. 

At*  Say  you  fo,  Mr.  Dog if  your  mafter  had  been 

here  I  would  have  given,  him  as  much. 

5,          -  [Gives  him  a  box  on  tl'e  car. 

Fin.  Oh,  Lord  !  pray,  Madam,  fave  me — I  did  not 

fpeak  a  word  to  the  gentleman Oh,  the  devil!  this 

muft  be  thy  de-vil  in  thelikenefs  of  my  mafter. 

Syl.  Is  ihis  gentleman  fo  very  like  him,  fay  you  ? 

Fin.  Like,  iMadam  !  ay,  as  one  box  of  the  ear  is  like 
to  another;  only  I  think,  Madam,  my  matter's  nofe  is  a 
little,  little  higher.  . 

At.  Now,  ladies,  I  prefume  the  riddle's  folved— Hark 
you,  where  is  your  mafter,  rafcal  ? 

Fin.  Mafter,  rafcal !  Sir,  my  mailer's  name's  Free 
man,  and  I'm  a  free-born  Englifhman ;  and  I  mutt  tell 
you,  Sir,  that  I  don't  ufe  to  take  fuch  arbitrary  focks  of 
she  fa«.e  from  any  man  that  does  not  pay  me  wages ;  and 
fo  my  mafter  will  tell  you  too  when  he  comes,  Sir. 

Syl.  Will  he  be  here  then? 

Fin.  This  minute,  Madam,  he  only  ttays  to  have  his 
wound  dreffed. 
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At.  I'm  refolved  I'll  ftay  that  minute  out,  if  he  does 
j»ot  come  till  midnight. 

Fin,  A  pox  of  his  mettle — when  his  hand's  in"  he 
makes  no  difference  between  jell  and  earneft,  1  find— If 
he  does  not  pay  me  well  for  this,  'egad  he  (hall. tell  the 
next  for  himfelt.  \_A/ide.}  Has  your  Ladyfhip  any  com 
mands  to  my  matter,  Madam  ? 

Syl.  Yes  ;  pray  give  him  my  humble  fervice,  fay  1'iti 
fprry  for  his  misfortune  ;  and  if  he  thinks  'twill  do  his 
wound  no  harm,  I  beg,  by  all  means,  he  may  be  brought 
Cither  immediately. 

Fin.  'Shah  !  his  wound,  Madam,  I  know  he  does  not 

value  it  of  a  rufli  ;  for  he'il  have  the  devil  vand  all  of 

actions  againil  the  rogues  for  fafie  im^rifonmenT,  and 

(mart-money  — —  Ladies,  I_  kifs   your  hands''  '—Sir,   I 

nothing  at  all  [Exit. 

At*  l4/Me>]  The  dog  has  done  it  rarely  ;  for  a  lie  upon 
the  ftretch  I  don't  know  a  better  rafcaf  iri  Europe. 
Enter  an  Qfficfr. 

Of,  Ay  !  now  I'm  fure  I'm  right1— Is  not  your  name 
Colonel  Standfaft,  Sir? 

At.  Yes,  Sir;  what  then  ?s 

Off.  Then  you  are  my  prifoner, 'Sir   ? 

At.  Your  prifoner  !  who  the  devil  are  you  ?  a  bailiff? 
I  don't  owe  a  milling. 

Off.  I  don't  care  if  you  don'r,  Sir;  I  have  a  warrant 
againft  you  for  high  treafon,  and  I  mull  have  you -''away 
this  minute.  '  ;'  v< 

At.  Look  you,  Sir,  depend  upoli'tj  thfs  is  but  fom^  im* 
pertinent  malicious  profecution  :  you  may  venture  to*ftay 
a  quarter  of  an  hour,  I'm  fure ;  I  have  fome  bufineis 
here  till  thenj  that  concerns  nae  nearer  than  my  life. 

Clar.  Have  but  fo  much  patience,  and  I'll  niisfy  you 
for  your  civility. 

Off.  I  could  not  flay  a  quarter  of  an-  hour,  Madam, 
if  you'd  give  me  five  hundred  pounds. 

Syl.  Can't  you  take  bail,  Sir  ? 

Off.  Bail !  no,  no, 

Clar.  Whither  muft  he  be  carried  ? 

Off.  To  my  houfe,  'till  he's  examined  before  the 
council. 

Clar.  Where  is  your  houfe  ? 

E  2  Of,' 
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Of.  Juft  by  the  fecretary's  office  ;  every  body  knovv'S 
Mr.  Lockum  the  meflenger — Cofne,  Sir. 

At.  I  can't  fliryet,  indeed,  Sir. 

\L,ays  bis  ban  J  on  bisfivonl* 

Of.  Nay,  lobVyou,  if  you  are  for  that  play — Come 
in.  gentlemen,  away  with  him. 

Entef  Mufqucteerj)  and  force  him  off. 

SyL  This  is  the  ftrangeft  accident :  I  am  extremely 
forry  for  the  Colonel's  misfortune,  but  I  am  heartily  glad 
he  is  not  Mr.  Freeman. 

Clar.  ,I'm  afraid  you'll  find  him  fo 1  lhall  never 

change  my  opinion  of  him  'till  I  fee,  them  face  to  face. 

SyL  Well,  coufin,  let  them  be  two  or  one,  I'm  refolved 
to.  flick  to  Mr.  Freeman  ;  for  to  tell  you  the  truth,  this 
laft  fpark  has  too  much  of  the  confident  rake  in  him  to 
pleafe  me,  but  there  is  a  modefl  fincerity  in  t'other's  con- 
verfation  that's  irrefiilible.' 

Clarf  For  my  part  I'm  almoft  tired  with  his  imperti 
nence  either  way,  and  could  find  in  my  heart  to  trouble 
iryfelf  no  more  about  him  ;  and  yet  methinks  it  provokes 
me  to  have  a  fellow  outface  my  fer.fes. 

SyL  Nay,  they  are  Itrangely  alile,  I  own  ;  but  yet,  if 
you  obferve  nicely,  Mr.  Freeman's  features  are  more 
pale. and  pcnfive  than  the  Colonel's. 

Clar.  When  Mr.  Freeman  come?,  I'll  be  clofer  in  my 
obfervation  'of  him — in  the  mean  time  let  me  confider 
what  I  really  propofe  by  all  this  rout  1  make  about  him  : 
fuppofe  (which  I  can  never  belive)  they  fhould  prove 
two  feveral  men. at  laft,  I  don't  find  that  I'm  fool  enough 
to  think  of  marrying  either  of  them  ;  nor  (whatever  airs 
I  give  myfelf )  am  I  yet  mad  enough  to  do  worfe  with 
them— Well,  fmce  I  don't  defign  to  come  to  a  clofe  €n- 

fagement  myfelf,  then  why  fliould  I  not  generoufly 
and  out  of  the  way,  and  make  room  for  one  that 
v!ould  ?  No,  I  can't  do  that  neither — I  want  methinks  to 
convict  him  firfl  of  being  erne  and  the  fame  perfon,  and 
then  to  have  him  convince  my  coufin  that  he  likes  me 
better  than  her — Ay,  that  would  do  !  and  toconfefs  my 
infirmity,  I  ftill  find  (though  I  don't  care  for  this  fellow) 
whre  me  has  aflurance  to^nourifh  the  leait  hope  of  get 
ting  him  from  me,  I  (hall  never  be  heartily  ealy  'till  flic's 
htaruly  mortified.  [A/Me 

' 
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Syl.  You  feem  very  much  concerned  for  the  Colonel's 
misfortune,  coufin. 

Clar.  His  misfortunes  feldom  hold  him  long,  as  you 
may  lee  j  for  here  he  comes. 

Enter  Atall,  as  Mr.  Freeman. 

Syl.  Blefs  me  ! 

At.  I  am  forry,  Madam,  I  could  not  be  more  punctual 
to  your  obliging  commands  :  but  the  accident  that  pre 
vented  my  coming  fooner,  will,  I  hope,  now  give  me  a 
pretence  to  a  better  welcome  than  my  lail ;  for  now,  Ma 
dam,  [To  Clar.]  your  miftake's  fct  right,  I  prefume,  and, 
I  hope,  you  won't  exped  Mr.  Freeman  to  anfwer  for  all 
the  mifcarriages  of  Colonel  Standfaft. 

Clar.  Not  in  the  lea(\,  Sir :  the  Colonel's  able  to  an 
fwer  for  himfelf,  I  find  !'•  ha,  ha  ! 
'  At.  \Vas  not  myfervant  with  you,  Madam  ?   [70  Syl. 

Syl.  Yes,  yes,  Sir,  he  has  told  us  all.  [-/f/iVr.]  And  I 
am  forry  you  have  paid  fo  dear  for  a  proof  of  your  inno 
cence.  Come,  come,  I'd  advife  you  to  fet  your  heart  at 
reft;  for  what  I  deiign,  you'll  find,  I  fliall  come  to  a 
fpeedy  refolution  in. 

Jit.  .Oh,  generous  refolution  ! 

Clar.  Well,  Madam,  fince  you  are  fo  tenacious  of 
your  conqueft,  I  hope  you'll  give  me  the  fame  liberty  : 
and  not  expect.,  the  next  time  you  fall  a  crying  at  the 
Colonel's  gallantry  to  me,  (hat  my  cood-nature  thouid  give 
you  up  my  pretenfions  to  him.  And  for  you,  Sir,  I  fliall 
only  tell  you,  this  laft  plot  wa-s  not  fo  clofely  laid,  but  th;it 
a  woman  of  a  very  (lender  capacity,  you'll  find,  has  wit 
enough  to  difcover  it.  •  .  [F.* 'It  Clar. 

At.  So  !  (lie's  gone  to  the  mefienger's,  I  fuppofe-— bur, 
poor  foul,  her  intelligence  there  will  be  ,exti<rmely  fmal.L 
\_Afide ^\  Well,  Madam,  I  hope  at  laic  your  fcruplcs  are 
over. 

Syl.  You  can't  blame  me,  Sir,  if,  now  we  are  alone,  I 
J  own  my  felt  a  little  more  furprifed  at  her  poiitivenefs, 
than  my  woman's  pride  would  let  meconfefs  before  her 
face;  and  yet  methinks  there's  a  native  honefty  in  your 
look,  that  tells  me  I  am  not  miitakcn,  arul  may  truit  you 
with  my  heart. 

At.  Oh,  for  pity  (till  .prefervc  tliat  tender  thought,  and 
fave  me  tVom  aclpair.  ' 

E  3  Enter 
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Enter  Clerimont. 

Cler.  Ha!   Freeman  again  !   Is  it  portable  ? 

At.  How' now,  Cleiimont,  what  are  you  furprized  at? 

Cler.  Why  to  fee  thee  almoft  in  two  places  at  one 
time;  'tis  but  this  minute,  I  met  the  very  image  of 
thee  with  the  mob  about  a  coach,  in  the  hands  of  a  mef- 
fenger,  whom  I  had  the  curiofity  to  Hop  and  call  to  ; 
and  had  no  other  proof  of  his  not  being  thee,  but  that 
the  fpark  would  not  know  me  ! 

Syj.  Strange  !   I  almoft  think  I'm  really  not  deceived. 

Clcr.  'Twas  certainly  Clarinda  I  faw  go  out  in  a  chair 

juft  now it  mud  be  fl.e the  circumftances  are  too 

Itrong  for  a  miftake.  [Afide. 

Sjl.  Well,  Sir,  to  eafe  you  of  your  fears,  now  I  dare 
own  to  you,  that  mine  are  over.  [To  Atall. 

Clcr.  What  a  coxcomb  have  I  made  myfelf,  to  ferve 
my  rival  e'en  with  my  own  miftrefs  ?  But  'tis  at  lead 
fome  eafe  to  know  him :  all  I  have  to  hope  is,  that  he 
does  not  know  the  afs  he  has  made  of  me — that  might 
indeed  be  fatal  to  him.  \Ajide* 

Enter  Sylvia'.*  Maid. 

Maid.  Oh,  Madam,  I'm  glad  I've  found  you  :  your 
father  and  I  have  been  hunting  you  all  the  town  oVer. 

Syl.  My  father  in  town? 

Maid.  He  waits  below  in  the  coach  for  you  :  he  muft 
needs  have  you  come  away  this  minute;  and  talks  of 
having  you  married  this  very  night  to  the  fine  gentleman 
he  fpoke  to  you  of. 

Syl.  What  do  I  hear? 

At,  If  ever  foft  companion  touched  your  foul,  give  me 
a  word  of  comfort  in  this  laft  diftrefs,  to  fave  me  from 
the  horrors  that  furround  me. 

-5)7.  You  fee  we  arcobferved but  yet  depend  upon 

rry  faith,  as  on  my  life — in  the  mean  time,  I'll  ufe  my 
utmoft  power  to  avoid  my  father's  hafly  will:  in  two 
hours  you  fhall  know  my  fortune  and  my  family — Now 
don't  follow  me,  as  you'd  preferve  my  friendfhip.  Come — 

[  Exit  w/V-6  Maid. 

At.  Death !  how  this  news  alarms  me  !  I  never  felt 
the  pains  of  love  before. 

Cler.  Now  then  to  eafe,  or  to  revenge  my  fears — This 
fuddea  change  of  your  countenance,  Sir.  Atall,  looks  as 

if 
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you  had  a  mind  to  banter  your  friend  into  a  belief  of 
your  being  really  in  love  with  the  lady  that  juft  now  left 
you. 

At*  Faith,  Clerimont,  I  have  too  much  concern  upon 
me  at  this  time,  to  be  capable  of  a  banter. 

Cler.  Ha !  he  feems  really  touched,  and  I  begin  now 

only  to  fear  Clarinda's  conduct Well,  Sir,  if  it  befo, 

I'm  glad  to  fee  a  convert  of  you  ;  and  now,  in  return  to 
the  little  fervices  I  have  done  you,  in  helping  you  to  carry 
on  your  affair  with  both  thefe  ladies  at  one  time,  give  me 

leave  to  alk  a  favour  of  you Be  Hill  fincere,  and  we 

may  (till  be  friends.  <r ,- 

.At.  You  furprize  me— but  ufe  me  as  you  find  me. 

Clcr.  Have  you  no  acquaintance  with  a  certain  lady 
whom  you  have  lately  heard  me  own  I  was  unfortunately 
in  love  with  ? 

At.  Not  that  I  know  of,  I'm  fure  not  as  the  lady  you 
are  in  love  with  :  but,  pray,  why  do  you  afk  > 

Cler.  Come,  I'll  be  fincere  with  you  too:  becaufe  I 
have  ftrong  circumftances,  that  convince  me  'tis  one  of 
thofe  two  you  have  been  fo  bufy  about. 

At.  Not  (he  you  faw  with  me,  I  hope  ? 

Cler.  No  ;  I  mean  the  other— But  to  clear  the  doubt 
at  once,  is  her  name  Clarinda  ? 

At.  I  own  it  is :  but  had  I  the  lead  been  warned  of 
your  pretences 

Cler.  Sir,  I  dare  believe  you  ;  and  though  you  may 
have  prevailed  even  againft:  her  honour,  your  ignorance  ot 
my  paflion  for  her  makes  you  ftand  at  leaft  excufed  to  me. 

At.  No ;  by  all  the  folemn  proteftations  tongue  can 
utter,  her  honour  is  untainted  yet  for  me;  nay,  even  un- 
attempted  :  *  nor  had  I  ever  an  opportunity,  that  could 
*  encourage  the  moft  diflant  thought  againft  it.* 

Cler.  You  own  flie  has  received  your  gallantries  at  leaft. 

At.  Faith,  not  to  be  vain,  fne  has  indeed  taken  fome 
pains  to  pique  her  coufin  about  me  ;  and  if  her  beautiful 
coufin  had  not  fallen  in  my  way  at  the  fame  time,  I  mud 
own,  'tis  very  poflible,  I  might  have  endeavoured  to  pufll 
my  fortune  with  her;  but  fince  I  now  know  your  heart, 
put  my  friendfhip  to  a  trial. 

Only  this— If  I  fhould  be  reduced  to  aft  it  of 
4  y°u> 
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you,  promife  to  confefs  your  impoflure,  and  yourpaffipn 
to  her  coufin,  before  her  face. 

At.  There's  my  hand,— I'll  do't,  to  right  my  friend 
and  miftrefs.  But,  dear  Cierimont,  you'll  pardon  me,  it" 
I  leave  you  here ;  for  my  poor  incognita's  affairs  at  this 
time  are  in  a  very  critical  condition. 

Ckr.  No  ceremony— I  releafe  you.— 

At.  Adieu.  [Exeunt* 

END  of  the  FOURTH  ACT. 


ACT        V. 

Enter  Cierimont  orWCarelefs. 

CLERIMONT. 

AND  fo  you  took  the  opportunity  oP  her  fainting  to 
cany  her  off!  Pray,  how  long  did  her  fit  laft  ? 

Care.  Why,  faith,  I  fo  humoured  her  affectation,  that 
'lis  hardly  over  yet ;  for  I  told  her,  her  life  was  in  dan 
ger,  and  fwore,  if  (he  would  not  let  me  fend  for  a  parfon 
to  marry  her  before  (he  died,  I'd  that  minute  fend  for  a' 
fhroud,  and  be  buried  alive  with  her  in  the  fame  coffin : 
but  at  the  apprehenfion  of  fo  terrible  a  thought,  fhe  pre 
tended  to  be  frightened  into  her  right  fenfes  again  ;  and 
forbid  me  her  fight  for  ever. — So  that  in  fhort,  my  im 
pudence  is  almou  exhaufted,  her  affe&ation  is  as  unfur-- 
mountable  as  another's  real  virtue,  and  I  mufl  e'en  catch 
her  that  away,  or  die  without  her  at  laft. 

Cler,  How  do  you  mean  ? 

Care.  Why,  if*  I  find  I  can't  impofe  upon  her  by  hu 
mility,  which  I'll  try,  I'll  e'en  turn  rival  to  myfclf  in 
a  very  fantaftical  figure,  that  I'm  fure  Hie  won't  be  able 
to  refift.  You  mull  know  fhe  has  of  late  been  flat 
tered  that  the  Mufcovite  Prince  Alexander  is  dying  for 
her,  though  he  never  fpoke  to  her  in  his  life. 

Ckr.  I  underfland  you  :  fo  you'd  firft  venture  to  pique 
her  againft  you,  and  then  let  her  marry  you  in  another 
perfon,  to  be  revenged  of  you. 

Care.  One  of  the  two  ways  I  am  pretty  fure  to  fncceed. 

Clcr.  Extravagant  enough !  Pr'ythee,  is  Sir  Solomon 
in  the  next  room  ? 

Care. 
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Care.  What,  you  want  his  afiiftance  ?  Clarinda's  in  her 
airs  again  ! 

Clcr.  Faith,  Carelefs,  I  am  almoft  afhamed  to  tell  you, 
but  I  muft  needs  fpeak  with  him. 

Care.  Come  along  then.  *  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Lady  Dainty,  Lady  Sadlife,  and  Carelefs.* 

Lady  D.  Thi.s  rude  boiiierous  man  has  given  me  a 
thoufand  diforders  ;  the  colic,  the  fpleen,  the  palpitation 
of  the  heart,  and  convulfions  all  over — Huh  !  huh  P — I 
itiuft  fend  for  the  doctor. 

Lady  Sad.  Come,  come,  Madam,  e'en  pardon  him, 
and  let  him  be  your  phyfician — do  but  obferve  his  peni 
tence,  fo  humble  he  dares  not  fpeak  to  you. 

Care.  [Folds  bis  arms  andjigbs."]  Oh  ! 

Lady  Sad.  How  can  you  hear  him  figh  fo  ? 

Lady  D.  Nay,  let  him  groan— -for  nothing  but  his 
pangs  can  eafe  me. 

Care.  [Kneels  andprcfents  her  bis  drawn  fiuord ;  opt 
bis  Ircaft.'}  Be  then  at  once  moft  barbaroufly  juft? 
take  your  vengeance  here. 

Lady  D.  No,  I  give  thee  life  to  make  thee  miferable  ;  ' 
live,  that  my  refenting  eyes  may  kill  thee  every  hour. 

Care.  Nay  then,  there's  no  relief        but  this 

[Offering  at  hisfword,  Lady  Sadlife  holds  him* 

Lady  Sad.  Ah  !  tor  mercy's  fake — Barbarous  creature, 
how  can  you  fee  him  thus  ? 

Lady  D.  Why,  I  did  not  bid  him  kill  himfelf :  but  do 
you  really  think  he  would  have  don't  ? 

Lady  Sad.  Certainly,  if  I  had  not  prevented  it. 

Lady  D.  Strange  paffion  !  But  'tis  iis  nature  to  be  vio 
lent,  when  one  makes  it  defpair. 
-     Lady  Sad.  Won't  you  fpeak  to  him  ? 

Lady  D.  No,  but  if  your — is  enough  concerned  to  be 
his  friend,  you  may  tell  him — not  that  it  really  is  fo— 
but  you  may  fay — you  believe  I  pity  him. 

Lady  D.  Sure  love  was  never  more  ridiculous  on  both 
fides. 

Enter  Wifhwell. 

Wijk.  Madam,  here's  a  page  from  Prince  Alexander, 
defms  to  give  a  letter  into  your  Ladyfliip's  own  hands. 

Lady  D.  Prince  Alexander  !  what  means  my  heart  ?  I 
come  to  him. 

Lady 
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Lady  Sad.  By  no  means,  Madam,  pray  let  him  come  in. 

Care.  Ha  !  Prince  Alexander  !  nay,  then  I  have  found 
cut  the  fecretof  this  coldnefs,  Madam. 
Enter  Page. 

Page.  Madam,  his  Royal  Highnefs  Prince  Alexander, 
my  matter,  has  commanded  me,  on  pain  of  death,  thus 
[Kneeling.]  to  deliver  this,  the  burning  fecret  of  his 
heart. 

Lady  D.  Where  is  the  Prince  ? 

Page.  Repofed  in  private  on  a  mourning  pallat,  Mil 
your  commands  vouchsafe  to  raife  him. 

Lady  Sad.  By  all  means,  receive  him  here  immediately. 
I  have  the  honour  to  be  a  little  known  to  his  highnefs. 

Lady  D.  The  favour,  Madam,  is  too  great  to  be  re- 
fifted  :  pray  tell  his  hi^hnefs  then,  the  honour  of  the 
viiit  he  defigns  me,  makes  me  thankful  and  impatient ! 
huh  !  huh  !  [Exit  Page. 

Care.  Are  my  fufferings,  Madam,  fo  foon  forgot  then  ! 
Was  I  but  flattered  with  the  hope  of  pity  ? 

Lady  D.  The  happy  have  whole  days,  and  thofe  they 
choofe.  [Refenting.~\  The  unhappy  have  but  hours,  and 
thofe  they  lofe.  [Exit  repeating* 

L*dy  Sad*  Don't  you  lofe  a  minute  then. 

Care.  I'll  warrant  you — ten  thoufand  thanks,  dear 
Madam,  I'll  be  transformed  in  a  fecond  . 

[  Exeunt  federally* 
Enter  Clarinda  in  a  man's  habit. 

Clar.  So !  I'm  in  for't  now  !  how  I  (hall  come  off  I 
can't  tell:  'twas  but  a  bare  faving  game  I  made  with 
Clerimont ;  his  refentment  had  brought  my  pride  to  its 
lafl  legs,  diffembling ;  and  if  the  poor  man  had  not  loved 
me  too  well,  I  had  made  but  a  difmal  humble  figure — I 
have  ufed  him  ill,  that's  certain,  and  lie  may  e'en  thank 
himfelf  for't^-he  would  be  fincere.-— Well,  (begging  my 
fex's  pardon)  we  do  make  the  fillieft  tyrants — we  had  bet 
ter  be  reafonable ;  for  (to  do  them  right)  we  don't  run 
half  the  hazard  in  obeying  the  good-fenfe  of  a  lover  ;  at 
leaft,  I'm  reduced  now  to  make  the  experiment — Here 
they  come. 

Enter  Sir  Solomon  and  Clerimont. 

Sir  Sol,  What  have  we  here  !  another  captain  ?  If  I 

were 
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were  Cure  he  were  a  coward  now,  1*4  kick  him  before  he 
fpeaks Is  your  bufinefs  with  me,  Sir  ? 

Clar.  If  your  name  be  Sir  Solomon  Sadlife. 

Sir  Sol.  Yes,  Sir,  it  is ;  and  I'll  maintain  it  as  ancient 
as  any,  and  related  to  moft  of  the  families  in  England. 

Clar.  My  bufinefs  will  convince  you,  Sir,  that  I  think 
well  of  it. 

Sir  So!.  And  what  is  your  bufinefs,  Sir  ? 

Clar.  Why,  Sir — you  have  a  pretty  kinfwoman,  called 
Clarinda. 

Cler.  Ha  ! 

Sir  Sol.  And  what  then,  Sir  ?— • Such  a  rogue  as 

t'other.  [Ajide. 

Clar.  Now,  Sir,  I  have  feen  her,  and  am  in  love 
with  her. 

Cler.  Say  you  fo,  Sir?— I  may  chance  to  cure  you 
of  it.  [Afidc. 

Clar.  And  to  back  my  pretenfions,  Sir,  I  have  a  goqd 
fifteen  hundred  pounds  a  year  eftate,  and  am,  as  you  fee, 
a  pretty  fellcw  into  the  bargain. 

Sir  Sol.  She  that  marries  you,  Sir,  will  have  a  choice 
bargain  indeed. 

Clar.  In  fliort,  Sir,  I'll  give  you  a  thoufand  guineas  to 
make  up  the  match. 

Sir  Sol.  Hum — [^£&.] — But,  Sir,  my  niece  is  pro- 
vided  for. 

Cler.  That's  well.!  [AJtie. 

Sir  Sol.  But  if  file  were  not,  Sir,  I  mufttell  you,  flie  is 
not  to  be  caught  with  a  fmock-face  and  a  feather,  Sir 

And and let  me  fee  you  an  hour  hence.     \AJtJe% 

.  Clar.  Well  faid,  uncle  !  [A/Me.] But,  Sir,  I'm  in 

love  with  her,  and  pofitively  will  hax'e  her. 

Sir  Sol.  Whether  {he  likes  you  or  no,  Sir  ? 

'Clar.  Like  me!  ha,  ha!  I'd  fain  fee  a  woman  that 
rfiflikes  a  pretty  fellew,  with  fifteen  hundred  pounds  a 
year,  a  white  wig,  and  black  eye-brows. 

Cler.  Hark  you,  young  gentleman,  there  muft  go  more 
than  all  this  to  the  gaining  of  that  lady. 

[Takes  Clarinda  a/Me. 

Sir  Sol.  [AJMe.]  A  thoufand  guineas — that's  five  hun 
dred  more  than  I  propofed  to  get  of  Mr.  Clerimont— 
But  my  honour  is  .engaged— -Ay,  but  then  here's  a 

thoufand 
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thoufand  pounds  to  releafe  it Now,  fhall  I  take  the 

money  ? It  muft  be  fo Coin  will  carry  it. 

Clar.  Oh,  Sir,   if  that  be  all,  I'll  foon  remove  your 
doubts  and  pretenfions  !  Come,  Sir,  I'll  try  your  courage. 

Cler.  I'm  afraid  you  won't,  young  gentleman. 

Clar.  As  young  as  I  am,  Sir,  you  {hall  find  I  fcorn  to 
turn  my  back  to  any  man. 

[Exeunt  Clarinda  and  Clerimont. 

Sir  Sol.  Ha  !  they  are  gone  to  fight : with  all  my 

heart — a  fair  chance,  at  leaft,  for  a  better  bargain  :  for 
if  the  young  fpark  fhould  let  the  air  into  my  friend  Cle- 
rimont's  midriff  now,  it  may  poflibly  cool  his  love  too, 
and  then  there's  my  honour  fare,  and  a  thoufand  guineas 
fnug.  [Exit. 

*  Enter  Lady  Dainty,   Lady  Sadlife,  and  Careleis,  as 

4  Prince  Alexander. 

*  Lady  D.  Your  Highnefs,  Sir,  has  done  me  honour 

*  in  this  vifit. 

*  Care.  Madam — • [Salutes  her. 

*  Lady  D.  A  captivating  perfon  I 

*  Care.  May  the  days  be  taken  from  my  life,  and  added 

*  to  yours,  moft  incomparable  beauty,  whiter  than  the 
'  fnow  that  lies  throughout  the  year  unmelted  on  our 

*  Ruffian  mountains ! 

*  Lady  D.  How  manly  his  expreflions  are  ! -We  are 

*  extremely  obliged  to  the  Czar,  for  not  taking  your 
'  Highnefs  home  with  him. 

'  Care.  He  left  me,  Madam,  to  learn  to  be  a  fhip  car- 

*  penter. 

'  Lady  Sad.  A  very  polite  accomplishment ! 

'  Lady  D.  And  in  a  prince  entirely  new. 

4  Care.  All  his  nobles,  Madam,    are   mailers  of  fome 

*  ufeful  fcience ;   and  moft  of  our  arms  are  quartered  with 

*  mechanical  inftrumetus,  as  hatchers,   hammers,  pick- 
.  *  axes,  and  hand-faws. 

*  Lady  D.  I  admire  the  manly  manners  of  your  court. 

*  Lady  Sad.  Oh,  fo  infinitely  beyond  the  foft  idlenefs 

*  of  ours ! 

4  Care.  'Tis  the  fafliion,  ladies,  for  the  eaftern  princes 

*  to  profefs  fome  trade  or  other.     The  lail  Grand  Signior 

*  was  a  lockfmith. 

'  Lady  D.  How  new  his  conver&tion  is ! 

«  Care* 
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*  Care.  Too  rude,  I  fear,  Madam,  For  fo  tender  a  com- 
pofirion  as  your  d. vine  Ladyfhip's. 

4  Lady  D.  Courtly  to  a  fottnefs  too  ! 

'  Care.  Were  it  poffible,  Madam,  that  fo  much  deli 
cacy  could  endure  the  martial  roughnefs  of  our  manners 
and  our  country,  I  cannot  boail ;  but  if  a  province  at 
your  feet  could  make  you  mine,  that  province  and  its 
jnafter  mould  be  yours. 

4  LaayD.  Ay,  here's  grandeur  with  addrefs An 

odious  natixre  lover,  now,  would  have  complained'of  the 
taxes,  perhaps,  and  have  haggled  with  one  for  a  fcanty 
jointure  out  of  his  horrid  lead-mines,  in  foine  uninha 
bitable  mountains,  about  an  hundred  and  four-fcore 
miles  from  unheard-of  London. 

*  Care.  I  am  informed,  Madam,  there  is  a  certain  poor, 

*  diftrafted  Engliih  fellow,  that  refufed  to  quit  his  faucy 

*  pretenfions  to  your  all-conquering  beauty,  though  he 

*  had  heard  I  had  myfelf  refolved  to  adore  you.   Carelefs, 

*  I  think  they  call  him. 

*  Lady  jD/Your  Highnefs  wrongs  your  merit,  to  give 

*  yourfelf  the  leaft  concern  for  one  fo  much  below  your 
«  fear. 

4  Care.  When   I  firft  heard  of  him,  I  on  the  inftant 
'  ordered  one  of  my  retinue  to  flrike  off  his  head  with  a 

*  'fcimitar;   but  they  told  me  the  free  laws  of  England  al-. 

*  lowed  of  no  fuch  po\ver:  fo  that,  though  lam  a  prince 

*  of  the  blood,  Madam,  I  am  obliged  only  co  murder  him 

*  privately. 

*  Lady  D.  'Tis  indeed  a  reproach  to  the  ill-breeding 

*  of  our  confHtution,  not  to  admit  your  power  with  your 

*  perfon.    But  if  the  pain  of  my  entire  neglect  can  end 
«  him,  pray,  be  eafy. 

*  Care.  Madam,  I'm  not  revengeful ;  make  him  but 
c  miferable,  I'm  fatisfied. 

*  Lady  D.  You  may  depend  upon't. 

'  Care.  I'm  in  flrange  favour  with  her.  \AfiJc, .] 
'  Pleafe  you,  ladies,  to  make  your  fragrant  fingers  fami- 
'1  iar  with  tins  box. 

4  Laay  D.  Sweet  or  plain,  Sir  ? 

'  Care.' Right  Mofco,  Madam,  made  of  the  fculls  of 
'  'conquered  enemies. 

*  Lady-Sad.  Gunpowder,  as  I  live  !  [Exeunt.9 

-  F  7h 
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STbe   SCENE    changes  to  a  Field. 

Enter  Clarinda  and  Clerimont. 

'Cler.  Come.,  Sir,  we  are  far  enough. 

Clar.  I  only  vvifli  the  lady  were  by,  Sir,  that  the  con 
queror  might -carry  her  oft"  the  fpot I  warrant  fhe'd 

be  mine. 

Cler.  That,  my  talking  hero,  we  fhall  foon  determine. 

Clar.  Not  that  I  think  her  handfome,  or  care  a  rulh 
for  her. 

Cler.  You  are  very  mettled,  Sir,  to  fight  for  a  woman 
you  don't  value. 

Clar.  Sir,  I  value  the  reputation  of  a  gentleman  ;  and 
I  don't  think  any  young  fellow  ought  to  pretend  to  it, 
till  he  has  talked  himfelf  into  a  lampoon,  loft  his  two  or 
three  thoufand  pounds  at  jplay,  kept  his  mifs,  and  killed 
his  man. 

'Cler.  Very  gallant,  indeed,  Sir  !  but  if  you  pleafe  to 
handle  your  fword,  you'll  foon  go  through  your  courfe. 

Clar.  Come  on,  Sir 1   believe  I  fhall  give  your 

miflrefs  a  truer  account  of  your  heart  than  you  have 
done.  I  have  had  her  heart  long  enough,  and  now  will 
have  yours. 

Ckr..  Ha  !  does  flie  love  you,  then  ? 

{Endeavouring  to  draw. 

Clar.  I  leave  you  to  judge  that,  Sir.  But  I  have  lain 
with  her  a  thoufand  times ;  in  fhort,  fo  long,  till  I'm 
tired  of  it. 

Cler.  Villain,  thou  lieft  !  Draw,  or  I'll  ufe  you  as  you 
deferve,  and  flab  you. 

Clar.  Take  this  with  you  firft,  Clarinda  will  never 
marry  him  that  murders  me. 

Cler.  She  may  the  man  that  vindicates  her  honour— — 
therefore  be  quick,  or  I'll  keep  my  word-* — I  find  your 
fword  is  not  for  doing  things  in  hade. 

Clar.  It  flicks  to  the  fcabbard  fo,  I  believe  I  did  not 
wipe  off  the  blood  of  the  la  ft  man  I  fought  with. 

Cler.  Come,  Sir,  this  trifling  fhan't  ferve  your  turn- 
Here,  give  me  yours,  and  take  mine. 
•Clar.  With  all  my  heart,  Sir — Now  have  at  you. 

[Cler.  draws,  and  finds  only  a  hilt  in  bis  hand. 

Cler.  Death  !  you  villain,  do  you  ferve  me  fo  ? 

Clar. 
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Clar.  In  love  and  war,  Sir,  all  advantages  are  fair :  fo 
we.  conquer,,  no  matter  whether  by  force  or  ItratagenV— 
Come,  quick,  Sir— Your  life  or  miitrefs.- 

Clcr.  Neither.  Death  !  you  ftull  have  both  or  none  ! 
Here  drive  your  fword  j  for  only  through  this  heart  you 
reach  Clarinda. 

Clar.  Death,  Sir  !  can  you  be  mad  enough  to  die  for 
a  woman  that  hates  you  ? 

Ckr.  If  that  were  true,  >t were  greater  madnefs,  then \ 
to  live. 

Clar.  Why,  to  my  knowledge,  Sir,  ftie  has  ufed  you 
bafely,  falfly,  illj  and  for  no  reafon. 

Clcr.  No  matter ;  no  ufage  can  be  worfe  than  the  con 
tempt  of  poorly,  tamely  parting  with  her.  She  may 
abut'e  her  heart  by  happy  infidelities ;  but  'tis  the  pride  o£ 
mine  to  be  even  irriierably  conftant. 

Clar.  Generous  pailion  !  You  almoft  tercpt  me  to  re- 
fign  her  to  you. 

Cler.  You  cannot,,  if  you  would,  I  would  indeed  have 
won  her  fairly  from  you  withmyfword;  butfcornto 
take  her  as  your  gift.  Be  quick,  and  end  your  infolence. 

Clar.  Yes,  thus — Moil  generous  Clerimont,  you  now% 
indeed,  have  fairly  vanquifhed  me !   [Runs  to  him.'}  My 
woman's  follies  and  my  fliame  be  buried  ever  here. 
.  Cler.  Ha,  Clarinda !  Is  it  poifible  ?   My  wonder  rifea 
with  my  joy  ! — How  came  you  in  this  habit  ? 

Clar.  Now  you  indeed  recall  my  blufhes  ;  but  I  had  no 
other  veil  to  hide  them,  while  I  confefs'd  the  injuries  I 
had  done  your  heart,  in  fooling  with  a  man  I  never  meant 
on  any  terms  to  engage  with.  Befide,  I  knew,  from  our 
late  parting,  your  fear  of  lofing  me  would  reduce  you  to 
comply  with  Sir  Solomon's  demands,  for  his  intereft  in 
your  favour.  Therefore,  as  you  faw,  I  was  refolved  to 
ruin  his  market,  by  feeming  to  raife  it  j  for  he  fecretly 
took  the  offer  I  made  him. 

Cler.  'Twas  generoufly  and  timely  offered ;  for  it  really; 
prevented  my  figning  artitles  to  him.  But  if  you  would 
heartily  convince  me  that  I  (hall  never  more  have  need 
of  his  intereft,  e'en  let  ut  fteal  ro  the  next  prieft,  andho- 
neilly  put  it  out  of  his  power  ever  to  part  us. 

Clar.  Why,  truly,  confidering  the  trufts  I  hare  made 

you,  'twould  be  ridiculous  now,  I  think,  to  deny  you  any 

F  2  thing : 
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fhing:  and  if  you  fho.uld  grow  weary  of  me  after  fucfl 
lifage,  I  can't  blame  you. 

Cler.  Bamifh  that  fear  ;  my  flame  can  never  wafte, 
Pior  love  fincere  refines  upon  the  tafte.  [Exeunt* 

Enter  Sir  Solomon,  ivi/b  old  Mr.  Wilful ;  Lady  Sadlife^ 
and  Sylvia  weeping. 

Sir  Sol.  Troth,  my  old  friend,  this  is  a  bad  bufinefs  in 
deed  ;  you  have  bound  yourfelf  in  a  thoufand  pounds 
bond,  you  fay,  to  marry  your  daughter  to  a  fine  gentle 
man,  and  fhe,  in  the  mean  time,  it  feems,  is  fallen  inlovp 
with  a  flranger. 

IVilf.  Look  you,  Sir  Solomon,  it  does  not  trouble  me 
o*  this ;  for  I'll  make  her  do  as  I  pleafe,  or  I'll  flarve  her. 

Lady  S  id.  But,  Sir,  your  daughter  tells  me  that  the 
gentleman  fhe  loves  is  in  every  degree  in  as  good  circum- 
flances  as  the  perfon  you  defign  her  for ;  and  if  he  does 
not  prove  himfelf  fo  before  to-morrow  morning,  flie  will 
chearfully  fubmit  to  whatever  you'll  impofe  on  her.  , 

J^ilf.  All  fham  !  all  (ham  !  only  to  gain  time.  I  ex 
pect  my  friend  and  his  fon  here  immediately,  to  demand 
performance  of  articles ;  and  if  her  Ladylhip's  nice  fto- 
raach  does  not  immediately  comply  with  them,  as  I  told 
you  before,  I'll  flarve  her. 

Lady  Sad.  But,  confider,  Sir,  what  a  perpetual  difcord 
.muft  a  forced  marriage  probably  produce. 

Wilf.  Difcord  !  pfhaw,  waw  !  One  man  makes  as  good 
a  hufband  as  another.  A  month's  marriage  will  fet  ail  to 
rights,  I  warrant  you.  You  know  the  old  faying,  Sir 
Solomon,  lying  together  makes  pigs  love. 

Lady  Sad.  [To  Syl.]  What  (hall  we  do  for  you/ 
There's  no  altering  him.  Did  not  your  lover  promife  to 
come  to  your  afliitance  ? 

Sy/.  I  expect  him  every  minute  ;  but  can't  forefee  from 

him  the  leaft  hope  of  my  redemption This  is  he. 

Enter  Atall  undifguifed. 

At*  My  Sylvia,  dry  thofe  tender  eyes;  for  while 
there's  life  there's  hope. 

Lady  £&/.  Ha  !  is't  he  ?  but  I  muft  fmother  my  con- 
fa  fion.  [Ajide. 

Wilf.  How  now,  Sir !  Pray,  who  gave  you  commiffion 
to  be  fo  familiar  with  my  daughter  ? 

At.  Your  pardon,  Sir ;  but  when  you  know  me  right, 

you'll 
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you'll  neither  think  my  freedom  or  my  pretenfions  fami 
liar  or  dishonourable. 

Wilf.  Why,  Sir,  what  pretenfions  have  you  to  her  ? 

At.  Sir,  I  fav'd  her  life  at  the  hazard  of  my  ovviv:  that 
gave  me  a  pretence  to  know  her  ;  knowing  her  made  me 
love,  and  gratitude  made  her  receive  it. 

Wfyf.  Ay,  Sir  !  and  fome  very  good  reafons,  bell  known: 
to  myfelf,  make  me  refufe  it.  Now,  what  will  you  do  ? 

At.  I  can't  tell  yet,  Sir;  but  if  you'll  do  me  the  fa 
vour  to  let  me  know  thofe  reafons • 

Wilf.  Sir,  I  don't  think  myfelf  obliged  to  do  either  ; 
but  I'll  tell  you  what  I'll  do  for  you  :  fince  you  fay  you 
love  my  daughter,  and  flie  loves  you,  I'll  put  you  i'n  the 
neareft  way  to  get  her. 

At.  Don't  flatter  me,  I  beg  you,  Sir. 

Wilf*  Not  I,  upon  my  foul,  Sir ;  for,  look  you,  'tis  on-  - 
ly  this- — get  my  confent,  and  you  lhall  have  her. 

At.*  I  beg  your  pardon,  Sir,  for  endeavouring  to  talk 
reafon  to  you.     But,  to  return  your  raillery,  give  mfc 
leave  to  tell  you,  when  any  man  marries  her  but  myfelf,  , 
he  mud  extremely  afk  my  confent. 

Wilf.  Before  George,  thou  art  a  very  pretty  impudent   , 
fellow  ;  and  I'm  forry  I  can't  punifh  her  difobedience,  by 
throwing  her  away  upon  thee. 

At.  You'll  have  a  great  deal  of  plague  about  this  bufi- 
nefs,  Sir ;  for  I  ihall  be  mighty  difficult  to  give  up  my 
pretenfions  to  her. 

Wilf.  Ha!  'tis  a  thoufand  pities  I  can't  comply  with 
thee.  Thou  wilt  certainly  be  a  thriving  fellow-;  for  thou 
doll:  really  fet  the  belt  face  upon  a  bad  caufe,  that  ever  I 
faw  fince  I  was  born. 

At.  Come,  Sir,  once  more,  raillery  apart,  fuppofe  I ; 
prove  myfelf  of  equal  birth  and  fortune  to  delferve  her  ? 

Wilf.  Sir,  if  you  were  eldeft  fon  to  the  Cham  of  Tar-  • 
tary,  and  had  the  dominions  of  the  Great  Mogul  entailed  • 
upon  you  and  your  heirs  for  ever,  it  would  fignify  no 
more  than  the  bite  of  my  thumb.     The  girl's  difpofed  of; 
I  have  matched  her  already,   upon   a   thoufand  pounds  • 
forfeit;  and  faiih  (he  (hail-fairly  run  for't,  though  flieVv. 
yerk'd  and  Mead  from  the  creft  to  the  crupper. 

Atf  Con fu don  I 

SyL  What  will  become  of  me? 
F  3 
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Wilf.  And  if  you  don't  think  me  in  earneft  now,  her$ 
comes  one  that  will  convince  you  of  my  finceriry. 
At.  My  father !  Nay,  then,  my  ruin  is  inevitable. 

Enter  Sir  Harry  Atall. 

Sir  Har.  [To  At.}  Oh,  fweet  Sir!  have  I  found  you 
at  laft  ?  Your  very  humble  fervant.  What's  the  reafon 
pray,  that  you  have  had  the  aflu ranee  to  be  almoft  a  fort 
night  in  town,  and  never  come  near  me,  efpecially  when 
I  lent  you  word  I  had  bufinefs  of  fuch  coniequence  with 
you  ? 

At.  I  underftood  your  bufinefs  was  to  marry  me,  Sir, 
•fo  a  woman  I  never  faw  :  and  to  confefs  the  truth,  I  durfl 
not  come  near  you,  becaufe  I  was  at  the  fame  time  in  love 
with  one  you  never  faw. 

Sir  Har.  Was  you  fo,  Sir?  Why,  then,  Sir,  I'll  find  a 

fpeedy  cure  for  your  paffion Brother  Wilful — Hey, 

fiddles  there  ! 

'  At;  Sir,  you  may  treat  me  with  what  feverity  you 
pleafe  ;  but  my  engagements  to  that  lady  are  too  power 
ful  and  fixed,  to  let  the  utmoft  rnifery  diflblve  them. 

Sir  Har.  What  does  the  fool  mean  ? 

At.  That  I  can  fooner  die  than  part  with  her. 

Wilf.  Hey  ! — Why,  is  this  your  fon,  Sir  Harry  ? 

Sir  Har.  Hey-day  ! Why,  did  not  you  know  thaf 

before  ? 

At.  Oh,  earth,  and  all  you  flars !  is  this  the  lady  you 
defigned  me,  Sir  ? 

Syl  Oh,  fortune  !  is  it  poffible  ? 

Sir  Har.  And  is  this  the  lady,  Sir,  you  have  been  ma-. 

ng  fuch  a  buttle  about  ? 

At*  Not  life,  health >  or  happinefs  are  half  fo  dear  to 
me. 

Sir  Sol.  [Joining  At.  rf#J  SylviaV  bands."] — Loll,  loll, 
leroll ! 

,At.  Oh,  tranfporting  joy !  {Embracing  Sylvia* 

'  Sir  Har.  \    [Joining  in  the  tune,  and  dancing  about  them.  ] 

Wilf.       }    Loll !  loll  I 

Sir  Sol  Hey  !  within,  there !  [Calls  the  fiddles.]  By 
jingo,  we'll  make  anight  on't  ! 

Enter  Clarinda  and  Clerimont. 

Clar.  Save  you,  fave  you,  good  people I'm  glad, 

uncle, 
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uncle,  to  hear  you  call  fo  chearfully  for  the  fiddles  ;  It 
looks  as  if  you  had  a  hufband  ready  for  me. 

Sir  Sol.  Why,  that  I  may  have  by  to-morrow  night* 
Madam  ;  but,  in  the  mean  time,  if  youpleafe,  you  may 
wifli  your  friends  joy. 

Clar.  Dear  Sylvia! 

'Syl.  Clarinda! 

dt.  Oh,  Clerimont,  fuch  a  deliverance ! 

Clcr.  Give  you  joy,  joy,  Sir. 

Clar.  I  congratulate  your  happmefs,  and  am  pleafed 
our  little  jealoufies  are  over ;  Mr.  Clerimont  has  told  m$ 
.ail,  and  cured  me  of  curiolity  for  ever. 

Syl.  What,  married  ? 

Gar.  You'll  fee  prefently.  But,  Sir  Solomon,  what 
do  you  mean  by  to-morrow  ?  Why,  do  you  fancy  I  have 
any  more  patience  than  the  reft  or  my  neighbours  ? 

Sir  Sot.  Why,  truly,  Madam,  I  don't  fuppofe  you 
have ;  but  I  believe  to-morrow  will  be  as  foon  as  their 
buiinefs  can  be  done,  by  which  time  I  expect  a  jolly  fox- 
hunter  from  Yorkfliire;  and  if  you  are  refolved  not  to 
have  patience  till  next  day,  why,  the  fame  parfon  may 
tofs  you  up  all  four  in  a  di(h  together. 

Clar.  A  filthy  fox-hunter  ! 

Sir  Sol.  Odzooks,  a  mettled  fellow,  that  will  ride  you 
from  day-break  to  fun-fet !  none  of  our  flimfy  London 
rafcals,  that  muft  have  a  chair  to  carry  them  to  their 
coach,  and  a  coach  to  carry  them  to  a  trapes,  and  a  con- 
liable  to  carry  both  to  the  round-houfe. 

Clar.  Ay,  but  this  fox-hunter,  Sir  Solomon,  will  come 
home  dirty  and  tired  as  one  of  his  hounds  ;  he'll  be  al 
ways  afleep  before  he's  a-bed,  and  on  horieback  before 
he's  awake  j  he  muft  rife  early  to  follow  his  fport,  and  J 
lit  up  late  at  cards  for  want  of  better  diverfion.  Put 
this  together,  my  wife  uncle. 

Sir  Sol.  Are  you  fo  high  fed,  Madam,  that  a  country 
gentleman  of  fifteen  hundred  pounds  a  yea?  won't  go 
down  with  you  ? 

Clar.  Not  fo,  Sir ;  but  you  really  kept  me  fo  fharp, 
that  I  was  e'en  forced  to  provide  for  myfelf;  and  here 
flands  the  fox-hunter  for  my  money. 

[Clap  Cler.  on  the  Jhoulder*. 

fir  Sol.  Howl 

tififr 
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Eveii  fo,  Sir  Solomon— Hark  in  your  ear,  Sir—* 
You  really  held  your  confent  at  fo  high  a  price,  that",  to> 
give  you  a  proof  of  my  good  hufbandty,  I  was  refolved  to 
lave  charges,  and  e'en  marry  her  without  it. 

Sir  Sol.   Hell  and * 

£Y<?r.  And  hark  yon  in  t'other  ear,  Sir Becaufe  I 

would  not  have  you  expofe  your  reverend  age  by  a  mif- 
take,  know,  Si^  I  was  the  young  fpark  with  a  fmooth 
/ace  and  a  feather,  that  offered  you  a  thoufand  guineas  for 
your  confent,  which  you  would  have  been  glad  to  have 
taken. 

Sir  Sol.  The  devil ! — If  ever  I  traffic  in  women's  flefh 
again,  may  all  the  bank  flocks  fall  when  I  have  bought 
"them,  and  rife  when  I  have  fold  them — Hey-day  !  what 
have  we  here  !  More  cheats  ? 

Cler.  Not  unlikely,  Sir  ;   for  I  fancy  they  are  married. 
Enter  Lady  Dainty  and  Carelefs. 

Lady  Sad.  That  they  are,  1  can  allure  you 1  give 

your  Highnefs  joy,  Madam. 

Lady  I).  Lard,  thnt  people  of  any  rank  ihould  ufe  fuch 
vulgar  falutations !  though,  methmks,  highnefs  has  fome* 
thing  of. grandeur  in  the  found.  But  I  was  in  hopes, 
good  people,  that  confident  fellow,  Carelefs,  had  been 
among  you. 

Care.  What 'fay  you,   Madam,    (to  divert  the  good 
company)  fhall  we  fend  for  him  by  way  of  mortification  ? 
Lady  Z>.  By  all  means ;  for  your  fake,   meihinks,  I 
ought  to  give  him  full  defpair. 

Care.  Why,  then,  to  let  you  fee,  that  Vis  a  much  ea- 
fier  thing  to  cure  a  fine  lady  of  her  fickly  taile,  than  a 
lover  of  his  impudence — there's  Carelefs  for  you,  without 
the  leaft  tincture  of  defpair  about  him.  [ Difcovers  bimfclf* 
AIL  Ha,  Carelefs  ! 
Lady  D.  Abufed  !  undone  ! 
All.  Ha,  ha ! 

Cler.  Nay,  now,  Madam,  we  wifh  you  a  fuperior  joy  j 
for  you  have  married  a  man  inilead  of  a.moniter. 

Care.  Come,  come,  Madam;  fi  nee  you  find  you  were 
in  the  power  of  fuch  a  cheat,  you  may  be  glad  "it  was  no 
greater:  you  might  have  fallen  into  a  rafcal's  hands  ;  but 
you  know  I  am  a  gentleman,  my  fortune  no  fmall  one, 
and,  if  your  temper  will  give  me  leave,  will  deferve  you. 
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Lady  Sad.  Come,  e'en  make  the  beft  of  your  fortune 
for,  take  my  word,  if  the  cheat  had  not  been  a  very  agreea 
ble  one,  I  would  never  have  had  a  hand  in't  —  You  muft 
pardon  me,  if  I  can't  help  laughing. 

LadyD.  Well,  fince  it  muft  befo,  I  pardon  all  ;  only 
one  thing  let  me  beg  of  you,  Sir;  that  is,  your  promife 
to  wear  this  habit  one  month  for  my  fatisfaclion. 

Care.  Oh,  Madam,  that's  a  trifle  !  I'll  lie  in  the  fun  a 
\vhole  fummer  for  an  olive  complexion,  to  oblige  you. 

LadyD.  Well,  Mr.  Carelefs,  I  begin  now  to  think  bet 
ter  of  my  fortune,  and  look  back  with  appreheniion  of  the 
efcape  I  have  had  ;  you  have  already  cured  my  folly, 
and  were  but  my  health  recoverable,  1  fhould  think  my* 
felf  completely  happy. 

Care.  For  that,  Madam,  we'll  venture  to  fave  you  doc* 
Jor's  fees,  . 

And  truft  to  nature  :  time  will  foon  difcover, 

Your  befl  phylician  is  a  favour'd  lover. 


END  of  the  FIFTH  ACT* 


BP& 


EPILOGUE. 


,  Sirs,  I  know  not  how  the  play  may  /^/J, 
But,  in  my  bumble  fenfe — our  bard's  an  afe  j 
Par  bad  be  ever  known  the  leajl  of  nature, 
jfaP  bad  found  bis  double  fpark  a  'difmal  creature  ; 
¥'0  pie  afe  two  ladies  be  two  fonts  puts  on  ^ 
As  if  the  thing  in  Jbadows  could  be  done  j 
JTbe  women  really  two,  and  be,  poor  foul !  but- one* 
Mad  be  reversed  the  bint,  h*  bad  done  the  feat, 
Had  mad?  tb*  impoftor  credibly  complete ; 
-^  fcngle  miftrefi  might  have  Jlood  the  cheat. 
She  might  to  feveral  lovers  have  been  kind,' 
"Nor  Jl rained  your  faitb,  to  think  both  pica? d  and  blind. 
Plain  fcnfe  had  known,  the  fair  can- love  receive, 
With  half  the  pains  your  warmefl  vows  can  give. 

£ut,  bold! — Vm  thinking  I  miftake  the  matter— — *- 
On  fccond  thoughts'— *T be  bint's  but  bonejl  fatire^ 
And  only  meant  fexpofc  their  mo  dijh  ftnfe,., 
Who  think  the  Jlre  of  love's  but  impudence. 
Our  fpark  was  really  moJeJi  ;  when  be  found 
Two  female  claims  at  once,  be  one  eKfotuofdi 
Wifely  pref uming,  though  in  ne*er  fucb  hajler 
One  would  be  found  enough  for  him  at  laft. 
So  that,  to  fum  ibc  whole,  I  think  the  play 
Dcferves  the  ufual  favours  en  bis  d<iy  j 
If  hot,  he  fwears  be* II  write  the  next  tt  mujic, 
In  doggrel  rbimes  woidd  make  or  him  or  you  fick. 
His  groveling  fcnfe  Italian  airs  JljaJl  crown, 
Andtlvn  he's  Jure  ev^n  nohfcnfew<i'lgo  down. 
J>ut  if  you'd  have  the  woild.fuppofe  the  Jlage 
Not  quite  forfaken  in  this  airy  age, 
Let  your  glad  votes  our  neealefs  fears  confound y,    . 
And  fpnak  in  claps  as  loud  for  fcnfe  as  found* 
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